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RAVENSHOE 


CHAFI'ER*! 

AN ACCOUNT OF THE FAMILY OF KiV’KNSHOF 

I HAD intended to have gone into a family Iiistory of tht 
ytavenshoes, from the time of (aniite to that of her j)resen 
Majesty, following it down through every change and revolution 
both secular and religious; which would have been (lee|)l) 
interesting, but wh^ch would have taken more hard readiiiji 
than one cares to undertajvc for noliiing. I had meant, I say, 
to have been quite. diffuSe on Qie annals of one of our f)l(lest 
commoner faniilioili ; but, going into the subject, 1 foUtid J 
must either chronicle little affairs which ought t(; have been 
forgotten long-ago, or do my work in a tery patchy and 
inefficient way. When I say thaf the Kavenshoes have been 
engaged in every |ilot, rebellion, and civil war, frf>m about a 
yntury or so before the^Con(|uest to 1745, and that the history 
If the house was marked ^y cruelty and Capacity in old limes, 
and in tiltse more modern by poIiti%.al tergiversation of the 
blackest dye, the reade? will understand why I hesitate to say 
too much in reference to a name which I especially honour. 
In order, .however, that I may give ?ome idea of what the 
hereditary character of the family is, I must just lead the reader^s 
eye lightly over some of the piincipal events of their history. 

The great Irish ftmilies have, as is well known, a banshee, 
or familiar spirit; who, previous to misfortune or death, flits 
^'oaning round the ancestral castle. Nojir although the Ravens- 
^es, like all respectable house.s, have an hereditary lawsuit ; 
<reud (with the Humb^ of Hcle) ; ^ ghost (\^hich tht present 
Raverishoe claims to ■i^'e repeafedly seen in early youth) ; and 
a bu^ed treasure: yet I have never heard that they had a 
banshee. Had such been thetase, that unfortunate spirit 
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would have had no'^inecure of it, Ivit rather must havelcept 
howling night and day for nine hipdired years o^so, in ordeL 
•to Ipave got through her work at all. For the Ravenshoes werfl 
almost always in trouble, and yet Itad a facility of getting oiJl£ 
again, which, to one not aware of the cause, was sufficiently 
inexplicable. Like the Stuarts, they had always taken the 
losing side, and yet, unlike the Stuarts, have always k^t their 
heads on their shoulders, and their house over tkeir heads. 
Lady Ascot says that, if Ambrose Ravenshoe *had been 
attainted in 1 745, he’d have been hung as sure as fate : there 
was evidence enough against him to Viang a dozen men. I my- 
self, to%», have heard Squire Densil declare, with great pride, that 
the Raven^oe of King John’s time was the only^Baron who 
did not sign Magna Charta ; and if there were a Ravenshoe at 
Runnymede, I h^ve not the slightest doubt that such was the 
case. Through the Rose^wars, again, they were always on the 
wrong side, whichever that might have been, because yow 
Ravenshoe, mind you, was not bound to either side in tho? 
times, but changed as he fancied fortune was going. As your 
Ravenshoe was the sort of man w'ho generally joined a party 
just when their success was indubitable — that is to say, just 
when the reaction against them was aBout to set in — he 
generally found himself among the ^rty which was going 
down hill, who .despised him lor not joining thf m before, and 
opposed to the rising party, w^ho nated him because he had 
declared against^hem. Which little game is common enough 
in this present century ambng some men of the world, who 
seem, as a general rule, to make as littl|> by it as ever^iid 
the Ravenshoes. 

Well, whatever your trimmers mi'.kd by their motion now-?pi, 
days, the Ravenshoes ^were not successful either .^t liberal - 
conservatism, or conservative liberalisftf? At tfie end of the 
reign of Henry VII. they were as poor as Job, or poorer. But, 
before you have time Ko think of it, behold, in 1530, there 
comes you to court a Sir Alured Ravenshoe, who incontinently 
begins cutting in at the top of t^e tune, swa^ering, swearing, 
dressing, fighting, dicing, and all that sort ef (hing, and, what is 
more, paying his way in a manner which suggests successful 
burglary as the only solution. Sir Alured, howrever, as I fin^ 

I had done no worse th^ marry an old maid (Miss Hinckse, 
one of tl^e Stafierdshire Hinckseys) with a splendid fortun<!% 
which fortune set the family on it#'\legs again for some 
generations. This Sir Alured seems to have been an audacious 
rogue. He made great interest with the king, who was so far 
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t eased with his activity in athletic spqfts that he gave him a 
>st in Irdijuid. Theit Qur Ravenshoe was sfi fascinated ^ 
the charming manners of the Earl of IfSldare that he^evCh 

( accompanied that nobleman on a visit to Desmond ; and, after 
a twelvemonth’s unauthorized residence in the interior of 
Ireland, on his return to England he was put into the Tower 
for si?? months to “ consider himself/ 

[ This AJured seems to have been a deuce of a fellow, a verygood 
type of the family. When British Harry had that difference we 
wot of with the Bishop c^f Rome, I find Alured to have been 
engaged in some five or six Romish plots* such as, had the 
king been in possession of facts, would have consigned him to 
a rather ^eedy execution. Howevar, the king saems to have 
looked on this gentleman with a suspicious eye, and to have 
been pretty well aware what sort of man He was, for I find 
^im writing to his wife, on the occiiaibn of his going to Court — 
wThe King’s Grace looked but sourly upon me, and said it should 
%o hard, but that the pitcher which went so oft to the well 
should be broke at last. Thereto I making answer, ‘ that that 


should depend on the pitcher, whether it were iron or clomb,’ 
he turned on his l^cl, and presently departed from me.” 

He must have oeen possessed •of his full share of family 
audacity to sharpen hisVits 014 the terrible Harry, with such an 
unpardonable anflount of ^treason hanging o\’er him. Phave 
dwelt thus long on him, as he seems to have possessed a fair 
share of the virtues and vices of his familj^a family always 
generous and brave, yet always led astray by bad advisers. 
Tfiis Alured built^avenshoe House,^ as it stands to this day, 
and in which much of Jhe scene of this story is laid. 
f They seem to have through the Guni^iwder Plot pretty 
well, th^mgh | can show you the closed where one of the minor 
conspirators, one Watson, lay perdu for a week or so after that 
gallant attempt, more I suspect from the effect of a guilty 
conscience than any thing else, for I never heard of any distinct 
charge being brought against him. The Forty-five, however, 
did not pass quile so easily, ind Ambrose Ravenshoe went as 
near to lose hk ftead as any one of the family since the 
Conquest. When the news came from the north about the 
jjJarming advance of the Highlanders,, it immediately struck 
jumbrose that this was the best opportunity for making a foof 
% himself that could i^ssibly occur^ He accordingly, without 
hesitation or consultiinon with* any mortal soul, rang the bell 


for his butler, sent for his stud-groom, mounted every man 
about the place (twenty or sc^, aAned them, grooms, gardeners, 
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and all, with crossbo>^ and partisans from the armoury, and 
rode into thcoCross, at Stonnington, 'on a marktt-day, and; 
Lold^V proclaimed tKe Pretender king. It soon got about that j 
“ the S(iuire ” was making a fool of nimself, and that there wusJ 
some fui^ going; so he shortly found himself surrounded by 
a lai^e and somewhat dirty rabble, who, with cries of “ Well 
done^old rebel ! ” and “ hurrah for the Pope ! ” escorted him, 
his terror-stricken butler, and his shame-stricken grooms, to the 
Crown and Sceptre. As good luck would have it, there hap- ^ 
pened to be in the town that day no less a person than Lord 
Segur, Ahe leading Roman Catholic nobleman of the county. 
He, ac6omixinied by several of the leading gentlemen of the 
same persuasion, burst into the room where the squire sat, 
overpowered him, anfl, putting him bound into a coach, carried 
him off to Segur Gastle, and locked him up. It took all the 
strength of the Popish party to save him from attainder. The 
Church rallied right bravely round the old house, which ha^/ 
always assisted her with sword and purse, and never once ha( 
wavered in its allegiance. So, while nobler heads went down, 
Ambrose Ravenshoe’s remained on his shoulders. 

Ambrose died in 1759. 

John (Monseigneur) in 1771. 

Howard in 1800. He first t(^)k the Claycomb hounds. 

Petre in 1820.* He married Alicia, only daughter of Charles, 
third Earl of A.scot, and was succeeded by Dcnsil, the first of 
our dramatis persDiiie — the lirst of all this shadowy line that we 
shall see in the ile.sli. He w'as bom in the year 1783, and 
married, first in 1812, at his father’s desire, a Mi.ss Winklefgh, 
of whom I know' nothing ; and second, at his owti desire, in 
1823, Susan, fourth daughter of Ladrerice Petersham, Esq., df 
Fairford Grange, county ^^Vorcester, by w hom he had ’irsuc — 

Cuthbert, born 1826. 

Charles, born 1831. 

Densil w'as an only son. His father, a handsome, careless, 
good-humoured, but weak and superstitious man, was entirely 
in the hands of the priests, who daring his life were undisputed 
masters ^of Ravenshoe. Lady Alicia w'asj" ac I have said, a 
daughter of I.rOrd A.scot, a Staunton, as staunchly Protestant 
a house as any in Eng^d. She, however, managed to fall 
'HOve with the handsome young Popish St^uire, and to elo^ 
with hijn, changing not only her name, but, to the dismay R 
her family, her faith also, and beconllfbg, per\'ert-like, more 
actively bigoted than her ^y-going husband. She bivught 
little or no money into the'*fai^ily ; and, from her portrait, 
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appears to have been exceedingly p^tty, and monstrously 
silly. \ * 

To this strong-minded jouple was bomf two years after th8r 
marriage, a son, who was called Densil. 

'I'his young gentleman seems to have got on much like other 
young gentlemen till the age of ^twenty-one, when if was 
deterrflined by the higher powers in conclave assembled that 
he shoulc^ go to London, and see the w'orld ; and so, having 
been cautioned duly how to avoid the flesh and the devil, to 
see the world he went. . In a short time iijjelligence came to 
the confessor of the family, and through him to the fi^er and 
mother, that Densil w’as seeing the w'orld with a vengeance; 
that he was the constant companion%^)f tjje Right •Honourable 
Viscount Saltire, the great dandy of the Radical Atheist set, 
with whom no man might play picquet and^ive ; that he had 
been upset in a tilbury with Madifdioiselle Vaurien of Drury- 
%nc at Kensington turnpike ; that he had fought the French 
a Comte dc Hautenbas, apropos of the Vaurien afore- 
mentioned — in short, that he w^as going on at a deuce of a rale: 
and so a hurried council was called to deliberate what was to 
be done. ^ 

“ He will lose his immgrtal soul,*' said the priest. 

“ He will dissipate his propt^ty,” said his mother. 

“ He will g»tG^he devil^’ said his father. 

So Father CliflTord, good man, was despatched to London, 
with post horses, and ordered to bring back tlTe lost sheep vi et 
tinnis. Accordingly, at ten o’clock one night, Densil’s lad was 
^stounded by havi#ig to admit Father jClifford, who demanded 
immediately to be led tp his master. 

^ Now this was awkward, Tor James wellTcnew what was going 
on upstaAfs ; t^ut he knew also what would happen, sooner or 
later, to a Ravenshoe servant who trifled with a priest, and so 
he led the way. 

The lost sheep which the good father nad come to find was 
not e-\actly sober this evening, and certainly not in a very good 
temper. He wi playing with a sin^larly handsome, 

though supercili«u^looking man, dressed in the height of 
fashion, who, judging from the heap of gold beside him, had 
j»en winning heavily. I'he priest trembled and crossed him- 
|Mf — this man was' the* terrible, handsome, wicked, witty,* 
3#heistical, radical Ix)r(FSaltire, who^ tongue no woman could 
withstand, and whosa^ pistol n<f man dared face; who was 
curreiitly believed to have sold himself to the deuce, or, indeed, 
^ some said, to be the deuce ^mftelf. 
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A more cunning m£i than poor simple Father Clifford would 
have made some common-place remark and withdrawn, after^ 
i short greeting, taKing warning the impatient scowl that 
settled on Densil’s handsome face. Not so he. To be defied . 
by a boy whose law had been his word for ten years past never 
entered into his head, apd he sternly advanced towards the 
pair. « * 

Densil inquired if anything were the matter at home. And 
Ix)rd Saltire, anticipating a scene, threw himself back in his^ 
chair, stretched out his elegant legs, ..and looked on with the 
air of d) man who knows he is going to be amused, and com- 
poses himself thoroughly to appreciate the entertainment. 

“Thus i\iuch, my. sonv” said the priest; “your,. mother is 
wearing out the stones of the oratory with her knees, praying 
for her first-borii, while he is wasting his substance, and 
perilling his soul, with debauched Atheistic companions, the-' 
enemies of God and man.” i 

I^rd Saltire smiled sweetly, lx>wed elegantly, and took snu(^ 

“ Why do you intrude into my room, and insult my guest ? ’ 
said Densil, casting an ang^ glance at the priest, who stood 
calmly like a black pillar, with his hands before him. “ It is 
unendurable.” 

Quern JOeus vult^' &c. Father Clifford had seen that scowl 
once or twice before, but he wovld not take^ewarning. He 
said — 

“ I am ordered not to go westward without you. I command 
you to come.” 

“ Command me ! command a Ravensixoe ! ” said Dehsil 
furiously. 

Father Clifford, by way of mending matters, now began td 
lose his temper. . 

“ You would not be the first Ravenshoe who has been 
commanded by a priest ; ay, and has had to obey too,” said he. 

“ And you will not be the first jack-priest who has felt the 
weight of a Ravenshoe’s wrath,” replied Densil brutally. 

Lord Saltire leant back, and %aid to the ambient air, “ I’ll 
back the priest, five twenties to one.” « 

This was too much. Densil would have liked to quarrel 
.with Saltire, but that jvas death — he was the deadest shot 
Europe. He grew furious, and beyond all control. He t™ 
the priest to go (further Jthan purgatoiy) ; grew blaspheme^ 
emphatically renouncing the 'creed of **nis forefathers, and, in 
fact, all other creeds. The priest grew hot and furiow tw, 
retaliated in no measured tehns,4and finally left the room with 
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his ears stopped, shaking the dust oflP his feet as he went. 
I’hen LordiSsiltire dre^ up to the table again, liiughing. 

“Your estates are entailed, Ravenshoe, ^ suppose?*’ saW hC. 

“No.” 

“ Oh 1 It’s your deal, my dear fellow.” 

Densil got an angry letter from his father in a few*days, 
demanding full apologies and recantations, and an imn^pdiate 
return hojne. Densil had no apologies to make, and did not 
intend to return till the end of the season. His father wrote 
declining the honour of Jjiis further acquaintance, and sending 
him a draft for fifty pounds to pay outstanding bills, ^ich he 
very well knew amounted to several thousands. Iir a short 
time the •great Catholic tradesmen,* with whom kc had been 
dealing, began to press for money in a so*mewhat insolent way ; 
and now Densil began to see that, b^ defying and insulting the 
||iith and the party to which he belonged, he had merely cut 
Rimself off from rank, wealth, and position. He had defied 
Ihe partie prUre^ and had yet to feel their power. In two 
months he was in the Fleet prison. 

His servant (the title “tiger” came in long after this), a half 
groom, half valet, ^uch as men kept in those days — a simple 
lad from Ravenshoe, James Horton by name — for the first 
time in his life disobeyed orders ; for, on being told to return 
home by DenBil,iie firmly»declined doing scf, and carried his 
top boots and white neckcloth triumphantly into the Fleet, 
there pursuing his usual avocatjons with 4 he utmost non- 
ch|ilance. 

“ A very distingi&ished fellow that qf yours, Curly ” (they all 
had nicknames for ojie another in those days), said Lord 
Saltire. “ If I were not Saltire, I think*! would be Jim. To 
own th^bnly^lean face among six hundred fellow-creatures is 
a pre-eminence, a decided pre-eminence. I’ll buy him of you.” 

For Lord Saltire came to see him,^nuff-box and all. That 
morning Densil was sitting brooding in the dirty room with the 
barred windows,, and thinking what a wild free wind w’ould be 
sweeping across the Downs ^is fine November day, when the 
door was opened; and in walks me my lord, with a sweet smile 
on his face. 

He was dressed in the extreme of fashion — a long-tailed blue 
wat with gold buttons, •a frill to his shirt, a white cravat, 
wonderful short waistcoat, loose short nankeen trousers, low 
shoes, no gaiters, and a low-crofmeci hat. I am pretty correct, 
for Hrave seen his picture, dated 1804. But you must please 
to remember that his lordship ^as in the very van of the 
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fashion, and that prob:lbly such a dress was not universafl 
two or three j^ars afterwards. I woAder if his /‘well-knoL 
afida6ity would be shfficient to mak^ him walk along one V 
the public thoroughfares in such a dress, to-morrow, for a heavy' 
bet — I fancy not. 

He* smiled sardonically — “My dear fellow,” he said, “when 
a marv comes on a visit oi condolence, I know it is the’' most 
wretched taste to say, ‘ I told you so ; * but do me the justice 
to allow that I offered to back the priest five to one. I had . 
been coming to you all the week, but .Tuesday and Wednesday 
1 was a\ Newmarket ; Thursday I was shooting at your cousin 
Ascot’s yesterday I did not care about boring myself with 
you; so I have come to-day because I was at leisure* and had 
nothing better to do.”* 

Densil looked lip savagely, thinking he had come to insult 
him : but the kindly compassionate look in the piercing grey 
eye belied the cynical curl of the mouth, and disarmed him.. 
He leant his head upon the table and sobbed. * 

Ix)rd Saltire laid his hand kindly on his shoulder, and said - 
“ You have been a fool, Ravenshoe ; you have denied the 
faith of your forefathers. Pardieu, if I had such an article 
I would not have thrown it so lightly 9 .way.” 

“ talk like this? Whoneict?' It was your conversation 
led me to it. Am I w'orse than you 3 What ftiitvt* have you, in 
God’s name?” 

“The faith of ’'a French Lyc^e, my friend; •the only one 
I ever had. I have been sufficiently consistent to that, I think. ’ 
“ Consistent indeed,” groaned poor Densiit- 
“ Now, look here,” said Saltire ; “ I n^ay have been to blame 
in thi.s. But I give ybu my honour,'! had no more idea that 
you would be obstinate enough to bring matterii to this pass, 
than I had that you would burn down Ravenshoe House 
because I laughed at it Tor being old-fashioned. Go home, 
my poor little Catholic pipkin, and don’t try to swim with iron 
pots like Wrekin and me. Make submission to that singularly 
distinguS-looking old turkey-cock 4jf a priest, kiss your mother, 
and get your usual autumn’s hunting and shotting.” 

“ Too late ! too late, now ! ” sobbed Densil. 

“ Not at all, my deai^ fellow,” said Saltire, taking a pinch 
Snuff ; “ the partridges will be a little wild, of course — that ymr 
must expect ; but you oug)it to get sonte very pretty pheasam 
and cock-shooting. Come, sAy yes. Huve your debts paid, 
and get out of this infernal hole. A week of this would*tame 
the devil, I should think.” ^ 
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“If you think you could do anything/or me, Saltire.’^ 

Lord Saljire immediately retired, and reappeared, leading in 
a lady by her hand. She raised the veil •from her head^ awl 
he saw his mother. In a^oment she was crying on his neck ; 
and, as he looked over her shoulder, he saw a blue coat passing 
out of the door, and that was the hist of Lord Saltire f<ir the 
present. 

It was no part of the game of the priests to give Densil a 
^old welAme home. Twenty smiling faces were grouped in 
the porch to welcome him back ; and among them all none 
smiled more brightly tha*n the old priest an(t his fathiy. 'Lhe 
dogs went wild with joy, and his favourite ])ercgrine st/lded on 
the falc(yier’s wrist, and struggle^ with her j^'sses, shrilly 
reminding him of the merry old days by*the dreary salt marsh, 
or the lonely lake. • 

'Hie past was never once allude^^o in any way by any one 
tn the house. Old Scpiire Petre shook hands with faithful 
JJames, and gave him a watch, ordering him to ride a certain 
colt next day, and sec how well forward he could girl him. 
So next day they drew the home covers, and the fox, brave 
fellow, ran out to l^arkside, making for the granite walls of 
Hessitor. And, when Densil felt Jus nostrils filled once more 
by the free rushing motinUin ^ir, he shouted aloud for joy, and 
James’s voic|^ alongside of him said — • • 

“ 'Phis is better than the Fleet, sir.” 

And so DcBsil played a single-wicket match with the Holy 
Church, and, like a great many ofher [leople, got bowled out in 
tlfe first innings.^ He returned to his allegiance in the most 
exemplary manner, and settled down*to the most humdrum of 
fyoung country gentlcn^cr^ He did exactly what every one else 
about Ipm did. He was not naturayy a profligate or vicious 
man : but tfierc was !l wild devil of animal passion in him, 
which had broken out in I^ndon, aiyi which was now iiuieted 
by dread of consequences, but whi^h he felt and knew was 
there, and might break out again. He was a changed man. 
There was a gulf between him and the life he had led before 
he went to Loni^ort. He had tasted of liberty (or rather, not 
^to profane that Divine word, of licentiousness), and yet not 
Mrunk long enough to make him weajy of the draught. He 
^ad heard the dogmas was brought up to believe infallible 
Spurned to unutterable fidicule by men like Saltire ai^ Wrekin ; 
men who, as he h%(l the wit«to ^ee, were a thousand times 
cleverer and better informed than Father Clifford or Father 
Dennis. In short, he had ijpund out, as a great many others 
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have, that Popery wonif hold water, and so, as a pis a/ier, he 
adopted Saltire’s creed — that religion was necessary for the ■ 
gavenment of States^ that one religion was as good as another, 
and that, cceteris paribus^ the best religion was the one which 
secured the professor 0,000 a year; and therefore Densil 
was a* devout Catholic. 

It was thought by the aKied powers that he ought to ftiarry. 
He hid no objection, and so he married a young lad^, a Miss 
Winkleigh — Catholic, of course — about whom I can get no^ 
information whatever. Lady Ascot says that she was a pale 
girl, witJi about as^much air as a milkrnaid ; on which two facts 
I can balld no theory as to her personal character. She died 
in 1816, childless ; and in ^820 Densil lost both his fiather and 
mother, and found hiif»self, at the age of thirty-seven, master of 
Ravenshoe and master of himself. 

He felt the loss of the ol^ folks most keenly, more keenly 
than that of his wife. He seemed without a stay or holdfast in < 
the world, for he was a poorly-educated man, without resources;] 
and so he went on moping and brooding until good old Father 
Clifford, who loved him dearly, got alarmed, and recommended 
travels. He recommended Rome, the cradle of the faith, and 
to Rome he went. < 

He stayed at Rome a year ; ^t the bnd of which time he 
appeaced suddenly at home with a b/;autiful youqg wife on his 
arm. As Father Clifford, trembling and astonished, advanced 
to lay his hand upon her head, she drew up, laughed, and said, 

“ Spare yourself the trouble, ifiy dear sir ; I am a Protestant.” 

I have had to tell you all this, in order to%^how you how 'it 
came about that Densil, though a Papist, bethought of marrying 
a Protestant wife to keep up a balancv; oT power in his house.* 
For, if he had not marrie^d this lady, the hero of this book 
would never have been born ; and this gfeater proposition con- 
tains the less, “ that if he h^d never been born, his history would 
never have been written, find so this book would have had no 
existence.” 


CHAPTER II 

SUPPLEMENTARY TO THE FOREGOING 
* 

The second Mrs. Ravenshoe was the handsome dowefless 
daughter of a Worcester squirt, o( good standing, who, being 
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blessed with an extravagant son, and siv handsome daughters, 
had lived for several years abroad, finding; society more 
accessible, and Consequently, the matrimonial chances <# ttie 
•‘Petersham girls” propAtionately greater than in England. 
She was a handsome, proud woman, not particularly clever, or 
particularly agreeable, or particularly anything, excepf jmr- 
ticularty self-possessed. She had Ifeen long enough looking 
after an establishment to know thoroughly the value of one, 
pd had seen quite enough of good houses to know that a 
house without a mistresg is no house at all. Accordingly, in 
a very few days the house felt her presence, Ulibmittedyith the 
best grace to her not unkindly rule, and in a week they all felt 
as if she had been there for years. • 

Father Clifford, who longed only for j^acc, and was getting 
very old, got very fond of her, heretic as she was. She, too, 
Uked the handsome, gentlemanly ^d man, and made herself 
fceeable to him, as a woman of the world knows so well how 
to do. Father Mackworth, on the other hand, his young 
coadjutor since Father Dennis’s death, an importation of. Lady 
Alicia’s from Rome, very soon fell under her displeasure. 'Phe 
first Sunday after |jer arrival, she drove to church, and occupied 
the great old family pew^to the immense astonishment of the 
rustics, and, after afternoon s(^’ice, caught up the old vic:ar in 
her imperiou%o(T-hand wa)i, and will he nil he, carried hhn off 
to dinner — at which meal he was horrified to find himself sitting 
with two shavan priests, who talked Latin afid crossed them- 
selves. His embarrassment was greatly increased by the 
behaviour of Mr% Ravenshoe, who admired his sermon, and 
spoke on doctrinal points with him as though there were not 
u priest within a mile. * Father Macl^orth was imprudent 
enough*to bpgin talking at him, an^l at last said something 
unmistakably impertinJnt; upon which Mrs. Ravenshoe put 
her glass in her eye, and favoured hUn with such a glance of 
haughty astonishment as silenced him*at once. 

This was the beginning of hostilities bctw’een them, if one 
can give the name of ho^lities to a series of infinitesimal 
annoyances on the* one side, and to unmeasurable and barely 
concealed contempt on the other. Mackworth, on the one 
‘iand, knew that she understood and, despised him, and he 
{toted her. She, on the^ther hand, knew that he knew it, bi# 
bought him too much below her notice, save now,and then 
that she might put dewn with i higti hand any, even the most 
distant, approach to a tangible impertinence. But she was no 
match for him in the arts of petty, delicate, galling annoyances. 



1 6 Ravenshoe 

Tliere he was her master ; he had been brought up in a good 
school for that^and had learnt his lessbn kin^^ly. , He found 
tlc.t<ihe disliked hf. presence, and shrunk from his sm(X)th, 
lean face with unutterable dislike. A-om that moment he was' 
always in her way, overwhelming her with oily politeness, 
rushing across the room to pick up anything she had dropped, 
or to^open the door, till ’it required the greatest restraint to 
avoid breaking through all forms of politeness, and bidding 
him begone. Hut why should we go on detailing trifles likq 
these, which in themselves are nothing, but accumulated, arc 
unbear? .hie ? 

So it\’ent on, till one morning, about two years after the 
marriiige, Mcekworth ap])ej',red in Clifford’s room, and ,->y awning, 
threw himself into a chair. 

“ Henedicitc,” •ihid Father Clifford, who never neglected 
religious etiquette on any occasion. 

Mackworth stretched out his legs and yawned, rather rudely.- 
and then relapsed into silence. Father Clifford went on reading.* 
At last Mackworth spoke. 

“Fll toll you what, my good friend, 1 am getting sick of 
this ; I shall go back to Rome.” 

**To Rome?” 

“ Yes, ba(’k to Rome,” repeated the other impertinently, for 
he always treated the good old priest with rontemptuoiis 
insolence when they were alone. “ ^Vhat is the use of staying 
here, fighting that woman? There is no more chance of 
turning her than a rock, and there is going to be no family. ” 

“ You think so ? ” .said Clifford. 

“ Good heavens, does ft look like it ? 'I’wo years, and not a 
sign ; besides, should T talk of going, if I thought so. Then 
there would be a career worthy of me ; then I should have a 
chance of deserving well of the Church, '’by keeping a wavering 
family in her bosom, ^^nd I could do it, too : every child 
would be a fresh weapdn in my hands against that woman. 
Clifford, do you think that Ravenshoe is safe?” 

He said this so abruptly that Clifford coloured and started. 
Mackworth at the same time turned suddenly upon him, and 
scrutinized his face keenly. 

“ Safe ! ” said the old plan ; “ what makes you fear otherwise ? j 
' “ Nothing special,” said Mackworth ; “ only I have nevej 
been easy since you told me of that liondon escapade years 
ago.” ^ 

“ He has been ver>' devout ever since,” .said Clifford.® “ 1 
fear nothing,” 
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“ Humph ! Well, I am glad to hci# it,” said Atackworth. 
“I shall go»to Rome. •I’d sooner he gossiping with Alphoi^e 
and Pierre in the cloistejs than vegetatffig here. My tJltflfe 
are thrown away.” 

He departed down the winding steps of the priest’s turret, 
which led to the flower garden. 'I’he day was line, find a 
pleasaht seat a short distance off invTted him to sit. He.could 
get a boo^ he knew from the drawing-room, and sit there. So, 
jvith habitually noiseless tread, he passed along the dark 
corridor, and opened tlye drawing-room door. 

Nobody was there. The hook he wanteiT was in ^e little 
drawing-room beyond, separated from the room he wis in by 
a partly-drawn curtain. The jiriest mdvanced silently over the 
deep piled curtain and looked in. 

'The summer sunlight, struggling through 'a waving bower of 
jtlimbing plants and the small p;j^es of a d(.‘eply nuillioncd 
window, fell upon two persons, at the sight r)f whom he paused, 
fund, holding his breath, stood, like a black statue in the gloomy 
room, wrapped in astonishment. 

He had never in his life heard these twain use any words 
beyond those of ^^ommon courtesy towarrls one anotlier ; he 
had thought them the most indifferent, the coldest pair, he had 
even seen. Put now! now, 4he haughty beauty was bending 
from her chair over her Jnisband, wlio sat Mi a stool lit her 
feet ; her arm was round his nc<'k, and her hand was in his ; 
and, as he looked, she parted th^ clusteriiiff black curls from 
his forehead and kissed him. 

He bent forwa#d and listened mory eagerly. He could hear 
the surf on the shore, the .sea-birds on the cliffs, the nightin- 
gale in the wood ; they* fell upon his •ear, but he could not 
distinguish them ; he ^vaited only f<*r one of the two figures 
before him to speak. 

At last Mrs. Ravenshoe broke silanco, but in so h>w a voice 
that even he, whose attention w^as strained t(j the uttermost, 
could barely catch what she said. 

“ I yield, my love,” shc^said ; “ I give you this one, but 
mind, the rest«ar? mine. I have your solemn promise for 
^o;hat?” 

“ My solemn promise,” said Densil, 4 ind kissed her again. 

^ “ My dear,” she resumed, “ I wish you could get rid of thft 
‘"'priest, that Mackwortif. He is irkyime to me.” 

“He was recommemded to fliy esyiecial care by my mother,” 
wasT^ensil’s reply. “ If you could let him stay I should much 
rather.” 
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“ Oh, let him stay ! ^ said she ; he is too contemptible for 
me to annoy myself about. But I distrust hipi, IJensil. He 
h^ ?rtowering look Sometimes.” 

“ He is talented and agreeable,” said Densil ; “ but I never 
liked him.” 

Thi^ listener turned to go, having heard enough, but was 
arrested by her continuing — * 

“ By the bye, my love, do you know that that impudent girl 
Norah has been secretly married this three months ? 

The priest listened more intently than ever. 

“ Wh^ to ? ” asked Densil. 


To Jkmes, your keeper.” 

“ I am glad of that. That lad James stuck to me in prison, 
Susan, when they all feft me. She is a fine, faithful creature, 
too. Mind you giVe her ajjood scolding.” 

Mackworth had heard enough apparently, for he stole gently 
away through the gloomy room, and walked musingly upstairsJ 
to Father Clifford. ^ 

That excellent old man took up the conversation just where 
it had left off. 

“ And when,” said he, ** my brother, do you propose returning 
to Rome ? ” 

“ I shall not go to Rome at aM,” was the satisfactory reply, 
followed by a deep silence. : m' 

In a few months, much to Father Clifford’s joy and surprise, 
Mrs. Ravenshoe bbre a noble boy, which was named Cuthbert. 
Cuthbert was brought up in the Romish faith, and at five years 
old had just begun to Iqarn his prayers of Father Clifford, 
when an event occurred equally unexpected by all parties..^ 
Mrs. Ravenshoe was again found to be in a condition to make* 
an addition to her family. . 


CHAPTER III 

IN WHICH OUR hero’s TROUBLES BEGIN 

If you were a lazy yachtsman, sliding^ on a summer’s day,'' 
before a gentle easterly breeze, over th^ !ong swell from the 
Atlantic, past the south-westerly shores of the Bristol Channel, 
you would find, after sailing all day beneath shoreless headlands 
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of black slate, that the land suddenly f^l away and sunk down, 
leaving, insjead of beetling cliffs, a lovely amphitheatre of hang- 
ing wood and lawn, fronted by a bea»h of* yellow 
pleasing contrast to the White surf and dark crag to which your 
eye had got accustomed. 

This beautiful semicircular basin is about two miles in 
diameter, surrounded by hills on a41 sides, save that which is 
open to the sea. East and west the headlands stretclf out a 
mile or^more, forming a fine bay open to the north; while 
behind, landward, the downs roll up above the woodlands, a 
bare expanse of grass *and grey stone. Malf way ;^ng the 
sandy beach, a trout stream comes foaming out m a dark 
wood, ajid finds its way across the shore in ^fty sparkling 
channels ; and the eye, caught by tne silver thread of water, is 
snatched away above and beyond it, alongia wooded glen, the 
tcradle of the stream, which pierce^ the country landward for a 
wnile or two, till the misty vista is abruptly barred by a steep 
’ blue hill which crosses the valley at right angles. A pretty 
little village stands at the mouth of the stream, and straggles 
with charming irregularity along the shore for a considerable 
distance westward ; while behind, some little distance up the 
glen, a handsome church tower •rises from among the trees. 
There are some fishifig boay> at anchor, there are some small 
boats on thj beach, therp is a coasting schev^ner beachgd and 
discharging coal, there are some fishermen lounging, there are 
some nets drying, there are some boys bathing, there are two 
grooms exercising four handsortfe horses ; but it is not upon 
horses, men, bij?,ts, ship, village, church, or stream, that you 
will find your eye resting, but updn a noble, turreted, deep- 
^ porched, grey stone mansion, that stands on the opposite side 
of theiAream, about a hundred feet above the village. 

On the east bank t5f the little rfver, just where it joins the 
sea, abrupt lawns of grass and fgrn, beautifully broken by 
groups of birch and oak, rise above the dark woodlands, at the 
culminating point of which, on a buttress which runs down 
from the higher hills behiad, stands the house I speak of, the 
north front looking on the sea, and the west on the woi^ed 
oiglen before mentioned — the house on a ridge dividing the two. 
Immediately behind again the dark woodlands begin once 
hnorc, and above then} is the moor. • 

The house itself is»of grey stone, built in the time of Henry 
VIII. The fa^ade^il exceediagly^oble, though irregular ; the 
most striking feature in the north or sea front being a large 
dark porch, open on thre^ sides, forming the basement of a 
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high stone tower, whiqh occupies the centre of the building. 
At the north-west corner (that towards the village) rises another 
t^scfi^of equal ^leigh^i ; and behind, above the irregular gnjups 
of chimneys, the more modern cupola of the stables shows itself^l! 
as the highest point of all, and gives, combined with the other 
towerf, a charming air of irregularity to the whole. 'Fhe 
windows are mostly long, (ow, and heavily mullioned, aifd the 
walls'are battlemented. 

On approaching the house, you find that it is built Airy much 
after the fashion of a college, with a quadrangle in the centre. 
Two si^jes of this?, the north and west, are occupied by the 
house, tte south by the .stables, and the east by a long aiul 
somewhat handsome chapj^l, of greater antiquity thaij the rest 
of the hou.se. The oentre of this quad, in place of the trim 
gra.s.s-plat, is occupied by a tan lunging ring, in the middle of 
which stands a granite bast*^ filled with crystal water from the^ 
hills. In front of the west wing, a terraced flower-garden goes] 
step by step towards the stream, till the smooth-shaven lawnsT 
almost mingle with the \vild ferny heather turf of the park, 
where the dappled deer browse, and the rabbit runs t(; and fro 
bu.sily. On the north, towards the sea, there are no gardens ; 
but a noble gravel terrace, divided from the park only by a 
deep rampart, runs along beneajh the ' windows ; and to the 
east t^\ie deer-pai:k stretches away .till lawn aq.d glade are 
swallowed up in the encroaching woodland. 

Such is Ravensfcoe Hall at the present day, and such it was 
on the loth of June, 1831 (I like to be particular), as regards the 
still life of the place ; but, if one had then rcf^arded the living 
inhabitants, one would have seen signs of an unusual agitation., 
Round the kitchen dcor stood a g^oup of female servants’ 
talking eagerly Ujgether ; and, at the other side of thei court, 
some half-dozen grooms and helpers w'ere evidently busy on the 
same theme, till the appearance of the stud-groom entering the 
yard suddenly dispersed vhem right and left ; to do nothing 
with superabundant energy. 

To them also entered a lean, quirt-looking man, aged at this 
time fifty-t>vo. We have seen him before. ' He was our old 
friend Jim, who had attended Densil in the Fleet prison in old 
times. He had some time before this married a beautiful; 
^rish Catholic waiting-mmd of Lady Alicia’s, by whom he had 
a daughter,^ now' five years old, and a son aged one w'eek. He* 
walked across the yard to when; the w’oh.en were talking, and 
addressed them. 

“ How is my lady to-night ? ’bsaid he. 
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Holy Mother of God ! ” said a weeping Irish housemaid, 
“she’s worse.” 

“ How’s Ihe young master ? ” 

“ Hearty, a darling ; cfying his little eyes out, he is, a-blcss 
him.” 

“He’ll be bigger than Master Culhbert, I’ll warrant ye,” 
said a portly cook. 

“ When was he born ? ” asked James. ' 

“ Nigrt on two hours,” said the other speaker. 

At this conjuncture a groom came running through the 
passage, putting a note m his hat as he weiK ; he caina to the 
stud-groom, and said hurriedly, “ A note for J >t. jftarcy at 
I^ncesto^n, sir. What horse am I to take?” 

“ Trumpeter. How is my lady ? ” 

“ Going, as far as I can gather, sir.” 

James waited until he heard hig^ dash full speetl out of the 
|rard, and then till he saw him disappear like a speck ah)ng the 
mountain road far aloft ; then he went into the house, and, 
getting as near to the sick room as lie dared, waited cpiietly on 
tlie stairs. 

It was a house of woe, indeed ! 'I’wo hours before, one 
feeble, wailing liftle creature had taken up his burthen, and 
begun his weary pilgriAiagp ajross the unknown desolate land 
that lay bet\^en him an^ the grave 'for a [larl of wbi(Ji you 
and I are to accompany him ; while his mother even now was 
pre|iaring for, her rest, yet striving for tlic* child’s sake to 
lengthen the last few weary stt^)s of luir journey, that they 
two might walk, jverc it never so short a distance, together. 

The room was very still. Faintly the pure scents and sounds 
'stole into the chamber cX death from the blessed summer air 
without# gently came the murmur of the surf uj)on the sands ; 
fainter and still faintei^ame the bre*ath of the dying mother. 
The baby lay beside her and her ^rm was round its body. 
The old vicar knelt by the bed, and *1)00811 stood with folded 
arms and bowed head, watching the face which had grown so 
dear to him, till the light should die out from it for ever. Only 
those four in thy chamber of death ! 

The sighing grew louder, and the eye grew once more 
Animated. She reached out her hand, and, taking one of the 
gear’s laid it upon th^ baby’s headT Then she looked Ob 
ffbensil, who was now leaning over her, and with a ^reat effort 
spoke. ^ t 

“ £)ensi], dear, you will remember your promise ? ” 

“ I will swear it, my love.” 
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A few more laboured sighs, and a greater effort : “ Swear i 
to me, love.*' • 

ja0 swore th&t he«would respect the promise he^ had made 
so help him God ! ^ 

The eyes were fixed now, and all was still. Then there wa 
a long sigh ; then there was a long silence ; then the vicar ros 
from his knees, and looked at Densil. There were but thre 
in thd chamber now. 

* * ♦ ♦ -b ** + 

Densil passed through the weeping women, and went straigh 
to his own study. * There he sat, tearless, musing much abou 
her whwwas gone. 

How he had grown to^. love that woman, he thought — he 
that he haA married^ for her beauty and her pride, and ha( 
thought so cold and hard ! He remembered how the love o 
her had grown stronger, ^cear by year, since their first chiU 
was born. How he had respected her for her firmness ant 
consistency ; and how often, he thought, had he sheltered hi: 
weakness behind her strength ! His right hand was gone, anc 
he was left alone to do battle by himself ! 

One thing was certain. Happen what would, his promisi 
should be respected, and this last boy, just born, should b( 
brought up a Protestant as his mother liad wished. He knev 
the opposition he would have fron;i Father Ms^ck worth, anc 
determined to brave it. And, as the name of that man came 
into his mind, some of his old fierce, savage nature broke ou 
again, and he almost cursed nim aloud. 

“ I hate that fellow ! I should like to defy^ him, and let hirr 
do his worst. I’d do it, now she’s gone, if it wasn’t for t^ 
boys. No, hang it, it«wouldn’t do. if I’d told him under sea 
of confession, instead of letting him grub it out, he' couldn’i 
have hung it over me like this. I Wish he was ” 

If Father Mackworth ,had had the slightest inkling of the 
state of mind of his worthy patron towards him, it was very 
certain that he would not have chosen that very moment tc 
rap at the door. The most acute<of us make a mistake some 
times ; and he, haunted with vague suspicion? since the con- 
versation he had overheard in the drawing-room before th 
birth of Cuthbert, grew impatient, and determined to solve hi| 
tioubts at once, and, aS we have seen, selected the singularli 
happy moment when poor passionate Densil was cursing him 
to his he^’s content. 

** Brother, I am come to comfort you,” he said, opening the 
door before Densil had time, either to finish the sentence 



Our Herd’s Troubles Begin 23 

written above, or to say “Come ip.” “This is a heavy 

affliction, and the heavier because ” 

“ Go aw^y,” said Densil, pointing to the door. 

“ Nay, nay,” said the priest, “hear me ” 

“ Go away,** said Densil, in a louder tone. “ Do you hear 
me ? I want to be alone, and I mean to be. Go ! ” 

Hew recklessly defiant weak men get when they are once 
fairly in a rage ? Densil, who was in general civilly afraid of 
this ma<k, would have defied fifty such as he now. 

“ 'rhere is one thin^, Mr. Ravenshoe,” .said the priest, in a 
very different tone, “ about which I feel it ihy duty toyspeak to 
you, in spite of the somewhat unreasonable form you/grief has 
assumed. I wish to know what you mean to call your son.*’ 
“Why?” • 

“ Because he is ailing, and I wish to baptize him.” 

“You will do nothing of the ^nd, sir,” said Densil, as red 
IfiS a turkey-cock. “He will be baptized in proper time in the 
parish church. He is to be brought up a Protestant.” 

The priest looked steadily at Densil, who, now brought 
fairly to bay, was bent on behaving like a valiant man, and said 
slowly — 

“So my susp?cions are confirmed, then, and you have 
determined to hand bve^ your son to eternal perdition ” (he 
didn’t say oprdition, he psed a stronger wgrd, which we will 
dispense with, if you have no objection). 

“ Perdition, sir ! ” bawled Densil ; “ how dare you talk of a 
son of mine in that frec-and-casy*sort of way ? Why, what my 
family has done for the Church ought to keep a dozen genera- 
tions of Ravensnoes from a possibilTty of perdition, sir. Don’t 
?tell me.” » * 

Thi^ipew and astounding theory of justification by works, 
which poor Densil haft broached in his wrath, was overheard 
by a round-faced, bright-eyed, curly-headed man about fifty, 
who entered the room suddenly, followed by James. For one 
instance you might have seen a smile of inten.se amusement 
pass over his merry face ; 4?ut in an instant it was gone again, 
and he gravely addressed Densil. 

Q- “My dear Mr. Raveashoe, I must use my authority as 
,,^octor, to request that your son’s spiritual welfare should for 
""pe present yield to his .temporal necessities. You must hav® 

I wet-nurse, my good sir.” ^ 

Densil’s brow ha^ Igrown placid in a moment beneath the 
doctor’s kindly glance. “God bless me,” he said, “I never 
thought of it Poor little lad I poor little lad I ” 
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“ I hope, sir,” said J^es, “that you will let Norah have the 
young master. She has set her heart upon it.” 

«tt‘have seen Mr* Horton,” said the doctor, “and I quite, 
approve of the proposal. I think if, indeed, a most special- 
providence that she should be able to undertake it. Had it 
been otherwise, we might have been undone.” 

“ Ixit us go at once,” satd the impetuous Densil. “ Where 
is the ‘nurse? where is the boy?” And, so saying, he hurried 
out of the room, followed by the doctor and James. • 

Mackworth stood alone, looking out of the window, silent.'" 
He sto^d so long^that one who watched him peered from his 
hiding-pWe more than once to see if he were gone. At length 
he rai.sed hij arm and strpek his clenched hand against the 
rough granite window-*!! so hard that he brought blood. I'hen 
he moodily left the* room. 

As soon as the room wa:<squiet, a child about five years okl^ 
crept stealthily from a dark corner where he had lain hidden,, 
and with a look of mingled shvness and curiosity on his face,! 
departed (|uietly by another do • . 

Meanwhile, Densil, James, and the doctor, accompanied by 
the nurse and baby, were holding their way across the court- 
yard towards a cottage which lay in the wood beyond the 
stables. James opened the door, and’ they passed into the 
inner rfoom. r , ^ 

A beautiful woman was sitting propped up by pillows, nurs- 
ing a week-old cli^ld. The sunlight, admitted by a half-open 
shutter, fell upon her, lightingf’up her delicate features, her pale 
pure complexion, and bringing a strange shpen on her long 
loose black hair. Her face was bent down, gazing on the child 
whicli lay on her breaot ; and at the entrance of the party she^ 
looked up, and displayed a large lustrous dark blue ey% which 
lighted up with infinite tenderness as Dtfnsil, taking the wailing 
boy from the nurse, placed it on her arm beside the other. 

“'lake care of that fornne, Norah,” said L^ensil. “ It has no 
mother but you now.” 

“ Acushla ma chree,” she answoced ; “ bless my little bird. 
Come 4o your nest, alanna, come to your pretty brother, my 
darlin’.’* 

The child’s wailing was stilled now, and the doctor remarkedj 
Aid remembered long afterwards, that, the little waxen hngersl 
clutching uneasily about, came in contact with the little hancf 
I of the otlier child, and {Caused there.* . At this moment, a 
beautiful little girl, about five years old, got on the bed,«and 
nestled her peachy cheek agai»st her mother’s. As they went 
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jl, he turned and looked at the beai^iful group once more, 
id then he followed •Densil back to the house of mourning. 
Reader, Itefore we have done with thos^ thrc5 innoccnttjijtlp 
CCS, we shall see them distorted and rlianged by many 
assions, and shall meet them in many strange places, (kime, 
ike my hand, and we will follow them on to the end. 


CHAPFER IV 

% 

FATHKR .MACKWOUl^I 

I HAVE noticed that the sayings ai><{ doings of young gentlemen 
Itfore they come to the age of, say seven or eight, are Iiardly 
nteresting to any but their immediate relations and friends. 1 
lave my eye, at this moment, on a young gentleman of the 
nature age of two, the instances of whose sagac'ity and 
doiiuence are of greater importance, and certainly more 
;)leasant, to me, than the projects»of Napoleon, or the orations 
:»f Bright. And yet I Teattluft even his most brilliant joke, if 
I’ommitted t^ patier, wouy fall dead upon the public ear*; and 
so, for the present, I shall leave ('liarles Ravenshoe to the 
aire of Norali^ and pass on to some otherj^wlv) demand our 
ittention more. * 

The first thin^ which John Mackworth remembered was his 
being left in the /o,sfe of a French * school at Rcmen by an 
English footman. 'IVyinJ to push back 4iis memory farther, he 
always failed to conjure up any previous recollection to tliat. 
He had certainly a very* indistinct one of having been happier, 
and having lived riuietly in pleasant pountry places with a kind 
woman who talked English ; but his* first decided imjiression 
always remained the same — that of being, at six years old, left 
friendless, alone, among twenty or thirty French boys older 
than himself. ? • • 

0 His was a cruel fate. He would have been happier 
jj^prenticed to a collier. If the ma^ who sent him there 
joad wished to inflict the heaviest conceivable punishment 
poor, unconscious *little innocent, he could have done no 
more than simply le/rfhim at that %chool. We shall see how 
he fdund out at last who his benefactor w'as, 

English boys are sometimes brutal to one another (though 
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not so often as some ^sh to make out), and are always rough, 
Yet I must say, as far as my personal experience goes, th^ 
boy is* entirely master in the art of tormenting. 1 Ic 
never strikes ; he does not know htw to clench his fist, li^ 
is an arrant coward, according to an English schoolboy’? 
definition of the word : but at pinching, pulling hair, eai 
pulling, and that class ofiyannoyance, all the natural ingenuity 
of his nation comes out, and he is superb ; add to this a com 
bined insolent studied sarcasm, and you have an id'ja of what 
a disagreeable French schoolboy can be. 

To i^y that th<^ boys at poor John Mackworth’s school put 
all thes^ methods of torture in force against him, and ten times 
more, is to give one but a faint idea of his sufferings. The 
English at that time were hated with a hatred which we in these 
sober times have 'but little idea of ; and, with the cannon of 
Trafalgar ringing w it wen^in their ears, these young French 
geritlemen seized on Mackworth as a lawful prize providentiall? 
delivered into their hands. We do not know what he may 
have been under happier auspices, or what he may be yet witli 
a more favourable start in another life ; we have only to do 
with what he was. Six years of friendless persecution, of lift* 
ungraced and uncheered by domestic love, of such bitter misery 
as childhood alone is capable of feeling or enduring, trans- 
formed him frorp a child into a heartless, vindictive man. 

And then, the French schoolmaster having roughly finished 
the piece of goods, it was sent to Rome to hfi polished and 
turned out ready for the m&rket. Here I must leave him ; I 
don’t know the process. I have seen the article when finished 
and am familiar with it. ' I know the trade nriark on it as well 
as I know the Tower imark on my riile. I may predicate of -t 
glass that it is Bohemian ruby, and yet not know hpw they 
gave it the colour. I must leave descrijptions of that system to 
Mr. Steinmetz, and men who have been behind the scenes. 

The red-hot ultramontane thorough-going Catholicism of 
that pretty pervert. Lady Alicia, was but ill satisfied with the 
sensible, old English, cut-and-drie^ notions of the good Father 
Clifford. A comparison of notes with two «r jthree other great 
ladies, brought about a consultation, and a letter to Rome, thr ' 
result of which was that a young Englishman of presentabl^ 
fxterior, polite manners^ talking English with a slight foreign 
accent, made his appearance at Ravenshoe, and was installecP 
as her ladyship’s coiffessor,^ about eighte ;p months before her 
death. #• 

His talents were by no means ordinary. In very few days 
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he had gauged every intellect in the bouse, and found that he 
was by fiy the superior of all in wit and education ; and he 
determined that as long as he stayed inithe house he wcnU be 
master there. • 

Densil's jealous temper sadly interfered with this excellent 
resolution \ he was immensely angry and rebellious* at the 
slightest apparent infringement of his prerogative, and after 
his pwents' death treated Mackworth in such an exceedingly 
cavaliet manner, that the latter feared he should have to move, 
till chance threw into his hand a whip wherewith he might 
drive Densil where he would. He discovered a sgundalous 
liaison of poor Densil’s, and in an indirect manne/r let him 
know ^at he knew all about it. This served ^to cement his 
influence until the appearance of Mrs.^Ravenshoe the second, 
who, as we have seen, treated him with such ill-disguised con- 
tempt, that he was anything buj^ comfortable, and was even 
meditating a retreat to Rome, when the conversation he over- 
heard in the drawing-room made him pause, and the birth of 
the boy Cuthbert confirmed his resolution to stay. 

For now, indeed, there was a prospect open to him. Here 
was this child delivered over to him like clay to a potter, that 
he might form it’as he would, ^t should go hard but that the 
revenues and county 'infljience of the Ravenshoes should tend 
to the glory of the Church as heretofore.. Only one»person 
was in his way, and that was Mrs. Ravenshoe ; after her death 
he was master of the situation with regard do the eldest of the 
boys. He had partly guessed,* ever since he overheard the 
conversation of Densil and his wife, that some sort of Imrgain 
existed betweed them about the ^cond child ; but he paid 
^ little heed to it. It waJ, therefore, with the bitterest anger that 
he sa^^his fears confirmed, and Densil angrily obstinate on the 
matter ; for supposing>Cuthbert weife to die, all his trouble and 
anxiety would avail nothing, and the old house and lands 
would fall to a Protestant heir, the*4irst time in the history of 
the island. Father Cliflbrd consoled him. 

Meanwhile, his behavic^r towards Densil was gradually and 
insensibly alteredj He became the free and easy man of the 
, world, the amusing companion, the wise counsellor. He saw 
/that Densil was of a nature to lean on some one, and he was 
I determined it should be on him ; so hh made himself necessaqr. 

^ f But he did more thari^ this ; he determined he would be beloved 
as well as respected,^nd witlt a h^ppy audacity he ^t to work 
to ^in that poor Wild foolish heart to himself, using such arts 
of pleasing as must have bee^ furnished by his own mother 
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wit, and could never h^ve been learned in a hundred years 
from a Jesuit college. The fwor heart v«is not a hard one to 
wi^djitSiid, the day they buried poor Father Clifford in the 
mausoleum, it was with a mixture of ^ride at his own talents, 
and contemptuous pity for his dupe, that Mackworth listened 
to Dendl as he told him that he was now his only friend, and 
besought him not to lea^re him — which thing Mackworth 
promised, with the deepest sincerity, he would not do. 


CHAPTER V 

R^NFORD 

‘ Master Charles, blessed with a placid temper and a splendid 
appetite, throve amazingly. Before you knew where you were, 
he was in tops and bottoms; before you had thoroughly 
realized that, he was learning his letters ; then there was hardly 
time to turn round, before he was a rosy-che^ked boy of ten. 

From the very first gleam of reason, he had been put solely and 
entirely under the, care of Mr. Shell,^.the old vic^, who had 
been with his mother when she died, and a Protestant nurse, 
Mrs. Varley, Painfully had these two discharged their sacred 
trust ; and, if love can repay such services, right well were they 
repaid. 

A pleasant task they had, though, for a more lovable little 
lad than Charles there«never was. H^s little heart seemed to 
have an infinite capacity of affection for all who apprc^hed 
him. Everything animate' came before^ him in the light of a 
friend, to whom he wished to make himself agreeable, from his 
old kind tutor and nuroe down to his pony and terrier, 
i Charles had not arrived at the time of life when it was possible 
for him to quarrel about women ; %nd so he actually had no 
enemies as yet, but was welcomed by pleasant %nd kind faces 
wherever he went. At one time he would be at his father’s 
knee, while the good-natured Densil made him up some fishing 
; ta^le; next you would' find him in the kennel, with the 
whipper-in, fe^ng the hounds, hal]f-{imothered by their 
boisterous ikelcome ; then the staj^les woulf. own him for a time, 
while the lads were cleaning up and feeing; then came a 
r sudden flitting to one of the Jueper’s lodges ; and anon he 
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would be down on the sands wading with half a dozen 
fisher-boys as happyias himself — but welcomed and beloved 
everywheife. » 

Sunday was a right pleasant day for him. After seeing his 
father shave, and examining his gold-topped dressing-case from 
top to bottom — amusements which were not participated in by 
Cuthbert, who had grown too manjy — he would haste through 
his breakfast, and with his clean clothes hurry down the’ village 
towards! the vicarage, which stood across the stream near the 
^church. Not to go in yet, you will observe, because the 
sermon, he well knew, was getting its finishing touches^and the 
vicar must not be disturbed. No, the old stone bric/gc would 
bring him up ; and there he would stay looking at the brown 
crystal-^lear water rushing and seetKingaamong the rocks, lying 
dark under the oak-roots, and flashing merrily over the weir, 
just above the bridge; till “iiiclg^”a silver bar would shoot 
^quivering into the air, and a salnion would light on the top of 
'the fall, just where the water broke, and would struggle on into 
the still pool above, or be beaten back by the force, to resume 
his attempt when he had gained breath. The trout, too, under 
the bridge, bless the rogues, they knew it was Sunday well 
enough — how they would lie up there in the swiftest places, 
where glancing liquid glorified the poor pebbles below into 
living amber, and would hardly trouble thepiselves to snap at 
the great fa^ silly stoneffies that came floating down. Oh I it 
was a terribly place for dawdling was thatistone bridge on a 
summer sabbath mom. ^ 

But now would the country folks come trooping in from far 
and near, for I^venshoe was the Only church for miles, and 
^however many of them there were, every one had a good 
' West-country greeting for him. And, as the crowd increased 
near tHe church door,o(here was so hiuch to ^y and hear, that 
I am afraid the prayers suffered a little sometimes. 

The villagers were pleased enou^ to see the lad in the old 
carved horse-box (not to be irreverent) of a pew, beneath the 
screen in the chancel, witl^the light from the. old rose window 
shining on his curly brown hair. The older ones would think 
of the haughty b^utiful lady who sat there so few years ago, 
Wd oftentimes one of the more sagacious would shake his 
:%ead and mutter to himself, “ Ah ! if Ae were heir.’* u» 
1 Any boy who reads this story, and I hope many will read it, 

' is hereby advertised *^at it is ;exce^ingly wrong to oe inatten- 
tive.in church in sermon dme.^ It is very naughty to look up 
through the windows at the whir^ clouds flying across the blue 
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sky, and think how merrily the shadows are sweeping over tHfe 
upland lawn, where the pewits’ nests are,«and the bl^kcock is 
crosdng on the grey c^stones among the heather. No boy has 
any right to notice another boy’s abspnoe, and spend sermon- 
time in wondering whether he is catching crabs among the 
green nnd crimson sea-weed on the rocks, or bathing in the still 
pool under the cliff. A bey had better not go to church gt all, 
if he spends his time in thinking about the big trout that lies 
up in one of the pools of the woodland stream, an^ whether 
he will be able to catch a sight of him again by creeping gently 
through the hazel a.id king fern. Birds* nests, too, even though 
it be the ringousel’s, who is to lay her last egg this blessed day, 
and is marked for spoliation to-morrow, should be banished 
from a boy’s mind ertirel^ during church time. Ndw, I am 
sorry to say, that Charley was very much given to wander in 
church, and, when asked about the sermon by the vicar nexr 
day, would look rather foolish. Let us hope that he will be ^ 
warning to all sinners in this respect. / 

Then, after church, there would be dinner, at his father’s^ 
lunch time, in the dark old hall, and there would be more to tell 
his father and brother than could be conveniently got through at 
that meal ; then there was clv^rch again, and a long stroll in the 
golden sunshine along the shore. Ah^ happy summer sabbaths ! 

The only two people who were ever cold to Charley, were 
his brother and Mackworth. Not that they wertJ openly un- 
kind, but there ,vas between both of them and himself an 
indefinable gulf, an entire \;ant of sympathy, which grieved 
him sometimes, though he was as yet too young to be much 
troubled by it. He only exhausted all his littb arts of pleasing 
towards them to try and win them; he was indefatigable inL 
running messages for Cuthbert and the chaplain; and once,^ 
when kind grandaunt Ascot (she was a Hiss Headstall, daughter 
of Sir Cingle Headstall, and married Lord George Ascot, 
brother of Lady Alicia, Densil’s mother) sent him a pineapple 
in a box, he took it to the priest and would have had him take 
it. Mackworth refused it, but lool^ed on him not unkindly for 
a few minutes, and then turned away with a^sigh. Perhaps he 
was trying to recall the time so long, long ag6, when his ow^ 
face was as open and as innocent as that. God know» 
iCharles cried a little, because the priest wouldn’t take it, an<fl 
having given his brother the best slice, ate the rest in the stabla 
with the assistance of his foster brothd^ and two of the pad’ 
grooms. Thereby proving hio&self to oe a lad of low and 
dissipated habits. 
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ijCuthbert was at this time somewhat good-looking young 
Bow of sixteen. Neither of the brothers was wliat would be 
Bled handsome, though, if Charley's face wasjlhe most pleas- 
CuthbSrt certainly had the most Kgular features.^ilis 
Erehead w’as lofty, althotgh narrow', and flat at the sides ; his 
hcek bones w'ere high, and his nose was acjuiline, not ill- 
jrmed, though prominent, starting rather suddenly ou^ below 
is e>'«s j the lips were thin, the month small and^lirmly closed, 
nd the chin short and prominent. '1 In? /out* cnsenil^/e was 
ardly pltasing even at this youthful ])eii{)d : the fat e was too 
mch formed and deci^led for so young a inan. 

Cuthbert was a reserved methodic al latl, %ith whom^no one 
rould find fault, and yet whom few' liked, llc^ was studious 
ind devt|pt to an extent rare in one^o young ; an«J although a 
'apital horseman, and a gcjod shot, he litit seldom indulged in 
those amusements, preferring rather a walk with the steward, 
uid soon returning to the dark oj^ library to his books and 
"ather Mackworlh. 'rherc they two would sit. like two owls, 
inour after hour, appearing only at mc'als, and talking h'reneh to 
one another, noticing ('hurley but little; who, however, was 
always full of new’s, and would tell it, too, in spite ol the 
inattention of the strange couple. Densil liegan to respect 
and be slightly afraid of his eltlest son, as liis superior in 
learning and in natunil abilities; but I think (.harles had the 
biggest .sharc^in his heart. , 

Aunt Ascot had a year before sent to (aithbert to pay her a 
visit at Hanford, her son^s, Lord Ascot’s place*, where she lived 
with him, he being a widower, anfl kept house lor him. Han- 
ford, we all knrjA^ or ought to know, contains the largest private 
racing .stud iii England, and the* Asc ot Aimily for many 
^generations had given tffemselves up entirely to s|K;rting — so 
much S9; that their marriages with other houses have })ecai to a 
certain extent influenced by it ; ancf so pof>r Cuthbert, as we 
may supj>ose, was quite like a fish oyt of water. He detested 
and despised the men he met there, 'and they, on their f)arts, 
such of them as chose to notice him, thought hi?n a surly young 
book-w'orm ; and, as for hisfjrandaunt, he hated the very sound 
of that excelleijt lady’s voice. Her abruptness, her homcjeo- 
'^jathic medicines, her Protestantism (which she was always 
^Airing), and her stable-talk, nearly drove him mad ; while she, 
the other hand, thoqght him one of the most disagreeable 
JIEoys she had ever met with in her life. So th^ visit was 
rather a failure thyil otherw^, %nd not very likely to be 
repeated. Nevertheless, her ladyship was very fond of young 
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faces, and so in a twelvemonth, she wrote to Densil, ^ 
follows : — 

“ I am one mass of lumbago all round«the small of my back, 
aixU^ifind nothmg like opodeldoc after all. The i 5 ain is 
severe, but I suppose you would coiafort me, as a heretic, 
saying it is nothing to what I shall endure in a few years’ timie. 
Bah ! -I have no patience with you l*apists, packing better 
people than yourselves off K>mewhere in that free-and-easy wa^. 
By-the-bye, how is that father confessor of yours, Markworth| 
or some such name — mind me, Ravenshoe, that follow is 
rogue, and you being, like all Raven^hoes, a fool, there 
pair of you. \Vhy5 if one of Ascot’s grooms was to sml. 
that man does, or to whine in his speech as that man » 
when he is talking to a wonjan of rank. I’d have him disclv 
on the spot, without warning, for dishonesty. 

“Don’t put a penny on Ascot’s horse at Chester; he will 
never stay over the Cup coils^e. Curfew, in my opinion, looks^ 
by no means badly for the Derby ; he is scratched for the IVo^ 
Thousand — which was necessary, though I am sorry for it, iS:c., 
&c., &c. 

“ I wish you would send me your boy, will you ? Not the 
eldest : the Protestant one. Perhaps he mayn’t be such an 
insufferable coxcomb as his ^brother.” 

At which letter Densil shook hi§ hpnes't sides with uproarious 
laughter. “ Cuthbert, my boy,” he s^aid, “ you have w'on your 
dear aunt’s heart entirely ; though she, being determined to 
mortify the flesh \+«ith its affections, does not propose seeing you 
again, but asks for Charley. The candour of that dear old lady 
increases with her age. You seem to have been making your 
court, too, father ; she speaks of your smile in the most 
unqualified terms.” ' 

“ Her ladyship must do me the honour to quiz me,” said 
Mackworth. “ If it is possible to judge* by her eye, she must 
like me about as well as a mad dog.” 

“ For my part, father,” Said Cuthbert, curling up the corners 
of his thin lips sardonically, “1 shall be highly content to 
leave my dear aunt in the peaceable* enjoyment of her favourite 
society of grooms, horse-jockies, black-legs^' dissenting minis- 
ters, and such-like. A month in that house, my dear Charley, . 
w’ill qualify you for a billiard-marker ; and, after a course of si A' 
vpeeks, you w ill be fit to 'take the situation of croupier in a low] 
hell on a race-course. How you will enjoy yourself, my dear !’l 

“Steady, Cuthbert, stead/,” said his fltjier ; “I can’t allow 
you to talk like that about your cousin’s house. It is a great 
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hmise for field sports, but there'is not a better conducted house 
5n the kingdom.” ^ 

CuthbertJay over the sofa to fondle a cat, and then confined 
speaking very deliberately^ in a slightly hfuder voice, 

“ I will allow my aunt to be the most polite, intellectual, 
delicate-minded old lady in creation, my dearest father, if you 
wish ^t; only, not having been born (1 beg her pardon, 
dropped) in a racing stable, as she* was herself, I can Jiardly 
appreciate her conversation always. As for my cousin, I 
iiK)nsider nim a splendid sample of an hereditary legislator. 
Charley, dear, you won’t*go to Church on Sj^iulay afternoon at 
Ranford ; you will go into the croft with your cousin Ascot to 
see the chickens fed. Ascot is very curious in his poultry, 
particulafly on Sunday afternoon. Father, why (hits he cut all 
the cocks* tails square ? ” 

Pooh, pooh,” said Densil, ‘‘^vhat matter? many do it 
Ifcesides him. Don’t you be s(|tieamish, (‘uthbert — though, 
Inind you, I don’t defend cock-lighting on Sunday.” 

^ Cuthbert laughed and departed, taking his cat with him. 

Charles had a long coach journey of one day, and then an 
awful and wonderful journey on the CIreat Western Railway as 
far as Twyford— alighting at whi<^i place, he was accostetl by 
|a pleasant-looking, fresh-coloured boy, dressed in close-fitting 
cord trousers, a blue handkcMiicf, spotted with white, and a 
•Scotch cap ;^vho siiid — • * 

“Oh! I’m your cousin Welter. I’m the^same age tis you, 
md I’m going ^o lOton next half. •I’ve brought you over 'J'iger, 
because I’unch is lame, and the station-master will look after 
your things ; so He can come at once»” 

j The boys were friends tn two minutes^ and going out, there 
was a Koom ludding two ponies — on the prettiest of which 
Charley^ soon found hi«isclf seated, •and jogging on with his 
companion towards Henley. I like to see two h(jnest lads, just 
introduced, opening their hearts to l:inc another, and I know 
nothing more pleasant than to see h(jw they rejoice as each 
similarity of taste comes ouL By the time these two had got 
to Henley Bridge, J^rd wSter had heard the name o( every 
fiorse in the RaVbnshoc stables, and Charley was ra[)idly getting 
^'.amed in Lord Ascot’s racing stud. 'Phe river at Henley 
distracted his attention for a time, as the biggest he had seeq^ 
wd he asked his cousii!, “ Did he think the Mississippi was 
much bigger than tha^ow?” and ^^>rd Welter supposed, “Oh 
dear ^-es, a great deal bigger,” ife should say. Then there was 
Hore conversation about dogs ar^ guns, and pleasant country 
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places to ride through ; then a banter over a lofty breezy do^, 
md then the river again, far below, ^nd at their feet the 
:lumj^eys of Rftnforc^ • 

Tne house was very full ; and, as« the boys came up there^ 
ivas a crowd of phaetons, dog-carts, and saddle-horses, for the*^ 
peopl^were just arriving home for dinner after the afternoon 
drive, and, as they had all^ been to the same object of attrac- 
tion that afternoon, they had all come in together and were 
loitering about talking, sdinc not yet dismounted, and^ some on 
the steps. Welter was at home at once, and had a word witlt* 
every (^e ; but (-“liarlcs was left alone, sitting on his pony, 
feeling very shy ; till, at last, a great brown man with a great 
brown moustache, and a gruff voice, came up to him and lifted 
him off the horse, holding nim out at arm's length for inspection. 

“ So you arc Curly Ravcnshoe’s boy, eh ? ” said he. 

“Yes, sir.” . 

“ Ha ! ” said the stranger, putting him down, and leading 
him towards the door ; “ just tell your father you saw OeneraM 
Mainwaring, will you, and that he wanted to know how his old" 
friend was.” 

Charles looked at the great brown hand wliich was in his 
own, and thought of the Afghan war, and of all the deeds of 
renown that that hand had done, ancj was raising his eyes to the 
general’s fiicc, whqn they were arrested half-way by another face, 
not the general’s. 

It was that of 5t handsome, grey-headed man, ^ho might have 
been sixty, he was so well houserzYy but who was actually far 
more. He wore his own white hair, which contrasted strongly 
with a pair of delicate tltin black eyebrows.' His complexion 
was florid, with scarcely a wrinkle, his features were fine and 
regular, and a pair of sparkling dark grey eyes gave a-jileasant 
light to his face. His dr6ss was wondiously neat, and Charles 
looking on him, guessed, with a boy’s Uict, that he was a man 
of mark. 

“ Whose son did you say he was, general ? ” said the stranger. 

“ Curly’s ! ” said Mainwaring, stopping and smiling. 

“No, really ! ’’ said the other ; and then lie looked fixedly at 
Charles, and began to laugh, and Charley, seeing nothing bette^ji 
to do, looked up at the grey eyes and laughed too, and tjjj, 
^ade the stranger woi^e ; and then, to crown the joke, Xc 
general began to laugh too, though npne of them had sail!, 
a syllable' ' more than whah I have writ^sin down ; and at last 
the ridiculous exhibition finished up by the old gentleman 
taking a great pinch of snuff from a gold box, and turning aw^ 
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•Charles was much puzzled, and was still more so when, in an 
lour’s time, having dressed himself, and being on his way do^m- 
itairs to his*aunt’s room, who had just cogie in,* he was stdfified 
)n the landing by this same old gentleman, beautifully dressed 
for dinner, who looked on him as before. 

He didn’t laugh this time, but he did worse. He •utterly 
“ dunj^founderecl ” Charley, by asl^ng abruptly — 

“ How’s Jim ? ” 

“ He iS|Very w^ell, thank you, sir. liis wife Norab nursed me 
■^H'hen mamma died.” ^ 

“ Oh, indeed,” said the other ; “ so be bas^i’l cut your^fatbcr’s 
throat yet, or anything of tliat sort ? ” 

“ Oh, dear, no,” said Charles horrified ; “ blc^s you, what 
can make you think of such things? Why, he is the kindest 
man in the w'orld.” 

“ I don’t know',” said the old geiVleman thoughtfully ; “ that 
Jcxces.siYely faithful kintl of c reature is very apt to do that 
tort of thing. 1 should discharge any se rvant of mine who 
Exhibited the slightest symptoms of affection as a dangerous 
lunatic ; ” w'ith which villainous sentiment he departed. 

Charles thought what a strange old gentleman he was for a 
short time, and thCn slid down tht*hanisters. 'J'lu y were better 
banisters than those at l^avenshoc, being not so steep, and 
longer ; so he went up ar^ slid down again u * after whic:h he 
knocked at Ins aunt s door. 

It was with .a beating heart that he waited! for an answer. 
Cuthbert had described Lady Aseflt as suc h a horrid old ogress, 
that he was not without surprise when a cheery voice said, 

“ Come in ; ” amt entering a handsoide room, he ff)und him.self 
^n presence of a nohlc-lo(!king old lady, with grey hair, who was 
knitting^ an upright, old-fa.shioncd chair. 

“ So you are Charle.s^Kavenshoe, (?*h ? ” slui began. “ Why, 
my dear, you must he perished with cjc>ld and hunger. I should 
have come in before, but I didn’t expect you so soon. 'J ea 
will be here directly. You ain’t a beauty my dear, but I think 
I shall like you. There newer was but f)ne really hand.some 
Ravenshoe, and ^h*t was poor Petre, your grandfather. Poor 
Alicia made a great fool of herself, but she was very happy with 
Jiim. Welter, you naughty boy, be still.” 

^ The Right Honourablp Viscount ^Velter wanted his tea, and^ 
..^tas consequently troublesome and fractirms. He h|id picked 
a quarrel with his gr^iidmother’,^ tefrier, which he averred had 

^ l^e best banisters for sliding down are broad oak ones, with a rib in 
the middle. This new narrow soi^ which is coining in, are wretched. 



36 Ravenshde 

bitten him in the leg, and he was now heating the poker, In 
order, he informed the lady, to bum tl^e place out, and pre- 
veqi^ydropholiia. Whether he would have dontf so or not, ' 
we shall never know now, for, tea coining in at that moment, 
he instantly sat down at table, and called to Charles to do^ 
likewise. 

“Call Miss Adelaide, yjill you, Sims?” said Lady Ascot; 
and presently there came tripping into the room the loveliest 
little blonde fairy, about ten years old, that ever you i^w. She 
fixed her large blue eyes on (Jharley, and then came up and^ 
gave him a kiss, wiiicli he, the rogue, returned with interest, 
and then, taking her seat at the table, she turned to Welter, 
and hoped he wiis going to be good. 

Such, however, it «oon appeared, was not his fordship^s 
intention. lie had a guest at table, and he was bound in 
honour to show off before him, besides having to attend to his 
ordinary duty of frightening his grandmother as nearly into fits^l 
as was safe. Accordingly, he beg*an the repast by crammingd** 
buns into his mouth, using the handle of his knife as a rammer, ^ 
until the salvation of his life appeared an impossibility, at which 
point he rose and left the room with a rapid, uneven step. On 
his reappearance he began tdrinking, but, Waving caught his 
grandmother’s eye, over his teacuj), |je winked at her, and then 
held hjs breath tilljic was purple, and §he began to ring her hands 
in despair. All this time he was stimulated by Charles’s laughter 
and Adelaide’s ci^'ing out, continually, “ Oh, isnjt he a naughty 
boy, I.,ady Ascot? oh, do tell him not to do it.” But the 
crowning performance of this promising young gentleman — the 
feat which threw everythifig else into the shade, and which con- 
firmed Charley in his admiration of bis profound talents — wai> 
this. Jufjt as a tall, grave, and handsome footman wac pouring 
water into the teapot, and'' while her lad^rship was inspecting the 
operation with all the interest of an old tea-maker, at that 
moment did Lord Welter contrive to inflict on the unfortunate 
man a pinch on the leg, of such a shrewdly agonizing nature 
as caused him to gnash his teeth ^n Lady Ascot’s face, to cry 
aloud, “ Oh, Lord ! ” to whirl the kettle within an inch of her 
venerable nose, and finally to gyrate across the room on one 
leg, and stand looking like the king of fools. 

Lady Ascot, who had merely seen the effect, and not thfe’ 
cause, ordered him promptly to leave the room, whereupoifc. 
Welter explained, and aftftiwafds continued to Charles, with 
an off-hand candour quite his own, as if no such person fs his 
grandmother was within a hundred miles — 
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• “You know, Charley, 1 shouldn’t dare to behave like this if 
my tutor was at homo.; she*d make notiiiug of telling him, now. 
Shes in a terrible wax, but she’ll be righ^ by tlfe lime he 'jpflics 
back from his holidays ; ^von’t you, grandma ? 

“ You wicked boy,” she replied. “ 1 hope Hawtrey will cure 
you ; Keate would have, I know.” , 

Th<3 boys slid on the banisters ^ then they went to dessert. 
Then they went upstairs, and looketl over Welter’s 'cricket 
apparati^, fishing tackle, and .so on ; and then they went into 
rthe billiard-room, which was now lighteil up and full of guests. 

There were two tables in the room, at one of whicii a ik)o 1 
was getting uj), while the other was empty. Welter was going 
to play pool, and (’liarles would have liked to df> so t(K), being 
a very tolerable player ; only he had promi.sed his Old tutor not 
to play for money till he was eighteen, .and so he .sat in the 
corner by the empty table, under ylie marking boanl, with one 
leg gathered under him, and instantly found himself thinking 
about the little girl he had .seen up.stairs. 

Once or twice he was surpri.sed to find him.self thinking .so 
much about her, but he found it a pleasant subject, loo, for he 
had sat in his corner more than half-an hour without changing 
it, when he becafiie aware that tv’o men were taking down cues 
from the rack, and were goin^ to play at his table,*. 

I’hey were his two fri^mds of the aflern<\on, (lenerak Main- 
w’aring and^the grey-headed man who laughed. When they 
saw him they ^seemed glad, and the old geiAleman asked him 
why he wa.sn’t playing. 

“ I mustn’t play pool,” he answered. “I should like to mark 
for you.” 

“Well .said, my hero,” said the genoral : “and so Jim’s an 
hone.stj man, is he?” 

Charles saw that tl.e old gentlehian h.ad told the general 
what had passed on the stairs, and wondered why he should 
take such an interest in him ; bui he sfKjn fell to thinking 
about little Adelaide again, and marking mechanically, though 
correctly. , 

He was arou.‘jed>by the general’s voice. “ Who did you mark 
that last miss to, my little man ? ” he .said. 

“To the old gentleman,” said Charle.s, and then blushed at 
the consciousness of having .said a rude thing. 

“ That is one for ypu, Methuselah,” said the general. 

“ Never mind,” the ol^ gcjitleman, “ I have one great 
source of pride, which no one can rob me of, I am twelve years 
older than I look." 



Ravenshoe 


*38 

j They went on playing. “By-the-by,” said the general, 

“ who is that (jxceedingly pretty child that the old lady has 
golt»..ith her?” c 

“ A child she has adopted,” said %he old gentleman. “ A , 
grand-daughter of an old friend who died in poverty. She is a 
noble-^iearted old soul, the jockey, with all her absurdities.” 

“ Who was she ? ” said tthe general. (“ That was rattier a 
fluke, was it not?”) 

“She? Why, a daughter of old Cingle Headstall’s^ the mad 
old Cheshire baronet — you don’t remember him, of course, but 
your father knew him. Drove his tandem round and round 
Berkeley Square for four hours on a foggy night, under the 
impression he was going home to Hounslow, and theu fired at 
the watchman who tried to put him right, taking him for a 
highwayman. The son went to France, and was lost sight of 
in the revolution ; so the gld came in for what money there 
was : not very much, I take it. This poor thing, who was 
pretty and clever enough, but without education, having beeni 
literally brought up in a stable, captivated the sagacious Ascot, 
and made him a capital wife.” 

“ I suppose she’ll portion this girl, then ; you say she had 
money ? ” 

“ H’m,” said the old gentlenic^n, there’s a story about the 
aforesaid money, which is told in different ways, but which 
amounts to this, that the money is no more. Hallo, our 
marker is getting- sleepy.” * 

“ Not at all, sir,” said Charles. “ If you will excuse me a 
moment, I will come bac^k.” 

He ran across to Lord Welter, who was leaning on his cue. 
“ Can you tell me,” sard he, “ who is that old gentleman ? ” 

“ Which old gentleman ? ” 

“That one, with the black cyebrowg, playing with General 
Main waring. There, he is taking snuff.” 

“ Oh, him 1 ” said Welter ; “ that is Lord Saltire.” 


CHAPTER VI 

THE WARREN HASTINGS 

♦ '• • 

Time, the inexorable, kept mowing away at poor Charles’s 
flowers until the disagreeable old creature had cut them all 
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ld(?wn but two or three, and hiowed right into the morning 
kvhen it was necessary that he should go home ; and then 
Charles, looking forward through his teiijs, coftld see no^J^g 
at first but the very compionest grass. Vor was he not going 
to leave Adelaide, probably never to see her again ? In short, 
Charles was in love, and going to se|)arate from the olyect of 
his affipctions for the first time ; at \^hioh I retjuest you not to 
laugh, but just reflect how old you w’ere yourself when ycAi first 
fell in lovf . 

•< The little flirt, she must have waited till she heard him 
coming out of his nxjin, and then have preUtided to be t* oming 
upstairs all in a hurry. He got a kiss or a dozen, though, and 
a lock of hair, I believe : but he hadn’t miu h time to think 
about it. Tor Lord Ascot was calling ibr him, anil when he 
got into the hall, there was all the household to see him off. 
Everybody had a kind word for liin?; the old lady cried ; Ixird 
[Saltire and the general shook hanils ; I-ord Welter said it was 
la beastly sell ; and lx)rd Ascot hummed and hawed, and told 
mim to tell his father he had been a good boy. 'I'hey were all 
sorry he w’as going, and he left as though he was leaving old 
friends ; but the carriage was there, and the rain was ])ouring 
dowm ; and, with Rne last look at ^he group of faces, he was in 
the carriage and away. , ^ 

It was a terrible day, tjiough he did not jiolice it a^ first. 
He was ihiniving how' ]jieasant it was that the peoijle w’ere all 
so kind to him* just as kind as they were at h(*me. lie thought 
of Adelaide, and wondered whether she would ever think c)f 
him. He was rather glad that Welter was a naughty boy (not 
really naughty, >’^^u know'), because site would be less likely to 
iike him. And then he fliought how' glad the people at home 
would lj« to see him ; and then he looked out of the window. 
He had left Lord Ascot^ carriage and got into the train some 
time before this. Now he saw* that^ the train w^as going very 
slowdy, and nothing was visible through the driving rain. Ihen 
he tried to remember w’hetber he had heard his father speak of 
lx)rd Saltire, and what he h#d heard about him ; and thinking 
about this, the tjai* stopped. — Swindon. 

He got out to go to the refreshment room, and began 
W'ondering what the noise was which prevented him from 
Rearing any one w'hen they spoke, and Vhy the people lookedi 
Cleared, and talked in ^nots. 'fhen he found that it was the 
wind in the roof, and|^ome onjp told him that a chfinney had 
been» blown across *the line, and they must w'ait till it was 
removed. 
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All the day the brave engine fought westward against fhe 
wind, and two hours after time Charlei found himself in the 
CQPfih which wbuld ^jike him to Stonnington. Thfe night crept" 
on, and the coach crawled on itsfway through the terrible 
night, and Charles slept. In the cold pitiless morning, as they^ 
were gfung over a loftily exposed moor, the coach, though only 
going fo()t’s pace, stood fcf a moment on two wheels, aii then 
fell rt'ashing over on to a heap of road-side stones, awaking 
Charles, who, being unhurt, lay still for a minute or^o, with a 
faint impression of having been shakpn in his sleep, and, after 
due rejection, made the brilliant discovery that the coach was 
upset. 

He opened the door over his head and jumped out. For 
an instant he was blinded by the stinging rain, but turned liis 
back to it ; and then, for the first time, he became iiware that 
this was the most terrible "gale of wind he had ever seen in his 
lifetime. 

He assisted the coachman and guard, and the solitarjj 
outside ixissenger, to lead the iK>or horses along the road. 
I'hey fought on for about two hundred yards, and came to an 
alehouse, on the sight of which Charles knew that they were 
two stages short of where hlj thought they liad been, for this 
was the Watershed Inn, and tliQ rain from its roof ran partly 
into Uie Bristol Channel and partly jpto the British. 

After an hour’s rest here Charles was summone^i to join the 
coach in the valley below, and they crawled oii again. It was 
a weary day over some very bleak country. They saw in one 
place a cottage unroofed on a moor, and the terrified family 
crouched down beneath the tottering walls. In the valleys 
great trees were down across the rdad, which were cross-cu; 
and moved by country men, who told of oaks of three hundred 
years fallen in the night, lind of corn slacks hurried before the 
blast like the leaves of autumn. Still, as each obstacle w’as 
removed, there was the guard up blowing his horn cheerily, 
and Charles w^as inside with a jump, and on they went. 

At last, at three o’clock, the co'^.ch drove under the gate of 
the “ Chichester Arms,” at Stonnington, asd Charles, jumping 
out, was received by the establishment with the air of people 
who had done a clever thing, and w^ere ready to take theij: 
meed of praise with humility. The handsome landlady took 
great credit to herself for Charles’s arrival — so much so, thrt 
one would, have thought sh? herself had,i^ingle-handed, dragged 
the coach from Exeter. had been sure all along that Mr. 

Charles would comp.” A speech which, with the cutting glance 



The Warren Hastings 41 

jihtit accompanied it, gixided tke landlord to retort in a voice 
wheezy with good living, and to remind iier that she had said, 
not ten minutes before, that she was tjuite siiie he wouldn’t ; 
whereupon the landlady loftily begged hifti not t(j ex|M>se1ffm- 
self before the servants. At which the landlortl laughed, and 
choked himself ; at which the landkuly slapped him on the 
back, ^nd laughed to(3 : after which they went in. • 

His father, the landlord told him,*had sent his pony oyer, as 
he was afraid of a carriage on the moor to-day, and tliat, if he 
.^elt at alf afraid to coine on, he was to sleep where he was. 
Charles looked at the cAmfortable |)iirloiir hesiiate^l ; but, 
happening to close his eyes an instant, he saw as j)lain as 
possible the library at home, and the llickering fire light falling 
1 on the ci1ms(jn and oak furniture, and his father 4istening for 
him through the roaring wind ; and so he hesitated lU) long(;r, 
but said he would push on, and titbit he would wish t(j see his 
servant while he took dinner. • 

The landlord i.*yed hitn admiringly with his lurad on one 
^side, and proceetled to remark that corn was d<j\vn another 
shilling ; that Stpiire \Vest had sold his i lu snul mare for one 
hundred and twenty pounds ; ami that if he ke[)t well under 
the walls going hnme he wouhl l|(e out of the wind ; that his 
missis was took poorly in the night with spasms, and ha<l been 
cured by two wine-glasses cjf peppermint ; that a many chim- 
ney-pots was*blown clown, •and that old Jim 'Baker had lieard 
tell as a pig was bhnved through a churchy wiiulow. After 
which he poked the fire and retired. 

Charles was hard at his dinner when his man came in. It 
was the oldest nf the pad grooms -a man with grizzled hair, 
Rooking like a white terrier; and he stocid^before him smoothing 
his face yith his hand. 

“ Hallo, Michael, ’ saj^ (diarley, “how came you to come?” 

“ Master wcnildn't send no othi.T, sir. It’s an awful day 
down there; there’s above a hundft;d trees down along the 
road.” 

“Shall we be able to get jhere?” 

“ As much as wt^shall, sir.” 

“ Let us try. “Terrible sea, I suppose ? ” 

“ Awful to look at, sir. Mr. Mackwcirth and Mr. Cuthbert 
fre down to look at it.” 

• “ No craft ashore ? ” ' 

“ None as yet. Norfe of our boajs is out. Yesterday morn- 
ing a^Pill boat, 52, stored in to .?ee where she was, and beat out 
again, but that was before it cam^ on so bad.” 
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So they started. They pushed rapidly out of the town, aSid 
up a narrow wooded valley which led tp the moor which lay 
bqJgBceen them find Ravenshoe. For some time they were well 
enough sheltered, ana made capital ^ay, till the wood began to 
grow sparer, and the road to rise abruptly. Here the blast 
began^to be more sensibly felt, and in a quarter of a mile they 
had to leap three uprooted trees; before them they l^ard a 
rushing noise like the sea.* It was the wind upon the moor. 

Creeping along under the high stone walls, and bending 
down, they pushed on still, until, coming to the o^en moo?-,, 
and receiving for tfie first lime the terfible tornado full in their 
faces, the horses reared up and refused to proceed ; but, being 
got side by side and their heads being homeward, they 
managed t6 get (^n, tholigh the rain upon their faces was ■ 
agonising. 

As they were proceedings thus, with Michael on the windward 
side, (diaries looked up, dnd there was another horseman 
beside him. He knew him directly; it was Idoyd’s agent. ( 

“ Anything wrong, Mr. Lewis ? Any ship ashore ? ” he 
shouted. 

“Not yet, sir,” said the iigent. “But there'll be many a 
good sailor gone to the bottom before to-morrow morning, I 
am thinking. 'I'his is the heaviest^ gale for forty years." 

By degrees they descended to more sheltered valleys, and 
after a time found themselves in (be court-yartf of the hall. 
Charles was caujfjht up by his father ; Idoyd's agent was sent to 
the housekeeper’s room ; and very soon Charles had forgotten 
all about wind and weather, and was pouring into his father’s 
ear all his impressions of Ranford. 

“ I am glad you liked it," said Dcnsil, “ and I’ll be bounc,^ 
they liked you. You ought to have gone first. Cuthbert don’t 
suit them.” « 

“ Oh, Cuthbert’s too clever for them,” said Charles ; “ they 
are not at all clever people, bless you ! ” And only just in time 
too, for ("uthbert walked into the room. 

“ W ell, Charley,” he said coolly, “ so you’re come back. 
Well, and what did you think of Welter, ^gh? I suppose he 
suited you ? ” 

“ I thought him very funny, Cuthbert,” said Charles, timidly. 

^ “I thought him sfn abominable young nuisance,” saifl 
Cuthbert. “I hope he hasn’t taught you any of his fool’^ 
tricks.” ^ ^ • 

Charles wasn’t to be put o/f tike this ; sd he went and kissed 
his brother, and then came back to his father. There was a 
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lohg dull evening, and when they went to complines, he went 
to bed. Up in his roopi he could hear that the wind was worse 
than ever, not rushing up in great gusts jiiul siliking agaijj|^as 
in ordinary gales, but keeping uj) one continued unvarying 
scream against the house, which was terrible to he;ir. 

He got frightened at being alone ; afraid of findini^ some 
ghostljj thing at his elbow, which liad aj^proached him unheard 
through the ntjise. He began, indeed, to meditate upon«going 
downstairs, when Cuthbert, coming into the next rooip, 
■ftiassured him, ami he got into betl. 

I'his wasn't much bolter, though, ft>r thufc was a thUig in a 
black hood came and stood at the luuid of his bed ; and, though 
he could not see it, he could fe<rl the wiml of its heavy ilraperies 
as it moWl. Moreover, a thing lil^e a caterpillar^ with a cat’s 
head, about two feet long, came creep crieping up the 
counterpane, which he valiantly sm(#le, and found it to be his 
handkerchief'—and still the unvarying roar went on till it was 
.unendurable. 

He got up and went to his brother’s room, and was cheered 
to lind a light burning; he came softly in and called 
“ Cuthbert.'’ 

“ Who is there asked he, with a sudden start. 

» It’s I," said Charles ; “can you sleep?” 

“ Not I,” saith Cuthburt, •sitting u]). “ can hear people 

talking in thff wind, (’ome into bed; I’m so glad you’re come.” 

Charles lay^tUnvn by his brother, and they talked about 
ghosts for a long time. Once iluflr father < ante in with a light 
from his bed-room next door, and .sat on the bed talking, as if 
he, too, was gl^tl of comt)any, and •after that they do/.ed off 
«ind slept. • • 

It wag. in the grey light of morning that they awoke together 
' and started up. The ’•ind was as liad as ever, but the whole 
house was still, and thc-y stared terrified at one another. 

“What was it?” whis|)ered Charles. 

Cuthbert shook his head, and listened again. As he was 
opening his mouth to specie it came again, and they knew it 
was that which woke them. A sound like a single footstep on 
the floor above* light enough, but which shook the room. 
Cuthbert was out of bed in an instant, tearing on his clothes, 
{shades jumped out too. and asked hirfl, “ What is it?” 

“ A gun ! * ^ 

Charles well knew jprhat awful disaster was implied in those 
words. The wind <fras N.W., setting into the bay. The ship 
that fired that gun was doomed. 



44 Ravenshbe 

He heard his father leap oat of bed, and ring furiously' at 
his bell. Then doors began to open ai^ shut, and voices and 
ra^ footsteps ^ere heard in the passage. In ten*minutes the 
wnoTe terrified household were ruiyiing hither and thither, 
about they hardly knew what. The men were pale, and some" 
of the women were beginning to whimper and wring their 
hands ; when Densil, Lewis the agent, and Mackwortl^ came 
rapidly down the staircase and passed out. Mackworth came 
back, and told the women to put on hot water and heat 
blankets. 'I'hen Cuthbert joined him, and they wen^ togethei* 
and diiectly after ^‘harles found himself between two men- 
servants, being dragged rapidly along towards the low headland 
which bounded the bay on the east. 

When th^ came to tht* beach, they found the whdle village 
pushing on in a long straggling line the same way as themselves. 
The men were walking singly, either running or going very 
fast ; and the women were hi knots of twos and tlirees, strag- 
gling along and talking excitedly, with much gesticulation. 

“'I'here’s some of the elect on board. I’ll be bound,”" 
Charles heard one woman say, “as will be supping in glory 
this blessed night.” 

“ Ay, ay,” said an old wonan. “ I’d sooner be taken to rest 
sudden, like they’re going to be, than drag on till all the faces 
you know are gone before.” * 

“ Aly boy,” said another, “was lost in a typhoon in the 
China sea. Ik^n they lousy typhoons ! I ^wonder if he 
thought of his mother afor« he went down.” 

Among such conversation as this, with the terrible, ceaseless 
thunder of the surf upoivthe left, Charles, clinging tight to his 
two guardians, made khe best weatheil’of it he could, until they 
found themselves on the .short turf of the promontory, with 
their faces seaward, and the water righ*- and left of them. The 
cape ran out about the third of a mile, rather loiv, and then 
abruptly ended in a cone of slate, beyond which, about two 
hundred yards at sea, was that terrible sunken rock, “The 
Wolf,” on to which, as sure as dejith, the flowing tide carried 
every stick which was embayed. The tide was making ; a ship 
was known to be somewhere in the bay ; it was blowing a 
hurricane ; and what would you more ? ~ 

.i They hurried along as well as they could among the sharp 
slates which rose through the turf, until they came to where th»', 
people had halted. Charles saw his father, the agent. Mack- 
worth, and Cuthbert together, under a rock ; the villagers^ were 
standing around, and the crowd was thickening every moment. 
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■very one had his hand over his eyes, and was peering due to 
fendward. through tht^ driving sciul. 

f They? d^stopped at the foot of the coup, whiTh was hetw^n 
bem and the sea, and sj^nie more adventurous liad climbed 
^rtly up it, if, perhaps, they might set; further than their 
iellows ; hut in vain : they all saw and heartl the styne — a 
pDlindiag white cauUlron of wiiul-tljivcn s|>ray below, and all 
’around, filling every cranny - the howling storm. • 

A quarter of an hour since she fired last, and no signs of her 
yet. She must be carryyig canvas anti struggling for life, igno- 
rant of the four-knot stream. Some one ^lys she mAy have 
gone down — hush ! who spoke? 

Old Sam Kvans had sjiokt n. He had laid his hand on the 
squire’s sfitnilder, and said, “'riu-re slu* is.*’ And flicn arose a 
hubbub of talking from the men, and everyone crowded on his 
neighbour and tried to gtT nearer.* y\nd tlu‘ women moved 
hurriedly about, some moaning It) themselves, and some saying, 
S Ah, poor dear ! ” “ All, dear I .tird ! there she is, sure enough.” 
^ She hove in sight so rapidly that, alnuisl as soon as they could 
be sure of a dark object, they saw that it was a ship - a great 
ship about 900 tons ; that she was dismasted, and that her 
decks were crowdAl. 'fhey ('t)uld^see that slur was unmanage- 
able, turning her head hitht:r ^nd thither as the sea struck her, 
and that her people had .sqpn the cliff at the sime momeiU. for 
they were hurrying aft, and crowding on to the bulwarks. 

Charles and, his guardians crept up to hi^ father’s party. 
Densil was standing silent, lookinj^ on the lamentable sight ; 
and, as Charles looked at him, he saw a tear run down his 
check, and hea’rif him siw, ‘M^ior feflows!” ('uthbert stof)d 
staring intently at the ship, with his lii)S slightly parted. Mack- 
worth, liV^ one who studies a picture, held his elbow in one 
hand, and kept the othe^over his moflth ; and the agent cried 
out, “A troopship, by gad. Dear ! dear !” 

It is a sad sight to sec a fine ship beyond control. It is like 
seeing one one loves gone mad. Sad under any circumstances ; 
how terrible it is when she i» bearing rin with her, in her mad 
Bacchante’s dange -a freight of living human creatures, to 
untimely destruction ! 

As each terrible feature and circumstance of the catastrophe 
S|pcame apparent to thq lookers-on, tfSe excitement became^ 
more intense. Forwarc^ and in the waist, there was a consider- 
able body of seamen Vusleret^ abtut under the bulwarks — 
some 4ialf-stripi>ed. Iln front of the cuddy door, between the 
poop and the mainmast, about farty soldiers were drawn up, 
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with whom w'ere three officers* to be distinguished by thtir 
blue coats and swords. On the quarter-deck were seven or 
eight women, •two apparently ladies, one of whcmi carried 
baby. A well-dressed man, evidei^ly the captain, was with 
them ; but the cynosure of all eyes was a tall man in white' 
trousers, at once and correctly judged to be the mate, who 
carried in his arms a litye girl. • 

The ship was going straight upon the rock, now only marked 
as a whiter spot upon the whitened sea, and she waj fearfully 
near it, rolling and pitching, turnir^ her head hither an^ 
thitheit fighting ter her life. She had taken comparatively 
little water on board as yet ; but now a great sea struck her 
forward, and she swung with her bow towards the rock, from 
which she was distant nftt a hundred yards. The* end was 
coming. Charles saw the mate slip off his coat and shirt, and ' 
take the little girl again. He saw the lady with the baby rise 
very quietly and look forward ; he saw the sailors climbing on 
the bulwarks ; he saw the soldiers standing steady in two 
scarlet lines across the deck ; he saw the officers wave their 
hands to one another ; and then he hid his face in his hands, 
and sobbed as if his heart would break. 

They told him after howVhe end had cortie : she had lifted 
up her bows defiantly, and brought, them crashing down upon 
the pitiless rock, as though in despair. Then her stern had 
swung round, and a merciful sea broke over her, and hid her 
from their view,khough above the storm they plainly heard her 
brave old timbers crack ; tben she floated off, with bulwarks 
gone, sinking, and drifted out of sight round the headland, and, 
though they raced across the headland, and waited a few 
breathless minutes fov her to float round into sight again, they 
never saw her any more. The Warren Hastings had gone 
down in fifteen fathom. And now there was a new passion 
introduced into the tragedy to which it had hitherto been a 
stranger — Hope. The wreck of part of the mainmast and half 
the main topmast, which they had seen, before she struck, 
lumbering the deck, had floated off, and there were three, four, 
five men clinging to the futtock shrouds ; *111:^ then they saw 
the mate with the child hoist himself on to the spar, and part 
his dripping hair from his eyes. t . 

The spar had floated into the bay, into which they were 
looking, into much calmer water ; but, .directly to leeward, tin 
swell was tearing at the blaf:k slg.te rock^ and in ten minutes il 
would be on them. Every roan saw- the danger, and Densil. 
running down to the water's- edge, cried — 
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Fifty pounds to any one who will take ’em a rope I Fifty 
old sovereigns down to-night ! Who’s going ? ” 

^ Jim Mathews was going, and had been g®ing before he 
lieard of the fifty pounds — that was evident ; for he^as 
'stripped, and out on the rocks, with the rope round his waist. 
He stepped from the bank of slippery seaweed into the heaving 
water, ^nd then his magnificent limljs were in full battTc with 
the tide. A roar announced Iiis Success. As he w'a^ seen 
clambering on to the spar, a stouter rope was paid out ; and 
-^'ery soon* it and its burden were high and dry upon the little 
half-moon of land whieft ended the bay. ^ , 

Five sailors, the first mate, and a hriglu-eyed little girl, were 
their precious prize. 'I'lie sailors lay about upon the sand, and 
the mate? untying the shawl that bound her to him, put the 
silent and frightened child into the hands of a >voman that 
stood close by. • 

The poor little thing was trembhng in every limb. “ If you 
jplease,” she said to the woman, “ 1 shouhl like to go to 
•^mamma. She is standing with baby on the (juarter deck. Mr. 
Archer, will you take me back to mamma, please ? She will be 
frightened if we stay away.” 

“Well, adcary*me,” .said the lihnest woman, “she’ll break 
my heart, a darling; mamma’s in heaven, my tender, and 
baby too.” * * ^ ^ 

“No, inclled,” said tfie child, eagerly; “.she’s on the 
quarter-deck. ^Mr. Archer, Mr. Archer!” # 

The mate, a* tall, brawny, wliisk^rless, hard-faced man, about 
six-and-twenty, who had been thrust into a pea coat, now 
approached. • • 

“Where’s mamma, Mr. Archer?” sa^d the child. 

“ W^pre’s mamma, my lady-bird ? Oh, dear I oh, dear I ” 
“And where’s the «hip, and Captain Dixon, and the 
soldiers ? ” 

“The ship, my pretty love,” s^id the mate, putting his 
rough hand on the child's wet hair ; “ why the good ship, 
Warren Hastings, Dixon lyaster, is a-sunk beneath the briny 
waves, my darlings and all on board of her, being good sailors 
and brave soldiers, is doubt1e.ss at this moment in glory.” 

The poor little thing set up a low wailing cry, which went to 
[the hearts of all present ; then the w«men carried her away^ 
land the mate, walking Between Mack worth and Densil, headea 
the procession homeijard to the h|ll. 

“fihe was the Wirren Hastffigs, of 900 tons,” he said, “ from 
Calcutta, with a detachment of tfie 120th on board. The old 



48 Ravenshbe 

story — dismasted, both anchors down, cables parted, and %o 
on. And now I expect you know as mufh as I do. This little 
girl js daughtei^to Cjy)tain Corby, in command of^ the troops. 
She was always a favourite of mine, ^nd I determined to get 
her through. How steady those sojers stood, by jingo, as 
thougl^. they were on parade ! Well, I always thought some- 
thing was going to happen, for we had never a quarrpl the 
whole* voyage, and tliat^s furious with troops. Capital crew, 
too. Ah, well, they are comfortable enough now, eh, sir ? ” 

That night the mate arose from his bed like a 'giant re> 
freshed* with wine, <\nd posted off to Bristol to “her owners,” 
followed by a letter from Densil, and another from Lloyd’s 
agent of such a nature that he found himself in command of a 
ship in less than a month.* Periodically, unto this dh,y, there 
arrive at Ravenshoe, bows and arrows (supposed to be 
poisoned), paddles, punkahs, rice-paper screens ; a malignant 
kind of pickle, which causeth the bowels of him that eateth of 
it to burn ; wicked-looking old gods of wood and stone ; models 
of Juggernaut’s car ; brown earthenware moonshees, translating 
glazed porcelain bibles ; and many other Indian curiositie.s,.all 
of which are imported and presented by the kind-heartod 
Archer. V 

In a fortnight the sailors were gqne, and, save a dozen or 
so of pew graves ip the churchyard, nothing remained to tell of 
the Warren Hastings but the little girl saved so miraculously — 
little Mary Corby* ^ 

She had been handed ovef- at once to the care of the kind- 
hearted Norah, Charles’s nurse, who instantaneously loved her 
with all her great warm hdart, and about three weeks after the 
wreck gave Charles these particulars dbout her, when he >ventf 
to pay her a visit in the cottage behind the kennels. 

After having hugged him violently,*-ftnd kissed him till he 
laughingly refused to let her do it again till she had told him 
the news, she began — “ I’he beauty-boy, he gets handsomer 
every day ” (this might be true, but there was great room for 
improvement yet), “and comes and.f5ecs his old nurse, and who 
loves him so vrell, alanna ? It’s little I caa tell ye about the 
little girl, me darlin’. She’s nine years old, and a heretic, like 
yer own darlin’ self, and who’s to gainsay ye from it ? She’s, 
^hook-learned enough, ahd play she says she can, and I axed 
her would she like to live in the great hquse, and she said no.n 
She liked ‘me, and wanted to stay with ^jie. She cries about 
her mother, a dear, but not so much as she did, and she’s now 
inside and asleep. Come hece, Avick.” 
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M^he bent down her handsome face to Charles’s ear and 
Bhispered, ** If my bov was looking out for a little wee fairy 
life, eh?". 

► Charles shook his hair, and laughed, and there and then Tbld 
iMorah all about Adelaide, which attachment Norah highly 
approved of, and remarked that he’d l)e old enough to be 
marrit^ before he knew where he was. 

In spite of Densil’s letters and inquiries, no friends .came 
forward to claim little Mary. Uncle (,‘nrhy, when in ])ossession 
^f facts, w^s far too much a man of business to do anything of 
the kind. In a very shoh time Densil gav^up incpiiriyg, and 
then he began dreading lest she should l)C taken fr()m him, for 
he had got wonderfully fond of the (jiiiet, pale, bright eyed 
little creitiire. In three months jilu? was t'onsiflered as a 
permanent meml)er of the household, and the night before 
Charles went to school he told her af his grand j)assion. His 
lordship considered this step shmved <le<’p knowK-dge of the 
world, as it would have the effect of crushing in the bud any 
Tash hopes which Mary might have coni eived ; and, having 
made this ])rovision for her peace of mind, he straightway 
departed to Shrewsbury school. 


CIIAPTICK* VII 

IN WHICH CflARI.ES AND LOUD VkLTKR DISTINOUISH 
THEMSELVI'5i AT THE UNU^'ERSITY 

•• 

It is a curious sensation, that of meeting, as a young man of 
two or three-and-twenty, a man one has last seen as a little lad 
of ten, or thereabouts. One is alnidst in a way disap[)ointcd. 
You may be asked out to dinner to meet a man called, say, 
Jones (or if you like the iame better, Delamere D'Ereshy), 
whom you believe to lx; your old friend J fines, and whom you 
have not seen Tor a month or so : and on getting tg the 
house find it is not your Jones at all, but another Jone.s, 
^'hom you don’t know. He may be cleverer, handsomer, more^ 
tgreeable than your old ’friend— a man whom you are glad to 
know ; and yet you ai^ disappointejl. You don’t mec^ the man 
you txpected, and Jou are rather disposed to be prejudiced 
against his representative. 
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So it is when you meet a friend in manhood whom you haft^e 
not seen since you were at school. You have been picturing 
to yourself the» sort of man your frien3 must have developed ^ 
into, and you find hfm different froy what you thought. So,* 
instead of foregathering with an old* friend, you discover that^ 
you have to make a new acquaintance. 

You^ will now have to resume the acquaintance of Qharles 
Ravegshoe at two and twenty. I hope you will not be much 
disappointed in him. He was a very nice boy, if you re- 
member, and you will see immediatelv that he has developed 
into a very nice yc^ing man indeed. It is possible that I may 
not be about to introduce him to you under the most favourable 
circumstances ; hut he created those circumstances for himself, 
and must abide by them. * As it is not my intention 'to follow 
him through any part of his University life, but only to resume - 
his history when he quits k, so it becomes imperatively neces- 
.sary for me to state, without any sort of disguise, the reason 
why he did leave it. And, as tw'o or three other important 
characters in the story had something to do with it, I shall do^ 
so more at length than would at first seem necessary. 

It was nine o’clock on the 6th of November. I'hc sun, 
which had been doing dif.y for Her Majesty all night at 
Calcutta, Sydney, &c., had by this time reached Oxford, and 
was shining aslant into two pretfy ifttle Gothic windows in the 
inner, or library (luadrangle of St. Paul’s College, a*d illuminat- 
ing the features y:f a young man who was standing in the middle 
of the room and scratching kis head. 

He was a stout-built fellow, not particularly handsome, but 
with a very pleasing face. His hair was very dark brown, short 
and curling ; his fore^iead was broad and open, and below it> 
were two uncommonly pleasant-looking dark grey eyes. His 
face was rather marked, his nose ve*:y slightly aquiline, and ' 
plenty of it, his mouth large and good-humoured, which, when 
opened to laugh, as it vefy frequently was, showed a splendid 
set of white teeth, which were well contrasted with a fine 
healthy brown and red complexion^ Altogether a very pleasant 
young fellow to look on, and looking noneethe worse just now 
for an expression of droll perplexity, not unmixed with a certain 
amount of terror, which he had on his face. 

^ It was Charles Ravenshoe. 

He stood in his shirt and trousers only, in the midst of 
scene of desolation so avii^, that I wh^have had to describe 
some of the most terrible scenes and circumstances conceiv- 
able, pause, before attempting to give any idea of it in black 
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pd white. Ever)’ moveable drticlc in the room — furniture, 
Mockery, fender, fire-irons — lay in one vast heap of broken 
Confusion irt the corner of the room. N(^t a pftne of ylass re- 
[Jmained in the windows j ^he bedroom door was broken down ; 

. and the door which opened into the corridor was minus the 
two upper panels. Well might ('harles Ravenshoe stan|j^ there 
and scratch his head ! 

By George,” he said at last, solilocjuising, “ how deuced 
lucky it i| that I never get drunk ! If 1 had been screwed last 
tiight, those fellows would have burnt tht! college down. What 
a devil that ^Velter is when he gets drink iwto him ; and Mar- 
lowe is not much better. The fellows were mad with fighting, 
too. I wish they hadn't come here and made hay afterw'ards. 
There’ll be an awful row about this. • It's all up, I am afraid. 
It’s impossible to say, though.” 

At this moment a man ap])eared* in the jxassage, and, look- 
ing in through the broken doof, as if from a witness-box, 
•announced, “'J'he dean wishes to see you at once, sir.” And 
exit. 

Charles replied by using an expression then just coming into 
use among our youth, “ All serene 1 ” dressed himself by putting 
on a pilot coat, a*pair of boots, aii?l a cap and gown, and with 
a sigh descended into the^cp^drangle. 

There were a good uyny men about, gj^lhercd in groups. 
The same subject was in everybody’s mouth, 'rhere had Ixien, 
the night before, witlK)Ut warning or apparent t ause, the most 
frightful disturbance which, in IhC o])inion of the porter, had 
graced the college for fifty years. It had begun suddenly, at 
half-past twelve, and had been contifiutrd till three. The dons 
'*^had been afraid to come and interfere, tke noise was so terrible. 
Five out^collcge men had knocked <;ut at a (juarler to three, 
refusing to give any naffic but the dftin’s. A rocket had been 
let up, *and a five-barrel revolver had been let off, and — Charles 
Ravenshoe had been sent for. 

A party of young gentlemen, who looked very seedy and ' 
guilty, stood in his way, anri as he came up shook their heads 
sorrowfully ; oi^e, •a tall one, with large whiskers, sat down in 
the gravel walk, and made as though he would have cast dust 
.upon his head. 

“ This is a bad job, (^barley,” said dhe of them. 

“ Some heads mus^ fall,” said Charles ; “ I hope mine is not 
among the number. * Rather a .sh^me if it is, eh ? ” * 

'Phe man with tl?e big whisicers shook his head. “ The state 
of your room,” he said. 
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“ Who has seen it ? ” eagerly asked Charles. 

“ Sleeping innocent ! ” replied the othgr, “ the porter was up 
there by eight •o’clock, and at half-past the dean 4iimself was / 
gazing on your unconscious face as yju lay peacefully sleeping* 
in the arms of desolation.” 

Charles whistled long and loud, and proceeded with a sinking 
heart towards the dean’s rooms. • 

A tall pale man, with a Hhrd marked countenance, was sitting 
at his breakfast, who, as soon as he saw his visitor, regarded 
him with the greatest interest, and buttered a piece ortoast. V 
“ Mr. Rav^shoc,” was his remark. 

“ I believe you sent for me, sir,” said Charles, adding to 
himself, “ Confound you, you cruel old brute, you are amusing 
yourself witli^my tortures.”* * 

This is a pretty business,” said the dean. 

Charles would bo glad to^know to what ho alluded. 

“ Well,” said the dean, laughing, “ I don’t exactly know 
where to begin. However, I am not sure it much matters. 
You will be wanted in the common room at two. The proctor 
has sent for your character also. Altogether, I congratulate 
you. Your career at the University has been brilliant ; but, 
your orbit being highly ellilltical, it is to bl; feared that you 
will remain but a short time above the horizon. Good 
morning.” * 

Charles rejoined the eager knot of friends ofttside ; and, 
when he .spoke Uhc awful word, “common-room,” every 
countenance wore a look of dismay. Five more, it appeared, 
were sent for, and three were wanted by the proctor at eleven. 
It was a disiistrous moniiitg. •» 

There was a large brj^akfast in the robmsof the man with the/ 
whiskers, to which all the unfortunates were of cours^^ going. 
One or two were in a state of badly-concealed terror, and 
fidgetted and were peevish, until they got slightly tipsy. Others 
laughed a good deal, rattier nervously, and took the thing 
pluckily — the terror was there, but they fought against it ; but 
the behaviour of Charles extorted , applause from everybody. 
He was as cool and as merry as if he was just pfoing down for 
the long vacation ; he gave the most comical account of the 
whole proceedings last night from beginning to end, as he was. 
jfell competent to do, being the only sober man who had 
witnessed them ; he ate heartily and laughed naturally, to the% 
admiration«of every one. » 

One of the poor fellows who' had showh greatest signs of 
• terror, and who was as near ^crying as he could possibly be 
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«rilhout actually doing so, looked up and complimented him on 
lis courage, with an oath. 

“ In me, miy dear iJick,” said Charles, ^otnl-ftaturedly, “ you 
5ee the courage of despair^ Had I half your chances 1 should 
be as bad as you. I kn<jw there are but a few more ceremonies 

to be gone through, and then ” 

Th^ other rose and left the room. 

“ Well,” said he, as he went, with*a choking voice, “ I €xi)cct 
my old governor will cut his throat, or something ; I’m fifteen 
^mndred ih debt.” And so the door closed on the poor lad, 
and the jiarly was silent. • • 

I'here came in now a young man, to whom 1 wish especially 
to call your attention. He was an ortlinary young man enough, 
in the mflrning livery of a groom. We was a moderately well- 
looking fellow, and there seems at first nothing in any way 
remarkable about him. Bui look •at him again, and you are 
struck with a resemblance to soirte one you know, and yet at 


first you hardly know to whom. It is not decidedly, either, in 
•^any one feature, and you are pu/./Jed for a lime, till you come 
to the concliLsion that every one else does. 'I'hat man is a 


handsome likeness of Charles Ravenshoe. 


This is Charles^ foster-brother William, whom we saw on a 
former occasion taking refreshment with that young gentleman, 
and who had for some tinie l^een elevated t(^ the rank pf Mr. 
Charles’s “li!U.” He hadVome for orders. 

There were n<j orders but to exercise thi/ horses, Charles 
believed ; he would tell him in the afternoon if there were, he 
added sorrcnvfully. 

“ I saw Lord •Welter coming aiva>* from the proctor’s, sir,” 
<5aid William. “ He told me to ask whi4 train you were going 
down bj^. His lordship told me to say, sir, that l^jrd Welter 
of Christchurch wouUUleave the Vniversity at twelve to- 
morrow, and would not come into residence again till next 
Michaelmas term.” 

“ By Jove,” said Charles, “he has got a dose I I didn’t think 
they’d have given him a yeiy. Well, here goes.” 

Charles went to Uie proctor’s, but his troubles there were not 
so severe as he* had expected. He had been seen fighting 
several times during the evening, but half the University had 
2>een doing the same. He had been 'sent home three time^ 
Jnd had reappeared ; that was nothing so very bad. On his 
word of honour he l^d not trippjpd up the marshal ; Brown 
him^lf thought he^ must have slipped on a piece of orange 
peel. Altogether it came to tl^ ; that Ravenshoe of Paul’s 
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had better be in by nine for the rest of term, and mind wRat 
he was about for the future. • 

But the coiftmon foom at two was the thing which poor' 
Charles was to stand or fall. There ^ere terrible odds against 
him — the master and six tutors. It was no use, he said, snivel^' 
ing, oi; funking the thing ; so he went into battle valiantly. 

Thk Master opened tlje ball, in a voice suggestive 4f mild 
remonstrance. In all his experience in college life, extending 
over a period of forty-five years, he had never even heard of 
proceedings so insubordinate, so urmaralleled, so — so moiV 
strous,\is had tak«n place the night before, in a college only 
a twelvemonth ago considered to bo the cpiietest in the Uni- 
versity. A work of fiction of a low and vicious tendency, 
professing to describe sceftes of headlong riot and debauchery 
at the sister University, called, he believed, “ Peter Priggins," 
had been written, and was,*he understood, greatly read by the 
youth of both seats of leamihg ; but he was given to understand 
that the worst described in that book sank into nothings 
actually dwindled into insignificance, before last night’s pro- 
ceedings. It appeared, he continued (referring to a paper 
through his gold eye-glasses), that at half-past twelve a band of 
intoxicated and frantic youiig men had rushdti howling into the 
college, refusing to give their naiyes.to the porter (among whom 
was sepognised ^r. Ravenshoe) ; tjiat from that moment a 
scene of brutal riot had commenced in the usdally peaceful 
quadrangle, an^ had continued till half-past three; loaded 
weapons had been resorted tt), and fireworks had been exhibited ; 
and, finally, that five members of another college had knocked 
out at half-past three, stating to the porter (without the slightest 
foundation) that they had been haVing tea with the dean; 
Now, you kno>v, really and truly, it simply resolved itself into 
this. Were they going "to keep St. '^Paul’s College open, or 
were they not? If the institution which had flourished now for 
above five hundred years 'was to continue to receive under- 
graduates, the disturbers of last night must be sternly eliminated. 
In the last case of this kind, wherr a man w’as only convicted 
of — eh, Mr. Dean? — pump handle — thank you — was only 
convicted of playfully secreting the handle of the college pump, 
rustication had been inflicted. In this case the college would 
udo its duty, however pa^nful. 

Charles was understood to say that he was quite sober, anr* 
ahd tried ^to keep the fellows oqt of mischief. 

The Master believed Mr. Ravenshoe'' would hardly deny 
having let off a rocket on the grass-plat. 
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t Charles was ill-adviscd enough to say that he did it to keep 
Ihe fellows quiet ; but the excuse fell dead, and there was a 
flight pauses After which, 

7 I'he Dean rose, with h^s hands in his pockets, and remarked 
Vnat this sort of thing was all mighty line, you know ; but they 
weren^t going to stand it, and the sooner this was understood 
the bqfter. He, for one, as long as he remained dean of that 
college, was not going to have a i)iir(*el of drunken young, idiots 
making a row under his windows at all hours in the morning. 
4fe should have come out himself last night, but that he was 
afraid, positively afraid, *of personal violei\|*e : and the odds 
were too heavy against him. He, for one, did not want any 
more words about it. He allowecl the fact of Mr. Kavenshoe 
being peffectly sober, though wluahet that could bft |)leaded in 
extenuation was very doubtful. (Did you speak, Mr. Hursar? 
No, I beg pardon, I thought you did.) lie proposed that Mr. 
Ravenshoe should be rusticated f«r a year, and that the Dean 
of Christchurch slKuild be informed that I.ord Welter was one 
'*'of the most active of the rioters, 'fhat promising young noble- 
man had done them the honour to create a disturbance in the 
college on a previous occasion, when he was, as last night, the 
guest of Mr. Kav^nshoi.*. 

Charles said that l^ord. Walter had been rusticated for a 
year. ^ • 

The DEAfd was excessively glad to hear it, and hoped that 
he w’ould stay at home and give his family I’le benefit of his 
high spirits. *As there were five other gentlemen to come 
before them, he would suggest that they should come to a 
determination. 

^ The Bursar thought •that Mr. Ravciyihoe’s plea of sobriety 
.should be taken in extenuation. Mr. Ravensh(ie had never 
been previously accuseeWof having retorted to stimulants. He 
thought it should be taken in extenuation. 

The Dean was sorry to be of a di?imetrically opinion. 

No one else taking up the cudgels for poor Charles, the 
Master said he w’as afraid^he mu.st rusticate him. 

Charles .said he toped they wouldn’t. 

The Dean give a short laugh, and said that, if that was all 
he had to say, he might as well have held his tongue. And 
jhen the Master pronounced .sentence 6f rustication for a year 
Jind Charles, having bowed, withdrew. 
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Ravensh’oe 


CH APTER yill 

JOHN MARSTON 

CtwvRLES returned to liis room a little easier in his min 
than when he left it. I’here still remained one dreadfi 
business to get over — tlie worst of all ^ that of letting his fathi 
know. • Non-Uni\%rsity men sneer at rustication ; they can 
see any particular punishment in having to absent yourse 
from your studies for a term or two. But do they thin 
that the Dons don’t knoV what they are about? NVhy, nin 
spirited young fellows out of ten would snap their fingers j 
rustication if it wasn’t for \he home business. It is breakin 
the matter to the father, his' just anger, and his mother’s sti 
more bitter reproaches. It must all come out, the why and th 
wherefore, without concealment or palliation. The colleg 
write a letter to justify themselves, and then a mine of dece 
is sprung under the parents’ feet, and their eyes are opened t 
things they little dreamt of.^ This, it appeals, is not the fin 
offence. 'I'he college has b^en, long-suffering, and he 
pardcaied when it,should have punished repeatedly. The la 
who was thought to be doing so well has becin leading 
dissipated, riotous life, and deceiving them all. This is th 
bitterest blow they have ever had. Mow can they trust hii 
again ? — And so the wound takes long to heal and sometime 
is never healed at all. 'lYiat is the meaning ol* rustication. 

A majority of young fellows at the University deceive the 
parents, especially if they come of serious houses. It is almos 
forced upon them sometimes, and in all cases the temptatio 
is strong. It is very unwise to ask too many questions. Horn 
questions are, in some cas'es, unpardonable. A son can’t te 
a father, as one man can tell another, to mind his own busines: 
No. The father asks the question suddenly, and the son lie: 
perhaps for the first time in his life. If he* told the truth, hi 
father would knock him down. 

Now Charles was a little better off than most young fellov^ 
4n this respect. He knew his father would scold about th 
rustication, and still more at his being in debt. He wasn 
much afraid of his father’s angen They Two had always bee 
too familiar to be much afraid of one another. He was muc 
more afraid of the sarcasms cf Mackworth, and he not a littl 
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dreaded his brother ; but with regard to his father he felt but 
slight uneasiness. ^ 

He found 4iis scout and his servant William trying to get the 
ftom into some order, bi^t it was hoixjless. William l(K)ked 
"ifp with a blank face as he came in, and said — 

** We can’t do no good, sir ; I’d better go for Herbert’s man, 

I supi^se ? ” 

“You may go, William,” said C'hitrles, “to the stables, and 
prepare my horses for a journey. W’ard, you may jKick up 
H y things,* as I go d{)wn to-morrow. 1 am rusticated.” 

They both looked very blank, especially William, who, after 
a long pause, said — 

“ 1 was afraid of something hajiiHaiing yi‘st(rrday after Hall, 

when I see my lord ” here WilliKm paused alfruplly, and, 

looking up, touched his head to some one who stood in the 
doorway. * 

It was a well-dressed, well hxfking young man of about 
^"harles’s age, with a handsome, hairless florid face and short 
Tight hair. Handsome though his face was, it was hardly 
pleasing in consccjuence of a certain lowering of the eyebrows 
which he indulged in every moment as ofttai, indeed, as he 
looked at any orfc — and also of a slight cynit al curl at the 
corners of the mouth. e was nothing else noticeable 

about Lord Welter excejjt his aj)pearance jof great pepional 
strength, for^vhic'li he was somewhat famous. 

“Hallo, We^er ! ” shouteil ('harhis, “yeste/day wjls an era 
in the annals of intoxication. N(^)ody ever was so drunk as 
you. I did all I could for you, more f(K)l I, for things couldn’t 
be worse than tli^y are, and might beljetter. If I had gone to 
twjd instead of looking* after you, 1 shouldn’t have been 
rusticati;^.” 

“ I’m deuced sorry, Clharley, 1 am* ’fxm my soul. It is all 
my confounded folly, and I shall write to your father and say 
so. You are coming home with me,*of course ? ” 

“ By Jove, I never thought of it. That wouldn’t be a bad 
plan, eh ? I might write from Ranford, you know. Yes, I 
think I’ll say yej. •William, you can take the horses over to- 
morrow'. That is a splendid idea of yours. I was thinking of 

f ling to I^ndon.” 

“ Hang Ixindon in the hunting sealkon,” said Ixird Welter<» 
By George, how the governor will blow up. I wonder what 
my grandmother will ^ay. Sometjpdy has told her ‘the world 
is coming to an erfd next year. I hope there'll be another 
£>erby. She has cut homoeopalhy and taken to vegetable 



58 ' Kavensnoe 

practice. She has deuced near slaughtered her maid with* an 
overdose of Linum Catharticum, as sjie calls it. She goes 
digging aboutqn waste places like a witch, with a«big footmai^. 
to carry the spade. ‘ She is a good old body, though ; hangeftl 
if she ain’t.” * 

“ What does Adelaide think of the change in Lady Ascot’s 
opinions, medical and religious ? ” ^ 

“ She don’t care, blesS you. She laughs about the world 
coming to an end, and as for the physic, she won’t stand that 
She has pretty much her own w'ay with the old lady,* I can t<jll 
you, and with eve#y one else, as far as that goes. She is an 
imperious little body ; I’m afraid of her. — How do, Marston ? ” 
I'his was said to a small, neatly-dressed, quiet-looking man, 
with a shrewd, pleasant 4ace, who appeared at thiif moment, 
looking very grave. He returned Welter’s salutation, and that ' 
gentleman sauntered out* of the room after having engaged 
Charles to dinner at the Cioss at six. The new comer then 
sat down by Charles, and looked sorrowfully in his face. 

“So it has come to this, my poor boy,” said he, “and only' 
two days after our good resolutions. Charley, do you know 
what Issachar was like ? ” 

“No.”. 

“ He was like a strong ass stooping between two burdens,” 
replied the other^ laughing. “I* know somebody who is, oh, 
so very like him. I know a fellow who could do capitally in 
the schools anddn the world, who is now always either lolling 
about reading novels, or else flying off in the opposite extreme, 
and running, or riding, or rowing like a madman. Those are 
his two burdens, and he is a dear old ass also, whom it is 
very hard to scold, .pven when one is furiously angry with 
him.” 

“ It’s all true, Marston ; it’s all truoias Gospel,” saici Charles. 

“ Look how well you did at Shrewsbury,” continued Marston, 

“ when you were forced to work. And now, you haven’t opened 
a book for a year. Why don’t you have some object in life, 
old fellow? 'Fry to be captain of, the University Eight or the 
Eleven ; get a good degree ; anything. Think of last Easter 
vacation, Charley. Well, then, I won’t Be sure that pot- 

house work won’t do. What earthly pleasure can there be in 
n herding with men of that class, your inferiors in everything 
except strength ? and you can talk quite well enough for any 
society ? ’* , * 

“It ain’t my fault,” broke m Charles piteously. “,Tt’s a 
good deal more the fault of .fhe men I’m with. That Easter 
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vac&tion business was planned by Welter. He wore a velveteen 
shooting-coat and knee-breeches, and called himself ” 

“That wilL do, Chafley ; I don’t want to hear any of that 
^gentleman’s performances. I entertain the strongest personal 
dislike for him. He leads you into all your mischief. You 
often quarrel ; why don't you break with liim ? ” 

“ I c^’t.” 

“ Because he is a distant relation? Nonsense. Your brother 
never speaks to him.” 

It isn’t*that.” 

“ Do you owe him money?” 

“ No, it’s the other way, by Jove ! I can’t break with that 
man. I can’t lose the run of Ranford. I must go there. 
There’s a ^rl there I care more about than all the wofld beside ; 
Mf I don't see her I shall go mad.” 

Marston looked very thoughtful. » “ You never told me of 
this,” he said ; “ and she has -she has refused you, I supix)se?” 

“ Ay ! how did you guess that ? ” 

“ By my mother wit. I didn’t supix)se that ('harles Ravens- 
hoe would have gone on as he has, under other circumstances.” 

“ I fell in love with her,” said Charley, rocking himself to 
and fro, “ when sh(? was a child. T have never had another 
love but her ; and the last tipie^ 1 left Ranford 1 asked her — 
you know — and she laughed in my face, and said we ^ere 
getting too ol€ for that sort of nonsense. Ana, when I swore 
I was in earnest, she only laughed the more! And I’m a 
desperate beggar, by Jove, and !’!> go and enlist, by Jove.” 

“ What a brilliant idea ! ” said Marston. “ Don’t be a fool, 
Charley. Is this ^irl a great lady ? ” ’ 

V* Great lady! Lord Bless you, no ; i she’s a dependant 
without a^.sixpence.” 

“Begin all over agai» with her. • I-et her alone a little, 
Perhaps you took too much for granted, and offended her.. 
Very likely she has got tired of you. Tly your own confession, 
you have been making love to her for ten years ; that must 
be a great bore for a girl^ you know. I suppose you are 
thinking of goin^ to Ranford now?” 

“ Yes, I am going for a time.” 

“ The worst place you could go to ; much better go home 
Syour father. Yours is a quiet, staid, Wholesome house ; not 
sit^h a bear-garden as the other place — but, let us change the 
subject. I am sent aftCr you.” , * 

“ By whom ? ” * * 

“ Musgrave. The University Ejght is going down, and he 
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wants you to row four. The* match with Cambridge is lilade 
up.” ^ 

“ Oh, hang it ! ” said poor Charles. “ I can't show after th^ 
business. Get a waterman ; do, A^rston. They will know %\\ 
about it by this time.” * 

“ Nay, I want you to come ; do come, Charles. I want you 
to contrast these men with the fellows you were vith last 
night, and to see what effect three such gentlemen and scholars 
as Dixon, Hunt, and Smith have in raising the tone of the men 
they are thrown among.” • . 

On the barge Charles met the others of the Eight — quiet, 
staid, gentlemanly men, every one of whom knew what had 
happened, and was more than usually polite in consequence. 
MusgraveJ the captain, feceived him with manly coifrtesy. He 
was sorry to hear Ravenshoe was going down — had hoped to* 
have had him in the Eight at Easter; however, it couldn’t 
be helped ; hoped to get* him at Henley ; and so on. The 
others were very courteous too, and Charles soon began to 
find that he himself w'as talking in a different tone of voice/, 
and using different language from that which he would have 
been using in his cousin’s rooms ; and he confessed this to 
Marston that night. 

Meanwhile the University Eight, with the little blue flag at 
her^,bows, went mshing down the river on her splendid course.«i 
Past heavy barges and fairy skiffs ; past men In dingys, who 
ran high and dry on the bank to get out pf the way ; and 
groups of dandys, who raw with them for a time. And before 
any man was warm — Iffley. Then across the broad mill-pool 
and through the deep crooks, out into the b»oads, and past the 
withered beds of ret^ds which told oY coming winter. Bridges, 
and a rushing lasher — Sandford. No rest here. Out of the 
dripping well-like lock. Get your jars out and away again^ 
past the yellowing willow's, past the long wild grey meadows, 
swept by the singing autumn wind. Through the swirling 
curves and eddies, onward under the w'estering sun towards 
the woods of Nunenham. 

It was so late when they got back, that those few who had 
w'aited for them — those faithful few who would wait till mid- 
night to see the Eight come in — could not see them, but heard 
afar off the measured throb and rush of eight oars as one, as. 
they came wdth rapid stroke up the darkening reach. Chaises 
and Marston walked home together. '' 

“ By George,” said Charles, “ I shoula like to do tkat and 
nothing else all my fife. -What a splendid stroke Musgrave 
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givA you, so marked, and so long, and yet so lively. Oh, 
I should like to be forc(jd to row every day like the watermen.” 

“ In six or seven years you would probiibly rovf as well as a 
^w^terman. At least, I mes^, as well as some of the second- 
r^e ones. I have set my brains to learn steering, being a 
small weak man ; but I shall never steer as well as little Jims, 
who is \^n years old. Don’t mistake a means for an end ” 

Charles wouldn’t always stand his triend’s good advice^ and 
he thought he had had too much of it to-day. .So he broke out 
into suddert and furious rebellion, much to Marston ’s amuse- 
ment, who treasured up every word he saidiin his anget, and 
used them afterwards with fearful effect against him. 

“ I don’t care for you,” bawled C!harles ; “ you’re a greater 
fool than f am, and be hanged to you.* You’re goin]; to spend 
^the best years of your life, and ruin your health, to get a first. 
A first t A first \ Why that miserable little beast, Ixick, got 
a first. A fellow who is, take him ifll in all, the most despicable 
wretch I know ! If you are very diligent you may raise 
yourself to his level ! And when ytm have got your precious 
first, you will find yourself utterly unfit for any trade or profession 
whatever (except the ("hurch, which ^’ou don’t mean to enter). 
What do you know about modern languages or modern history ? 
If you go into the law, you Jiaye got to begin all over again. 
They won’t take you in t^Je army ; they are, not such tnuffs. 
And this is wBat you get for your fifteen hundred pounds ! ” 

Charles paused, and Marsicm clapped his hands and .said, 
“ hear, heart ” which made him nuMr angry still. 

“I shouldn’t care if I was a waterman. I’m sick of all this 
pretension and hambug ; I’d sormer He anything than what 1 
am, with my debts, and mV rustication, and keeping ufi apfxjar- 
ances. I^jwish I was a billiard marker ; I wish 1 was a jockey ; 
*I wish I was Alick Reed’s Novice* I wish I was one of 
Barclay and Perkin’s draymen. Hang it ! I wish I was a 
cabman ! Queen Elizabeth was a wise woman, and she was of 
my opinion.” 

“ T3id Queen Elizabeth wish she was a cabman ? ” asked 
Marston gravely. • 

“ No, she didnl,” said Charles, very tartly. “ She wished she 
a milkmaid, and I think she w^as quite right. Now then.” 

I “So you would like to be a milkmaid t” .said the inexorable 
Marston. “ You had better try another IiCastcr vacation with 
Welter. Mrs. Sherrat*^will get you, a suit of cast-off clothes 
from some of the lads. Here’s the ‘ Cross,* where you dine. 
*Bye, byel” 
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John Marston knew, and knew well, nearly every one wdrth 
knowing in the University. He did, not appear jmrticularly 
rich; he was iiot handsome; he was not brilliant in convei^ 
sation ; he did not dress well, thpugh he was always nea!;,^ 
he was not a cricketer, a rower, or a rider ; he never spoke at 
the IJnion ; he never gave large parties ; no one knew anything 
about his family ; he never betted ; and yet he was in <iie best 
set in the University. 

There was, of course, some reason for this ; in fact, there were 
three good and sufficient reasons, although above I may see^n 
to ha^ e exhausted the means of approach to good University 
society. First, He had been to Eton as a town boy, and had 
been popular there. Second, He had got one of the great 
open scholarships. And third, his behaviour had always been 
most correct and gentlemanly. 

A year before this he had met Charles as a freshman in 
Lord Welter’s rooms, and had conceived a great liking for him. 
Charles had just come up with a capital name from Shrewsbury, 
and Marston hoped that he w'ould have done something ; but 
no. Charles took up with riding, rowing, driving, &c. &c., 
not to mention the giving and receiving of parties, with all the 
zest of a young fellow with a noble constitution, enough money, 
agreeable manners, and the faculty of excelling to a certain 
exte^it in every .sport he took in hand. 

He very sogn got to like and respect Marston. He used to 
allow him to blow him up, and give him good, advice when he 
wouldn’t take it from any one else. The night before he went 
down Marston came to his rooms, and tried to persuade him 
to go home, and not to “ the training stabli5s,” as he irrever- 
ently called Ranford ; but Charles Rad laughed and laughed, 
and joked, and given indirect answers, and Marston <> saw that 
he was determined, and discontinuech pressing him. 


CHAPTER IX ^ 

ADELAIDE 

The rtext afternoon Loid Welter an^Charles rode up to the 
door at Ranford. The servants looked surprised ; the^ were 
not expected. His lordship was out shooting ; her ladyship 
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wa^ in the poultry-yard ; Mr. Pool was in the billiard room 
with Lord Saltire. 

“ The deuoe ! ” said ilord Welter ; “ that’s lucfty, I’ll get him 
^t</ break it to the governor.” 

>The venerable nobleman was very much amused by the 
misfortunes of these ingenuous youths, and undertook the 
com minion with great good nature. Hut, when he had heard 
the cause of the mishap, he altered hfs tone considerably, ^ and 
took on himself to give the young men what was for him 
a .severe leAure. He was sorry th.at this had come out of a 
drunken riot ; he wished it . . . which, tho.’ngh bad er.X)ugh, 
did not carry the disgrace with it that the other did. 1^'t 
them take the advice of an old fellow who had lived in the 
world, ay, ^nd moved with the world, for above eighty years, 
4and take care not to be marked, even by their own set, as 
drinking men. In his day, he allowed, drinking was entirely 
de rigueur ; and indeed nothing (Oiild be more proper and 
c<jrrect than the whole thing they had just described to him, 
if it had happened fifty years ago. Hut now a drunken row 
was an anachronism. Nobody drank now. He had made a 
point of watching the best young fc.llows, and none of them 
drank. He made \1 point of taking* the time from the rising 
young fellows, as every one, o^ght to, who wished to go with 
•the world. In his day, for m.stance, it was the. custom to„talk 
with considci:ft)le freedom on .sacred subjects, and he himself 
had been somewhat notorious for that sort of thing ; but look 
at him now : he conformed with the limes, and went to church. 
Every one went to church iu)w. Let him call their attention 
to the fact that a great improvement had taken place in public 
mtirals of late years. ’ 

So the good-natured old heathen gave them what, I dare say, 
4ie thought was the best of advice. He is gone now to see 
what his system of morality was worth. I am very shy of 
judging him, or the men of his time. ’ It gives me great jiain 
to hear the men of the revolutionary era spoken of flippantly. 
The time was so exceptional. ^ The men at that time were a 
race of giant.s. One wonders how the world got through that 
time at all. Six Tiundred millions of treasure .spent by Britain 
^lone 1 How many millions of lives lost none may gue.ss. 
3^at wonder if there were hell-fire cldbs and all kinds of 
n^nstrositics. Would any of the present generation have 
attended the fete of th<^g(^dess of .Reason, if they h&d lived 
at that# time, I wondfer r Of course they wouldn’t. 

Char]^ w^qt ^Qne to the poi^try-yard ; but no one was 
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there except the head keeper, who was administering medieine 
to a cock, whose appearance was indictable — that is to say, if 
the laws against cock-fighting were enforced. Lady Ascot hajJ., 
gone in ; so Charles went in too, and went upstairs to hns 
aunt’s room. ' 

One of the old lady’s last fancies was sitting in the dark, or 
in a*^ gloom so profound as to approach to darkness. So 
Charles, passing out of aUight corridor, and shutting tne door 
behind him, found himself unable to see his hand before him. 
Confident, however, of his knowledge of locality, h* advanced 
with £uch succesf) that he immediately fell crashing headlong 
over an ottoman ; and in his descent, imagining that he was 
falling into a pit or gulf of unknown depth, uttered a wild cry 
of alarm. ' Whereupon the voice of Lady Ascot from close by 
answered, “ Come in,” as if she thought she heard somebodyji 
knock. 

“ ("ome up, would be m»rc appropriate, aunt,” said Charles. 
“Why do you sit in the dark? I’ve killed myself, I believe.” 

“ Is that you, Charles ? ” said she. “ Why brings you ovef ? 
My dear, I am delighted. Open a bit of the window, Charles, 
and let me sec you.” 

Charles did as he was dbsired ; and, as the strong light from 
without fell upon him, the old lad;j gave a deep sigh. 

“ Ah, dear, so like poor dear Petre about the eyes. There 
never was a handsome Ravenshoe *’sincc him, and there never 
will be another. You were quite tolerable as a boy, my dear; 
but you’ve got very coarse, very coarse and plain indeed. 
Poor Petre ! ” 

“ You’re inore unlucky in the light than you were in the 
darkness, Charles,” ^id a brisk, clear, well-modulated voice 
from behind the old lady. “ Grandma seems in one of her 
knock-me-down moods to-day. Sh" had just told me that I 
was an insignificant chit, when you made your graceful and 
noiseless entrance, and saved me anything further.” 

If Adelaide had been looking at Charles when she spokej 
instead of at her work, she would have seen the start which he 
gave when he heard her voice. As it >i?as, she saw nothing 
of it ; and Charles, instantly recovering himself, said in the 
most nonchalant voice possible; 

“ Hallo, are you here ? How do you contrive to work ii 
the dark?” 

“ It is not dark to any one with 6yes,” was the curt reply 
“ I can see to read.” ' . » 

Here Lady Ascot said that, if she had called Adelaide ^ 
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chtt, it was because she had set up her opinion against that of 
such a man as Dr. Going; that Adelaide was a good and 
^dutiful girl no her; that she was a very oldf woman, and 
perhaps shouldn’t live to the finish of next year ; and that 
’her opinion still was that Charles was very plain and coarse, 
and she was sorry she couldn’t alter it. 

Adelaide came rapidly up and kissed her, and then went and 
stood in the light beside Charles. ’ 

She had grown into a superb blonde beauty. From her rich 
brown cr^t? hair to her exquisite little foot, she was a model 
of grace. The nose was delicately aquiline, and the mouth 
receded slightly, while the chin was as slightly prominent ; the 
eyes were brilliant, and were concentrated on their object in a 
moment ; and the eye-brows surmounted them in a delicately 
but distinctly marked curve. A beauty she was, such as one 
seldom secs ; and Charles, looking bn her, felt that he loved 
her more madly than ever, and that he would die sooner 
jjj\an let her know it. 

“Well, Charles,” she said, “you don’t seem overjoyed to 
see me.” 

“A man can’t look joyous with broken shins, my dear 
Adelaide. Aunt, I’ve got some bad news for you. I am 
in trouble.” • • 

Oh, dear,” said the old jady, “ and what is the matter now ? 
Something affout a woman, I suppose. You Havenshoes arc 
always ” • 

“No, no, aunt. Nothing of the kind. Adelaide, don’t go, 
pray ; you will lose such a capital laugh. I’ve got rusticated, aunt.’* 

“ That is very domical, 1 dare say,” said Adelaide, in a low 
vt)ice : “ but I don’t see tfie joke.” * 

“ I Ihoyght you would have had a laugh at me, pcrhap.s,” 
*said Charles ; “it is rathePa favourite Amusement of yours.” 

“ What, in the name of goodness, makes you so disagreeable 
and cross to-day, Charles ? You were never so before, when 
anything happened. 1 am .sure I am very sorry for your 
misfortune, though I really^ don’t know its extent. Is it a 
very serious thing ? • 

“ Serious, very. 1 don’t much like going home. Welter is 
in, the same scrape ; who is to tell her ? ” 

J“ This is the way,” said Adelaide; “ rll .show you how to 
fltnage her.” , 

All this was carried dj? in a lo^r tope, and very rapidly. The 
old lady had just begun in a loud, querulous, scolding voice 
to Charles, when Adelaide interropted her with — 

■* c 
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“ I say, grandma, Welter is rusticated too.” 

Adelaide good-naturedly said this fo lead the old lady’s 
wrath from Charles, and throw it partly on to her grandson 
but however good her intentions, ^e execution of them w& 
unsuccessful. The old lady fell to scolding Charles ; accusing^ 
him of being the cause of the whole mishap, of leading Welter 
into every mischief, and stating her opinion that he jvas an 
innoeent and exemplary )?outh, with the fault only of being too 
easily led away. Charles escaped as soon as he could, and was 
followed by Adelaide. '* , 

“This is not tr«e, is it ?” she said. “ It is not your fault? ” 
“ My fault, partly, of course. But Welter would have been 
sent down before, if it hadn’t been for me. He got me into a 
scrape this 'time. He mustn’t go back there. You mustn’t let 
him go back.” 

“ I let him go back, forsooth ! What on earth can I have to 
do with his lordship’s movements ? ” she said, bitterly. “ Do 
you know who you are talking to ? — a beggarly orphan.” f 
“ Hush 1 don’t talk like that, Adelaide. Your power in this 
house is very great. The power of the only sound head in the 
house. You could stop anything you like from happening.” 

They had come together at the conservatory door ; and she 
put her back against it, and heir} up her hand to bespeak his 
attention more particularly. , 

“ I wish it vjas true, Charles ; but it isn’t. Nb one has any 
power over Lord Ascot. Is Welter much in debt ? ” 

“ I should say, a great <:/eal,” was Charles's reply. “ I think 
I ought to tell you. You may help him to break it to 

“ Ay, he always ccmes to me for that sort of thing. Always 
did from a child. I’ll tell you what, Charles, therels trouble 
coming or come on this* house. Lc;/d Ascot came home from ' 
Chester looking like death; they say he lost fearfully both 
there and at Newmarket.' He came home quite late, and went 
up to grandma ; and there was a dreadful scene. She hasn’t 
been herself since. Another blow like it w'ill kill her. I sus- 
pect my lord’s bare existence depends on thi^ colt winning the 
Derby. Come and see it gallop,” she added, suddenly throwing 
her flashing eyes upon his, and speaking with an animation 
and rapidity very diff(^rent from the cold stem voice in whic*** 
she had been telling the family troubles. “ Come, and let * s 
have sonde oxygen. I havp not spoken ‘to a man for a month. 

I have been leading a life like a nun’s ; no, worse thui any 
nun’s ; for I have been bothered and humiliated by — ah 1 such 
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twretched trivialities. Go and order horses. I will join you 
directly.” 

^ So she dashed away and left him, and he hurried to the 
^^ard. Scarcely were the, horses ready when she was back 
^ain, w'ith the same stern, cold expression on her face, now 
more marked, perhaps, from tlic elTcct of, the nuLsculin.e habit 
she wore. She was a consummate horsewoman, and rode the 
furious black Irish mare, which wajf l^rouj'ht out for her, with 
ease and self-i>ossession, seeming to enjoy the rearing and 
plunging flf the sour-tem|x^red brute far more than ('harles, 
her companion, did, who would rather hi».e seen hef on a 
quieter horse. 

A swecj)ing gallop under the noble old trees, through a deep 
valley, and i)ast a herd of dt‘er, whidi scudded avTay tlirough 
^ the thick-strewn leaves, brought them to the great stables, a 
large building at the edge of the park, close tfi the downs. 
Tw’cnty or thirty long-legged, ek‘gant, iu>nehalant-looking ani- 
Jpnals, covered to the tips of their ears with cloths, and ridden 
each by a (|ueer-looking brown-faced lad, were in the act of 
returning from their afternoon exercise. 'I'hese Adelaide’s 
mare, “ Molly Asthore,” charged and dispersed like a flock of 
sheep ; and then, Adelaide pointing with Intr whip to the downs, 
hurried past the stables lo\^^rds a group lh(;y saw a little 
' distance off. , 

There weft only four people -l/)rd Ascot, ♦he stud-groom, 
and two lads. , Adelaide was correctly infcjrmed ; they were 
going to gallop the Voltigeur cole (since called Haphazard), 
and the cloths were now coming off him. T^ord Ascot and the 
stud groom moflnted their horses, and joined our pair, who 
|\'ere riding slowly along the measured mile the way the horse 
was to c^wne. 

^ Lord Ascot looked veay pale and ‘worn ; he gave Charles a 
kindly greeting, and made a joke with Atlelaide ; but his hands 
fidgeted with his reins, and he kept turning back towards the 
horse they had left, wondering impatiently what was keeping 
the boy. At last they saw dhe beautiful beast shake his head, 
give two or thre^ playful plunges, and then come striding rapidly 
towards them, over the short, springy turf. 
j Then they turned, and rode full speed : soon they heard the 
fnighty hollow-sounding hoofs behind, that came rapidly to- 
Ivards them, devouring space. Then the colt rushed by them 
in his pride, with his ^in on his chest, hard held, arid his hind 
feet eoming forward* under his girth every stride, and casting 
the turf behind him in showers. iThen Adelaide’s horse, after 
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a few mad plunges, bolted, overtook the colt, and actually raced 
him for a few hundred yards ; then the qplt was pulled up on a 
breezy hill, an5 they all stood a little together talking and con- 
gratulating one another o.n the beauty of the horse. 

Charles and Adelaide rode away together over the downs, 
intending to make a. little detour, and so lengthen their ride. 
They had had no chance of conversation since they pa-ted at 
the conservatory door, aneJ they took it up nearly where they 
had left it. Adelaide began, and, I may say, went on, too, as 
she had most of the talking. 

“ I should like in be a duchess ; then I should be mistress 
of the only thing I am afraid of.” 

“What is that?” 

“ Poverty,” said she ; “'that is my only terror, and tTiat is my 
inevitable fate.” 

“ I should have thought', Adelaide, that you were too high- 
spirited to care for that, or'anything.” 

“ Ah, you don’t know ; all my relations are poor. / know,^ 
what it is ; / know what it would be for a beauty like*" 
me.” 

“You will never be pc: 5 ;?r or friendless while Lady Ascot 
lives.” ‘ 

“ How long will that be ? My home now depends very much 
on that horse ; oh, if I were only ^ man, I should welcome 
poverty ; it wo^'^ld force me to action.” * 

Charles blushed. Not many days before, Marston and he 
had had a battle royal, in which the former had said, that the 
only hope for Charles was that he should go two or three times 
without his dinner, and be made to earn it, and that as long as 
he had a “ mag ” to bless himself with, he would always be A 
lazy, useless humbug ; and now here w^as a young lady uttering 
the same atrocious sentiments. He called attention to the 
prospect. 

Three hundred feet below them, Father Thames w'as winding 
along under the downs and yellow woodlands, past chalk quarry 
and grey farm-house, blood-red bei.eath the setting sun ; a sof^ 
rich, autumnal haze was over everything ; the smoke from the 
distant village hung like a curtain of pearl across the valley ; 
and the long, straight, dark wood that crowned the high 
wold, was bathed in a dim purple mist, on its darkest side 
and to perfect the air of dreamy stillqess, some distant bell^ 
sent their golden sound flo^tin^ on the, j)eaceful air. It was a 
quiet day in the old age of the year ; and its peace seenrcd to 
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silent more than half the way home ; and then Charles said, in 
a low voice — 

“ Dear A<Jelaide, I hope you have chosen aright. The time 
will come when you will have to make a more imjx)rtant de- 
»eision than any you have* made yet. At one time in a man’s 
or woman’s life, they say, there is a choice between good and 
evil. In God’s name think before you make it.” 

“CRarles,” she said, in a low afid disturbed voice,,** if a 
conjurer were to offer to show you your face in a glass, as it 
would be* ten years hence, should you have the courage to 
look?” 

“ I suppose so ; would not you ? ” 

“ Oh, no, no, no ! How do you know what horritl thing 
would lo«k at you, and scare you to death ? 'I'eii years hence 
where shall we be then ? ” 


CHAPTIiR X 

t 

I.ADY ASCOT^S l.l'ITI.E NAP 

THERKwa»a very dull tlinner at Hanford* that day. Vord 
Ascot scarcely spoke a word ; he was kind and jxjlile -he 
always was that--but he was very different from his usual self. 
The party missed his jokes ; which, though feeble and some- 
times possibly “ wither close to the wind,” servetl their purpose, 
s**rved to show that tlie maker of them yas desirous to make 
himself agreeable to the best of his ability. He never once 
A laughed ^ring dinner, which was veryainusual. It was evident 
that Lord Saltire had performed his commission, and Charles 
was afraid that he was furiously angry with Welter ; but, on 
one occasion, when the latter looked up suddenly and asked 
him some question, his fathe^ answered him kindly in his usual 
tone of voice, and spoke to him so for some time. 

I-ady Ascot waS a host in herself. With a noble self-sacrifice, 
^she, at the risk of being laughed at, resolved to attract attention 
airing some of her most remarkable c^inions. She accord- 
^l^ly attacked Lord Saltire on the subject of the end of the 
^^rld, putting its totaMestruclion bv fire at about nine months 
^om tjiat time. I^rd Saltire Hhd Ao opinion to offer on the 
^Kahilitv of Dr. Going’s theory, ^ut sincerely hoped that it 
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might last his time, and that he might be allowed to get (wt 
of the way in the ordinary manner. He did not for a moment 
doubt the correctness of her calculation^ ; but he ^ut it to her. 
as a woman of the world, whether or no such an occurrence ai 
she described would not be in the^last degree awkw'ard and^ 
disconcerting ? 

Adelaide said she didn’t believe a word of it, and nothing 
should induce her to do tn until it took place. This brought 
the old lady’s wrath down upon her and helped the flagging 
conversation on a little. But, after dinner, it got so dull in 
spite of every one’s eflbrts, that Lord Saltire confided to his 
young friend, as they went upstairs, that he had an idea that 
something was wrong; but at all events, that the house was 
getting so insufferably dull that he must rat; pardi^i, for he 
couldn’t stand it. He should rat into Devon to his friend 
Lord Segur. 

Welter took occasion to tell Charles that Lord Ascot had 
sent for him, and told him that he knew all about what had 
happened, and his debts. 'Fhat he did not wish the subjeef 
mentioned (as if I w'ere likely to talk about it !) ; that his debts 
should, if possible, be paid. That he had then gone on to say, 
that he did not wish to say anything harsh to Welter on the 
subject— that he doubted whether he retained the right of re- 
proving his son. That they both needed forgiveness one from 
the other, and that he hoped in what Was to follow tfey would dis- 
play that courtesy and mutual forbearance to one another which 
gentlemen should. “And what the deuce does he mean, eh? 
He never spoke like this before. Is he going to marry again ? 
Ay, that’s what it is, depend upon it,” said this penetrating 
young gentleman; “that will be rather a shame of him, you 
know, particularly if he has twro or three cubs to cqt into my 
fortune ; ” and so from that time Lord Welter began to treat 
his father wuth a slight coolness, and an air of injured inno- 
cence most amusing, thot.gh painful, to Charles and Adelaide, 
who knew the truth. 

As for Adelaide, she seemed to treat Charles like a brothei , 
once more. She kept no secret from hiip ; she walked with 
him, rode with him, just as of old. She did' not seem to like 
Lord Welter’s society, though she was very kind to him ; and 
he seemed too much taken up with his dogs and horses to ca^ 
much for her. So Charles and she w'ere thrown together, an# i 
Charles’s love for her grew stronger day by day, until that 
studied indifferent air whfch he had itssumed on his arrival 
became almost impossible to sustain. He sustained it, never- 



Xa3[y'7\.scot’s Little Nap 71 

thcless, treating Adelaide almost with rudeness, and flinging 
about his words so carelessly, that sometimes she would look 
suddenly up,indignantj and make some passionate reply, and 
sometimes she would rise and leave the room — for aught I 
iknow, in tears. • 

It was a sad house to stay in ; and his heart began to yearn 
for his^western home in spite of Adelaide. After a shott time 
came a long letter from his father, a scolding loving let^pr, in 
which Densil showed plainly that he was trying to be angry, 
jnd couldwiot, for joy at having his son home with him — and 
concluded by saying that he should never^ allude to Ihe cir- 
cumstance again, and by praying him to come back at once 
from that wicked, cock-fighting, horse racing Ranford. There 
was an iifclosure for Lord Saltire, the»reading of which caused 
his lordship to take a great deal of snuff, in which he begged 
him, for old friendship's sake, to send his boy home to him, 
as he had once sent him home k) his father. And so Lord 
Saltire appeared in Charles’s dressing-room before dinner one 
^tlay, and, sitting down, said that he was come to take a great 
liberty, and, in fact, was rather presuming on his being an 
old man, but he hoped that his young friend would not take 
it amiss from a man old enough t5 be his grandfather, if he 
recommended him to leave that house, and go home to his 
father s. Ranford was a most desirable house in every^way ; 
but, at the same time, it was what he believe'd the young men 
of the day called a fast house ; and he would not conceal from 
his young friend that his father had recpiested him to use his 
influence to make him return home ; and he did beg his old 
friend’s son to Relieve that he was Actuated by the best of 
, -notives. , 

“ Dear. Lord Saltire,” said ('harles, taking the old man’s 
> hand; am going hc^ie to-morrow; and you don’t know 
how heartily I thank you for the interest you always take in 
me.” • 

“I know nothing,” said I^ord Saltire, “more plea.sing to a 
battered old fellow like n^yself than to contemplate the in- 
genuousness of you^h, and you must allow me to say that your 
ingenuousness sfts uncommonly well upon you — in fact, is very 
becoming. I conceived a considerable interest in you the first 
ftme I saw you, on that very account. • I should like to have 
|iad a son like you, but it was not to be. I had a son, who 
was all that could b^^lesired by the most fastidious person, 
brought up in a far •bitter schbol than mine ; but he got shot 
in his first duel, at one-and-twentj. I remember to have been 
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considerably annoyed at the time,” continued the old gentle- 
man, taking a pinch of snuff, and looking steadily at Charles 
without moving a muscle, “but I dare*say it all for the ^ 
best ; he might have run in debt, or married a woman with red 
hair, or fifty things. Well, I wish y<3M good day, and beg your y 
forgiveness once more for the liberty I have taken.” 

Charles slipped away from the dinner table early that evening, 
and, while J^dy Ascot wa^ having her after-dinner nap,^had a 
long conversation with Adelaide in the dark, which was very 
pleasant to one of the parties concerned, at any rjate. 
“Adelaide, I ain going home to-morrow.” 

“ Are you really^ Are you going so suddenly ? ” 

“ I am, positively. 1 got a letter from home to-day. Are 
you very sorry or very glad ? ” • 

“ I am very sorry, Charles. You are the only friend I have 
in the world to whom I can speak as I like. Make me a 
promise.” • 

“Well?” 

“ This is the last night we shall be together. Promise that 
you won’t be rude and sarcastic as you are sometimes — almost ‘ 
always, now, to poor me---but talk kindly, as we used to do.” 

“Very well,” said Charles. “And you promise you won’t 
be taking such a black view of the state of affairs as you do in 
general. Do you remember the conversation we had the day 
the edit was tried r ” 

“ I remembef.” 

“ Well, don’t talk like thaJt, you know.” 

I won’t promise that. The time will come very soon when 
we shall have no more pleasant talks together.” 

“ When will that be ? ” 

“ When I am gone out for a governess.” 

“ What wages will yoq get? You will not get so fhuch as 
some girls, because you are so pretty and so w'ilful, and you 
will lead them such a deuce of a life.” 

“Charles, you said you wouldn’t be rude.” 

“ I choose to be rude. I have been drinking wine, and we 
are in the dark, and aunt is asleep and snoring, and I shall say 
just what I like.” ^ 

“ ril wake her.” 

“ I should like to see you. What shall we talk about ?>' 
*^Vhat an old Roman Lord Saltire is. He talked about his. son'* 
who was killed, to me to-day, just as -I- should talk about a 
pointer dog.” > 

“ Then he thought he had been showing some signs of weak- 
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ness. He always speaks of his son like that when he thinks 
he has been betraying some feeling.” 

** I admire him for tt,” said Charles. — “ So yciu are going to 
be a governess, eh ? ” 
i- “I suppose so.” 

“Why don't you try being barmaid at a public-house? 
Weltej would get you a place directly ; he has great inlluence 
in the licensed victualling way. Yi>u might come to marry a 
commercial traveller, for anything you know.” 

“I womld not have believed this,” she said, in a fierce, 
low voice. “ You have turned against iw-' and insiflt me, 
because Unkind, unjust, ungentlemanlike.” 

He heard her |)assionately sobbing in the dark, and the 
next moflient he had her in his arms, and was tfbvering her 
face with kisses. 

“ Lie there, my love,” he said ; “ that is your place. All 
the world can’t harm or insult my Adelaide while she is there. 

. JVhy did you fly from me and repulse me, my darling, when 1 
ytold you I was your own true love ? ” 

“ Oh, let me go, Charles,” she said, trying, ever so feeifly, to 
repulse him. “ Dear (Charles, pray do ; I am frightened.” 

“ Not till you tell me you love me, false one.” 

“ I love you more than all the world.” 

“ Traitress ! And why *ditl you repulse me and laugh at 
me?” 

“ I did not think you were in earnest.” 

“Another kiss for that wicked, ^wicked falsehood. Do you 
know that this rustication business has all come from the 
despair conseciuent on your wicked behaviour the other day ? ” 

“You said Welter caused it, Charles. Hut oh, plea.se let 
me go.”^. 

“ Will you go as a governess now ?•” 

“ I will do nothing but what you tell me.” 

“ 'rhen give me one, your own, oWn self, and I will let you 

go-” 

Have the reader’s feeling^ of horror, indignation, astonish- 
ment, outraged mpdesty, or ridicule, given him time to 
remember that all this went on in the dark, within six feet of 
an unconscious old lady ? Such, however, was the case. And 
l^rcelyhad Adelaide determined that k was time to wake her, 
|ind barely had she bent over her for that purpose, when the 
door was thrown optfn, and — enter attendants wkh lights. 
Now,, if the reader wifi reflect*a nffoment, he will see what an 
awful escape they had ; for the cl^ces were about a thousand 

C 2 
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to one in favour of two things having happened: ist, tlie 
groom of the chambers might have come into the room half a 
minute sooner ; and 2nd, they might have sat they were 
half a minute longer ; in either of which cases, Charles would 
have been discovered with his arm ^around Adelaide's waist, 
and a fearful scandal would have been the consequence. And 
I mention this as a caution to young persons in general, and to 
remind them that, if they ^happen to be sitting hand in hand, 
it is no use to jump apart and look very red just as the door 
opens, because the incomer can see what they have been about 
as plain as if ho rhad been there. On this occasion, also, 
Charles and Adelaide set down as usual to their own sagacity 
what was the result of pure accident. 

Adelaide 'was very glad to get away after tea, for she felt 
rather guilty and confused. On Charles offering to go, however. 
Lady Ascot, who had been very silent and glum all tea-time, 
requested him to stay, as she had something serious to say to 
him. Which set that young gentleman speculating whether she 
could possibly have been awake before the advent of candles, . 
and caused him to await her pleasure with no small amount of 
trepidation. 

Her ladyship began, by remarking that digitalis was invaluable 
for palpitation, and that she had also found camomile, combined 
with gentle purgatives, efficient tor the same thing, when sus- 
pected to proceed from the stomach. She opined that, if this 
weather continued, there would be heavy running for the Cam- 
bridgeshire, and Commissiorier would probably stand as well as 
any horse. And then, having, like a pigeon, taken a few airy 
circles through stable- mafnagement, theology, and agriculture, 
she descended on her, subject, and frightened Charles out of his 
five wits, by asking him if he didn't think Adelaide a very 
nice girl. 

Charles decidedly thought she was a very nice girl ; but he 
rather hesitated, and said-*-“ Yes, that she was charming.” 

“ Now, tell me, my dear,” said Lady Ascot, manoeuvring a 
great old fan, “ for young eyes are quicker than old ones. Did 
you ever remark anything between ner and \Velter ? ” 

Charles caught up one of his legs and exclaimed, ‘fThe 
devil ! ” 

“ What a shocking e:;pression, my dear I Well, I agree witl; ' 
you. I fancy I have noticed that they have entertained 9 
decided preference for one another. Of course, Welter will be 
throwing himself away, and all d«at sort of thing, biit he is pretty 
sure to do that. I expect, every time he comes home, that he 
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will bring a wife from behind the bar of a public-house. Now 
Adelaide ” 

“ Aunt ! • Lady Asf:ot I Surely you are undtfra mistake. I 
fiever saw anything between them.” 

“H’m.” 

“ I assure you I never did. I never heard Welter ^eak of 
her iiLthat sort of way, and I don’t think she cares for him.” 

“ What reason have you for thinking that t ” 

“ Well — why, you know it’s hard to say. The fact is, I have 
rather a partiality for Adelaide myself, and I have watched her 
in the presence of other men.^* 

“ Oho ! Do you think she cares for you ? Do you know she 
won’t have a sixpence ? ” 

“ We Shall have enough to last till next year, auiTt ; and then 
the world is to come to an end, you know, and we shan’t want 
anything.” 

“ Never you mind about the workl, sir. Don’t you be flippant 
juid impertinent, sir. Don’t evade my question, sir. Do you 
jihink Adelaide cares for you, sir ? ” 

Charles looked steadily and defiantly at his aunt, and asked 
her whether .she didn’t think it was v^*ry difficult to find out what 
a girl’s mind really was — whereby we may conclude that he was 
profiting by Lord Saltire’s lesson on the command of feature. 

“ This is too bad, Charlies, ^ broke out l-atjy Ascot, “ Jo put 
me off like this, after your* infamous and audacjpus conduct of 
this evening — after kissing and hugging that girl under my 
very nose 

“ I thought it ! ” said Charles, with a shout of laughter. “ I 
thought it, you were awake all the timti 1 ” 

“ I was not awake all the time, sir ” 

“ You were awake quite long enough, it appears, aunty. Now, 
what do*you think of it ? ” 

At first Lady Ascot would think nothing of it, but that the 
iniquity of Charles’s conduct was dhly to be e<iualled by the 
baseness and ingratitude of Adelaide’s ; but by degrees she was 
brought to think that it was possible that some good might come 
of an engagement ; and, at length, becoming garrulous on this 
point, it leaked ofit by degrees, that she had set her heart on it for 
y<ars, that she had noticed for some time Charles’s partiality for 
^er with the greatest pleasure, and recently had feared that some- 
ming had disturbed it. In short, that was her pet scheme, and 
tnat she had been conf^ to an explanation that very ^ight, but 
had been anticipated 
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CHAPTKR 

GIVKS US AN INSIGHT INTO CHARLES’s DOMESTIC RELATIONS, 

.yjtiii SHOWS HOW the*(;reat conspirator soliloquised 

ro THE grand CHANDELIER 

It rrlfiy be readiiy conceived that a considerable amount of 
familiarity existed between (diaries and his servant and foster 
brother William, but, to the honour of both of them be it said, 
there was nitire than this^^a most sincere and heitrty ifRcction ; 
a feelinj; for one another which, we shall see, lasted through 
everything. 'Fill (diaries went to Shrewsbury he had never 
hail another [ilay fellow. He«and William had been allowed to 
paddle about on the sand, or ride together on the moor, as they 
would, till a boy’s friendship had arisen, sufficiently strong ti^ 
obliterate all considerations of rank between them. This hacT 
grown with age, till William had become his confidential agent 
at home during his absence, and (diaries had come to depend 
very much on his account of the state of things at head-iiuarters. 
He hj^d also amither confidential agent, to whom we shall be 
immediately introduced. She, however, was of amither sex and 
rank. 

William’s office was barely a pleasant one. ftis aflection for 
his master led him most faithfully to attend to his interests ; 
and, as a (ditholic, he Was often brought into collision with 
lather Mack worth, v’ho took a laudable interest in (diarles’t 
aflairs, and considered himself injured on two or three goccasions 
by the dogged refusal of IVilliam to communicate the substance 
and result of a message forwarded through William, from 
Shrewsbury, to Deiisil, wh Mi seemed to cause the old gentleman 
some thought ami anxiety. William’s religious opinions, how- 
ever, had got to be somewhat loosg, and to sit somewhat easily 
upon him, more particularly since his sojourn in Oxford. He 
had not very long ago confided to Charles, in a private sitting, 
that the conviction which w’as strong on his mind was that 
hather Mack worth waf not to be trusted, God forgive him f^ 
saying so ; and, on being pressed by Charles to state why, 
point-blirfik refused to give any reason "whatever, but repeated 
his opinion with redoubled etfiphasis. €harles had a o great 
confidence in W illiam’s shre^jirdness, and forebore to press him, 



Charles’s Domestic Relations 77 

bTit saw that something had occurred which had ini]iresscd the 
above conviction on A\'illiam’s mind most strongly. 

V He had been sentVrom Oxft)rd to sec how ^he land lay at 
Tiome, and had met Charles at the Rose and Oown at Stonning- 
ton, with saddle horses, ^o sooner were they clear of the town 
than William, without waiting for Charles's leave, put spurs to 
his hgrse and rode up alongsiile of him. * 

“ What is your news, William ? ” t 

“ Nothing very great. Master looks bothered and worn.” 

, “About this business of mine.” 

“The priest goes on talking about it, and plaguing Ifirn with 
it, when he wants to forget it.” 

“The deuce take him! He talks about me a good 
deal.” ' - • 

“ Yes ; he has begun about you again. Master wouldn^t 
stand it the other day, and told him to hold his tongue, ju.st 
like his own self. Tom heard hhn. Tlu‘y maile it up after- 
awards, though.” 
h “ What did Cuthbert say ? ” 

“ Master C'uthbert spoke up for you, and said he ho))ed there 
wasn’t going to be a scene, and lhaj you weren’t coming to live 
in disgrace, for that would be punishing every one in the house 
for you.” 

“How’s Mary?” , , 

“She’s w€ll. Master don’t trust her out offhis sight much. 
They will nevey set him against you whih] she* is there. I wish 
you would marry her. Master Clufrles, if you can give up the 
other one.’’ 

Charles lauglied, and told him he \N*asn’t going to do anything 
'if the sort. Then he asked, “ Any visitf#rs? ” 

“ Ay ^.one Father Tiernay, a stranger.” 

“ What sort of man ? ”• • 

“ A real good one. I don’t think our man likes him, though.” 

They had now come to the moof's edge, and were looking 
down on the amphitheatre which formed the domain of Kaven.s- 
hoe. Far and wide the ^ancpiil sea, vast, dim, and grey, 
flooded bay and headland, cave and islet. Beneath their feet 
slept the winter “woodlands ; from whose brown bosom rose the 
cild house, many-gabled, throwing aloft from its chimneys hos- 
|A>itable columns of smoke, which hun^f in the still autumn air, 
t|^nd made a hazy cloud on the hill side. Everything was so 
quiet that they could* hear the gentle whisper of the ground- 
swell) and the voice??* if the cffildren at play upon the beach, 
and the dogs barking in the kenn^s. 
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“ How calm and quiet the old home looks, William,” saSa 
Charles ; “ 1 like to get back here after Oxford.” 

“ No wine parties here. No steeplet:hases. No bloomer 
balls,” said William. • 

“ No ! and no chapels and lectures, and being sent for by^' 
the Dean,” said Charles. ' 

“ AnS none of they dratted bones, neither,” said Wjlliam, 
with canphasis. • 

“ Ahem ! why no ! Suppose we ride on.” 

So they rode down the road through the woodland to the 
lodge, «nd so through the park — sloping steeply up on their left,’ 
with many a clump of oak and holly, and many a broad patch 
of crimson fern. The deer stood about in graceful groups, 
while the bficks belled and rattled noisily, making tlTe thorn- 
thickets echo with the clatter of their horns. The rabbits , 
scudded rapidly across the road, and the blackbird fled screaming 
from the mountain ash tree, now all afire with golden fruit. So 
they passed on until a sudden sweep brought them upon the 
terrace between the old grey house and the murmuring sea. ^ 
Charles jumped off and William led the horses round to the 
stable. A young lady in a^straw hat and brown gloves, with a 
pair of scissors and a basket, standing half-way up the steps, came 
down to meet him, dropping the^ b^ket, and holding out the 
browi^ gloves befo/e her. This young lady he took in his arms, 
and kissed ; an^ she, so far from resenting the libe^'ty, after she 
was set on her feet again, held him by both hands, and put a 
sweet dark face towards his,*as if she wouldn’t care if he kissed 
her again. Which he immediately did. 

It was not a very prdtty face, but oh ! such a calm, quiet, 
plea.sant one. There ^as scarcely a good feature in it, and yet 
the whole was so gentle and pleasing, and withal so shrewd and 
espi^gle^ that to look at it once was to thmk about it till you looked 
again ; and to look again was to look as often as you had a 
chance, and to like the facfc the more each time you looked. I 
said there was not a good feature in the face. Well, I misled 
you ; there was a pair of calm, hopest, black eyes, a very good 
feature indeed, and which, once seen, you wrere not likely to 
forget. And also, when I tell you that this face and eyes 
belonged to the neatest, trimmest little figure imaginable, I hope 
1 have done my w'ork •sufficiently well to make you envy tha« 
lucky rogue Charles, who, as we know, cares for no woman iij^ 
the world^but Adelaide, and who, betwdSsn you and me, seem^ ■ 
to be much too partial to this sdrt of thing. 

“ A thousand welcomes ^ome, Charley,” said the pleasant 
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little voice which belonged to this pleasant little personage. 
“ Oh ! I am so glad you’re come.” 

, “ You’ll soon wish liie away again. I’ll plague you.” 

• “ I like to be plagued by you, Charley. How is Adelaide ? ” 

“ Adelaide is il that tHb fondest lover could desire ” (for they 
had no secrets, these two), “ and cither sent her love or meant 
to do^.” 

“ Charles, dearest,” she said eager^’, “ come and see hiip now ! 
come and see him with me ! ” 

“ Wheiiti is he ? ” 

“ In the shrubbery, with Flying Childers# 

“ Is he .alone ? ” 

“ All alone, except the dog.” 

“ Whtre are they ? ” 

“ They are gone out coursing. Come on ; they will be back 
in an hour, and the Rook never leaves him. ('onie, come.” 

It will be seen that these young folks had a tolerably good 
.understanding with one another, and could carry on a conversa- 
ftion about “ third parties ” without even mentioning their names. 
We shall see how this came about presently ; but, for the present, 
let us follow these wicked conspiratys, and see in what deep plot 
they are engaged. 

They passed rapidly alongjthe terrace, and turned the corner 
of the house to the left, where the west front overhung tlye river 
glen, and tile broad terraced garden went Joyn step by step 
towards the brawling stream, 'rhis they passed, and, opening an 
iron gate, came suddenly into a gUomy maze of shrubbery that 
stretched its long vistas up the valley. 

Down one dtyrk alley after another fliey hurried. 'I'he yellow 
’eaves rustled beneath their feet, and ajj nature was f)ervaded 
with the^mell of decay. It was hard to believe that these bare 
damp woods were the sjme as those they had passed through 
but four months ago, decked out with their summer bravery — an 
orchestra to a myriad birds. Here and there a bright berry 
shone out among the dull-coloured twigs, and a solitary robin 
quavered his soft melanclyly song ahine. I'he flowers were 
dead, the birds were flown or mute, and brave, green leaves 
were stamped ilhder foot ; everywhere decay, decay. 

In the dampest, darkest walk of them all, in a far-off path, 
hedged with holly and yew, they foun(>a bentandgrey old mani 
^walking with a toothless, grey, old hound for his silent com- 
panion. And, as (iharles moved forward with r^id elastic 
step^ the old man looted up, sftid tbttered to meet him, showing 
as he did so, the face of «I>ensil ^^venshoe. 
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“Now, the Virgin be praised,” he said, “for putting it ‘in 
your head to come so quick, my darling. Whenever you go 
away now, I am in terror lest I should die and npver see you^ 
again. I might be struck with paralysis, and not know you, my 
boy. Don’t go away from me again.*’ V 

“ I should like never to leave you any more, father dear. 
See ho^ well you get on with my arm. Let us come out into 
the syn ; why do you walktin this dismal wood ? ” 

“ Why ? ” said the old man, with sudden animation, his grey 
eye kindling as he stopped, “ Why? I come here .because I 
can catfh sight of ^ woodcock, lad ! I sprang one by that holly 
just before you came up. Flip flap, and away through the 
hollies like a ghost ! Cuthbert and the priest are away coursing. 
Now you are come, surely*! can get on the grey pony, ifnd go up 
to see a hare killed. You will lead him for me, won’t you ? I 
don’t like to trouble them'' 

“Wc can go to-morrow, -dad, after lunch, you and I, and 
William. We’ll have Leopard and lllue-ruin — by George, it 
will be like old times again.” » 

“ And we’ll take our little quiet bird on her pony, won’t we ? 
said Densil, turning to Ma^. “ She’s such a good little bird, 
Charley. VVe sit and talk of you many an hour. Charley, can’t 
you get me down on the shore, and let me sit there ? I got 
Cuthbert to take me down once f but Father Mackworth came 
and talked abcait'the Immaculate Conception through his nose 
all the time. I didn’t want to hear him talk ; I wanted to hear 
the .surf on the shore. Good man 1 he thought he interested 
me, I dare say.” 

“ I hope he is ver)' kimi to you, father? ” 

“ Kind ! I assure yqu, my dear boy, he is the kindest creature; 
he never lets me out of his sight ; and so attentive ! ” , 

“ He’ll have to be a liitle less attgntive in future, confound , 
him ! ” muttered Charles. “ 'i'here he is. Talk of the devil ! 
Mary, my dear,” he added aloud, “ go and amuse the Rooks 
for a little, and let us have Cuthbert to ourselves.” 

'I'he old man looked curious at, the idea of Mary talking to 
the rooks ; but his mind was drawn off by Charles having led 
him into a warm, southern corner, and set him down in the sun. 

Mary did her errand well ; for, in a few moments, Cuthbert 
advanced rapidly towards them. Coming up, he took Charles’s 
hand, and shook it with a faint, kindly smile. | 

He had gro^Mi to be a tall and somewhat handsome young 
man— certainly handsomer fhan»'Charlesfr His face, even now 
he was warmed by exercise, was very pale, though the complexion 
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was clear and healthy. His hair was slightly gone from his 
forehead, and he looked much older than he really was. The 
moment that the smildwas gone his face rcsunicdi the expression 
ef passionless calm that it had borne before ; and, sitting down 
i)y his brother, he asked Him how he did. 

“ I am as well, Cuthbert,” said (diaries, “ as youth, health, a 
consc^nce of brass, and a whole world full of friends ciih make 
me. I'm all right, bless you. But#you look very peakiijg and 
pale. Do you take exercise enough 

“ I ? Qh, dear, yes. But I am very glad to see you, Charles. 
Our father misses you. Don’t you, father ? ” 

“ Very much, Cuthbert.” 

“ Yes. 1 bore him. I do, indeed. I don't lake intere.st in 
the things he does. I can't ; it’s not*my nature. A'ou and he 
will be as happy as kings talking about salmon, and puppies, 
and colts.” 

“ I know, Cuthbert ; I know. Vou never cared about those 
things as we do.” 

f “ No, never, brother ; and now less than ever. I hope you 
fvill stay with me — with us. Vou are my own brother. I will 
have you stay here,” he continued in a slightly raised voice ; 
“and I desire that any opposition^ or impertinence you may 
meet with may be immediately reported to me.” 

“ It will be immediately reported to thoscj who use it, and in 
a way they >*on't like, Cuthbert. Don’t you hciifraid ; I shan't 
quarrel. 'Fell me something about yourself, olcf boy.” 

“ I can tell you but little to interest yf)u, (’hades. Vou are of 
this world, and rejoice in being so. I, day by day, wean myselt 
more and more from it, knowing its >\t)rthlessncss. Leave me 
*o my books and my religious exercises, j^nd go on your way. 
.The time, will come when your pursuits and j)leasures will turn 
to bitter *dust in your mqpth, as min^ never can. When the 
world is like a howling wildernc.ss to you, as it will be soon, 
then come to me and 1 will show yarn where to find happiness. 
At present you will not listen to me.” 

“ Not I,” said (’hades. “^Youth, health, talent, like yours — 
are these gifts to de.spise ? ” 

“They are clbgs to keep me from higher things. Study, 
meditation, life in the past with those good men who have 
)|lra1ked the glorious road before us — in these consist happiness. , 
y^imbition ! I have one earthly ambition — to [)urge myself 
from earthly affection^ so that, when I hear the cloister-gate 
close •behind me for*e^r, my hi^rt*may leap with joy, and I 
may feel that I am in the antechamber of heaven.” 
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Charles was deeply affected, and bent down his head. 

“ Youth, love, friends, joy in this beautiful world — all to be 
buried between four dull white walls, brother \m ^ 

“This beautiful earth, which is beautiful indeed — alas ! hoW 
I love it still ! shall become a burden to us in a few yearsy* 
Love ! the greater the love, the greater the bitterness. Charles, 
remendjer f/taf, one day, will you, when your heart is Jom to 
shred^ ? I shall have ceased to love you then more than any 
other fellow-creature ; but remember my words. You are lead- 
ing a life which can only end in misery, as even the Jeachers of 
the falie and corri^ot religion which you profess would tell you. 

If you were systematically to lead the life you do now, it were 
better almost that there were no future. You are not angry, 
Charles?”* • 

Ther? was such a spice of truth in what Cuthbcrt said that . 
it would have made nine men in ten angry. I am pleased to 
record of my favourite CharJes that he was not ; he kept his 
head bent down, and groaned. 

“ Don’t be hard on our boy, Cuthbert,” said Densil ; “ he iV* 
a good boy, though he is not like you. It has always been so 
in our family — one a devotee and the other a sportsman. Let 
us go in, boys ; it gets chid.” 

Charles rose up, and, throwing his arms round his brother’s 
neck, boisterously gave him ii kfss on the check ; then he * 
began laughing and talking at the top of his voices making the 
nooks and an^es in the grey old fa^*ade echo with his jubilant 
voice. • 

Under the dark porch they found a group of three — Mack- 
worth ; a jolly-looking,* round-faced, Irish ipriest, by name 
Tiemay ; and Mary. Mackworth received Charles with ft 
pleasant smile, and they joined in conver.sation together 
heartily. Few men cou^l be more agreeable than Mackworth, « 
and he chose to be agreeable now. Charles was insensibly 
carried away by the charm of his frank, hearty manner, and for 
a rime forgot who was talking to him. 

Mackworth and Charles wercu enemies. If we reflect a 
moment, we shall see that it coula hardly be otherwise. 

Charles’s existence, holding, as he did, the otonoxious religion, 
was an offence to him. He had been prejudiced against him . 
from the first : and, children not being very slow to find oi.« ' 
who are well disposed towards them, or the contrary, CharltT,’ 
had earl^ begun to regard the priest whh distrust and dislike. 
So a distant, sarcastic line^f tteatmen6 on the one hand and 
childish insolence and defiance on the other, had grown at last 



Charles’s Domestic Relations ^83 

into something very like hatred on both sides. Every soul in 
the house adored Charles but the priest ; and, on the other 
Ijand, the priest’s authority and dignity were iquestioned by 
Aone but Charles. And, all these small matters being taken 
into consideration, it is ncft wonderful, I say, that Charles and 
the priest were not good friends even before anything had 
occurtjpd to bring about any o|)en rupture. * 

Charles and Mackworth seldom met of late years without a 
“ sparring match.” On this day, however — partly owing, 
nerhaps, to the presence of a jolly good-humoured Irish priest 
— they got through dinner pretty well. Cities was an brave 
as a lion, and, though by far the priest's inferior in scientific 
“ sparring,” had a rough, strong, effective method of fighting, 
which wSs by no means to be despised. His great "itrength lay 
in his being always ready for battle. As he used to tell his 
crony William, he would as soon fight as not ; and often, when 
rebuked by C'uthbert for what he railed insolence to the priest, 
he would exclaim, “ I don’t care ; what did he begin at me 
for? If he lets me alone. I’ll let him alone.” And, seeing 
that he had been at continual war with the riiverend gentleman 
for sixteen years or more, I think it speaks highly for the 
courage of both parties that neither had hitherto yiclderd 
When Charles afterwards carne to know what a terrible card 
the man had held in his hand, he was struck with amazement 
at his self-pORsession in not playing it, despite li^s interest. 

Mackworth was hardly so civil after dinner as he was before ; 
but Cuthbert was hoping that ("harles and he would get on 
without a battle-royal, when a .slight accident brought on a 
general engagement, and threw all hts hopes to the grrjund. 
’>ensil and Mary had gone up U) thiJ drawing-room, and 
Charles, having taken as much wine as he cared for, rose from 
the table, and sauntered V)wards the door, when Cuthbert quite 
innocently asked him where he was going. 

Charles said also in perfect good fiiith that he was going to 
smoke a cigar, and talk to William. 

Cuthbert asked him, Woyld he get William or one of them 
to give the grey colt a warm mash with some nitre in it ; and 
Charles said he’d see it done for him himself ; when, without 
I warning or apparent cause. Father Mackw-orth said to Father 
f^iemay, • 

ii “ This William is one of the grooms. A renegade, I fancy ! I 
believe the fellow is » Protestant at heart. He and Mr. Charles 
Ravenshoe are verjpiiflimate ; Ahe/ kept up a constant corre- 
spondence when apart, I assure y<^u.” 
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Charles faced round instantly, and confronted his enefny 
with a smile on his lips ; but he said not a word, trying to force 
Mackworth tfj* continue. * • 

“ Why don’t you leave him alone?” said Cuthbert. 

“ My dear Cuthbert,” said Charlfes, “ pray don’t humiliatu^ 
me by interceding ; I assure you I am greatly amused. You 
see hd doesn’t speak to me ; he addressed himself ^o Mr. 
Tien>ay.” t 

“ 1 wished,” said Mackworth, “ to call Father Tiernay’s 
attention, as a stranger to this part of the world, to fche fact of 
a young gentlemat^'s corresponding w'ith an illiterate groom in 
preference to any member of his family.” 

“ The reason 1 do it,” said Charles, speaking to Tiernay, but 
steadily wati:hing Mackw’orth to sec if any of his shafts bit, “ is to 
gain information. 1 like to know what goes on in my absence. . 
Cuthbert here is buried in his book.s, and does not know 
everything.” 

No signs of flinching there. Mackworth sat with a scornful 
smile on his pale face, without moving a muscle. V* . 

“ He likes to get information,” said Mackworth, about his ^ 
village amours, 1 suppose.^ But, dear me, he can’t know any- 
thing that the whole parish don’t know. I could have told him 
that that poor deluded fool of an underkceper was going to 
marry Mary T.ce^, after all that'' had happened. He will be , 
dowering a w^e flir his precious flivourite soma day.” 

“ My precious flivourite, Father Tiernay,” said Charles, still 
closely watching Mackworth, “ is my foster-brolher. He used 
to be a great favourite with our reverend friend ; his pretty 
sister Fllen is so still, I believe.” « 

'rhis was as randoi?i an arrow as ever was shot, and yet it 
went home to the feather. (Charles saw Mackworth gjvc a start 
and bite his lip, and knqw that he b^td smote him deep ; he . 
burst out laughing. 

“ With regard to the re«t, Father Tiernay, any man who says 
that there was anything wTong between me and Mary Lee tells, 
saving your presence, a lie. It’s infernally hard if a man 
mayn’t play at love-making wdth the whole village for a con- 
fidant, and the whole matter a merry joke, but one must be 
accused of all sorts of villainy. Isn’t ours a pleasant house- 
hold, Mr. I'icrnay ? ” *- V] 

Father 'Fiernay shook his honest sides with a wondering'-* 
laugh, and said, “ Faix it is. But I hopo ye’ll allow me to put "" 
matters right betune you two. Father ■•Mackworth begiyi on 
the young man ; he w'as goi^ out to his dudeen as peaceful as 
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iiif honest young gentleman should. And some of the best 
quality are accustomed to converse their grooms in the evening 
^qver their cigar. I hiyself can instance Lord Mountdown, 
^^those hospitality I have partook freiiucnt. And I’m hardly 
wware of any act of parliament, brother, whereby a young man 
shouldn’t kiss a pretty girl in the way of fun, as I've done 
myself sure. Whist now, both on ye ! I’ll come with* ye, ye 
heretic, and smoke a cigar meself.” f • 

“ I call you to witness that he insulted me,” said Mat:kworth, 
‘urning rovnd from the window. 

“ I wish you would let him alone, Katlm'r,” said Ciflhbert, 
peevishly ; “ we were getting on very happily till you began. 
Do go, ('harles, and smoke your cigar with Father 'Tiernay.” 

“ 1 an? waiting to see if he wants finy nKjre,” sifld t'harles, 
» with a laugh, “(^)me on, Father 'I'icrnay, and I'll show you 
the miscreant, and his pretty sister, too, if you like.” 

“ I wish he hadn’t come home, ’’•said ('utlibert, as .soon as he 
and Mackworth were alone together. “Why do you and he 
^ight like cat and dog? You make me perfectly miserable. I 
Know he is going t<; the devil, in a worldly point of view, and 
that his portion will be hell nec essar^y as a heretic ; but I dcai't 
see why you should worry him to death, and make the hou.se 
miserable to him.” 

^ “ It is for his good.” , 

“ Nonsemst,” rejoined CAithbert. “ You makethim hate you ; 
and I don't thiqk you ought to treat a son of this house in the 
way you treat him. You are undei* obligations to this house. 
Yes, you are. I won’t be conlrailicled now. 1 will have my 
say when I am m this temper, and yod kiviw it. 'I’he devil is 
ot dead yet by a long way, y<ni see. • Why do you rouse 
him ? ’’ 

“ Go on, go on.” 

“Yes, I will go on. I'm in my own house, I believe. Hut 
the eleven thousand virgin.s, m(jrc*or lc.ss, of the holy St. 
Ursula, virgin and martyr, that brother of mine is a brave 
fellow. Why, he cares as ^luch for you as for a little dog 
barking at him. And you’re a noble enemy for any man. 
You’d better let ftim alone, I think ; you won’t get much out of 
him. Adieu.^’ 

I “ What queer wild blood there is in these Ravenshoes,” said 
^ackworth to himself, when he was alone. “ A younger hand 
than myself would ha^e been surnrised at Cuthber^s kicking 
after so much schooling. Ncft 1. ^ I shall never quite tame 
him, though he is broken in enou^ for all practical purpioses. 
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He will be on his knees to-morrow for this. I like to make 
him kick ; I shall do it sometimes for amusement ; he is so 
much easier nftnaged after one ©f thes5 tantrums. By Jove 
I love the man better every day ; he is one after my own hearts 
As for Charles, I hate him, and yet \ like him after a sort, 
like to break a pointless lance with that boy, and let him 
fancy fie is my equal. It amuses me. 

“ I*almost fancy that I could have fallen in love with that 
girl Ellen. I was uncommon near it. I must be very careful. 
What a wild hawk she is ! What a magnificent mov^ that was 
of her#, risking a prosecution for felony on one single throw^ 
and winning. How could she have guessed that there was 
anything there? She couldn’t have guessed it. It was an 
effort of g^ius. It was« splendid move. * 

“ How nearly that pigheaded fool of a young nobleman has - 
gone to upset my calculations ! His namesake the chessplayer 
could not have done more* mischief by his talents than his 
friend had by stupidity. I wish Lord Ascot could get ruined 
as quickly as possible, and then my friend would be safe ouV 
of the way. But he won’t.” 


CHAPTER XII 

CONTAINING A SONG UY CHARLES RAVENSHOE, AND ALSO 
FATHER TIERWAY’s OPINION ABOUT THE FAMILY 

Charlies and the goocknatured Father Tiernay wandered out . 
across the old court-yard, towards the stables — a pile of 
buildings in the same style as the house, which lay back 
towards the hill. The moon was full, although obscured by 
clouds, and the whole court-yard bathed in a soft yellow 
light. They both paused for a moment to look at the fine old 
building, standing silent for a time ; and then*Charles startled 
the contemplative priest by breaking into a harsh scornful 
laugh, as unlike his owli cheery Ha ! Ha! as it was possiblf^ 
to be. . . t 

** What*are you disturbing a gentlema&i^s meditations in that 
way for ? ” said the Father. * ft them jfeur Oxford manners ? 
Give me ye'r cigar-case, ye l^ythen, if ye can’t appreciate the 



”Song by Charles Ravenshoe 87 

• 

beauties of nature and art combined — laughing like that at the 
cradle of your ancestors, too.” 

Charles gave him tHb cigar-case, and rolled out in a rich bass 
wice — 

• 

“ The old falcon’s nest 
Was built up on the crest 
Of the cliff that hangs over the sea ; 

And the jackdaws and creuvs, 

As every one knows, 

Were confounded respectful to he, to he — c — e.” 

“ Howld yer impudence, ye young hcratic doggrelVritcr ; 
can’t 1 see what ye are driving at ? ” 

“ But the falcon grew old, 

And the nest it grew cold, 

And the carrion birds they grew Ijoldcr ; 

So the jackdaws and crows. 

Underneath his own nose. 

Gave both the young falcons cold shoulder.” 

“ Bedad,” said the good-natured Irishman, “some one got 
hot shoulder to-day. Aren’t ye ashamed of yourself, singing 
such ribaldry, and all the ser\ants hearing ye?” 

“ Capital song, Father ; only one verse more.” 

• • 

“The elder was^quelled, 

• But the younger rebelled ; • 

So he spread his w'hile wings and fled over the sea. 
ynid the jackdaws and crows, 

‘ lie’ll be hanged I suppose, 

But what in the deuce docs that matter to we ? ’ ” 


There was something in the wild, bitter tone in which he 
sang the Ifist verse that made Father I'iernay smoke his cigar 
,in silence as they sauntered across thuyard, till Charle.s began 
again. 

“Not a word of applause for mf poor impromptu song? 
Hang it, I’d have applauded anything you sang.” 

“ Don’t be so reckless ^d bitter, Mr. Ravenshoe,” .said 
Tiernay, laying his hand on his shoulder. “ I can feel for you, 
though there is st> little in common between us. You might 
lead a happ)^ peaceful life if you were to come over to us ; 
^hich you will do, if 1 know anything of my trade, in the same 
i^ay that the sun turns p^-green. Allans^ as we used to say 
over the water ; let us^ontinue our travels.” 

“ Reckless ! 1 am ifbt reckless. *The jolly old world is very 
wide, and 1 am young and strong There will be a wrench 
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when the tooth comes out ; but it will soon be over, and the 
toothache will be cured.” 

Tiernay renftiined silent a moment, ahd then in an absent 
manner sang this line, in a sweet low voice — 

For the girl of my heart that I'll never see more.” 

“ She must cast in her lot with me,” said Charles. “ Ay, 
and she will do it, too. S^ic will follow me to the world^s end, 
sir. Are you a judge of horses ? What a question to ask of 
an Irishman ! Here are the stables.” 

'rhe'lads were lidding down, and all the great building was 
alive with the clattering of busy feet and the neighing of 
horses. The great Ravenshoe Stud was being tucked up for 
the night ; *LUid over that two thousand pounds’ worth of horse- 
flesh at least six thousand pounds' worth of fuss was being 
made, under the superintendence of the stud groom, Mr. 
Dickson. » 

I'he physical appearance of Mr. Dickson was as though you 
had taken an aged Newmarket jockey and put a barrel o;^ 
oysters, barrel and all, inside his waistcoat. His face was thin f 
his thighs were hollow ; calves to his legs he had none. He 
was all stomach. Many years had elapsed since he had been 
brought to the verge of dissolution by severe training; and 
since then all th^t he had eaten, or drunk, or done, had flown 
to his stomacli, producing a tympanitic action ii* that organ, 
astounding to behold. In speech he was, towards his superiors, 
courteous and i)olite ; towards his ecjuals, dictatorial ; towards 
his subordinates, abusive, not to say blasphemous. To this 
gentleman Charles addressed himself, inquiring if he had seen 
William ; and he, with a lofty, though courteous, sense of 
injury, iiKjuired in a loud tone of voice, of the stable-men 
generally, if any one had seen Mr. ^Charles’s pad-groom. 

In a (lead silence which ensued, one of the lads was ill- 
advised enough to say that he didn’t exactly know where he 
was ; which caused Mr. Dickson to remark that, if that was all 
he had to say, he had better go-on with his work, and not 
make a fool of himself — which the man did, growling out 
something about always putting his foot in ''it. 

“ Your groom comes and goes pretty much as he likes, sir,” 
said Mr. Dickson. “ I don’t consider him as under my orders ^ 
Had he been so, I should have felt it my duty to make con^; 
plaint on Inore than one occasion ; he is a little too much of a 
gentleman for mv stable, sii'.” * . 

“Of course, my good Dickson,” interrupted Charles, “the 
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faot of his being my favourite makes you madly jealous of him ; 
that is not the questicai now. If you don’t know where he is, 
be so good to hold Vour tongue.” • 

f • Charles was only now and then insolent and abrupt with ser- 
^l^nts, and they liked hiifi the better for it. It was one of 
Cuthbert’s rules to be coldly, evenly polite, and, as he thought, 
considerate to the whole household ; anil yet they did ftot like 
him half so well as Charles, who wo^ld sometimes, whii^ any- 
thing w'ent wrong, “ kick up,” what an intelligent young Iri.sh 
^ootman ujed to call “ the divvlc’s own shindy.” Caithbert, 
tlley knew', had no sympathy for them, hut ^|*eated then#, as he 
treated himself, as mere machines; while Charles had that 
infinite capacity of good-will which none are more quick to 
recognist* than servants and laboiirii\g people. .Vtid on this 
occasion, though Mr. Dickson might have sworn a little more 
than usual after Cliarless departure, yet his feeling, on the 
whole, was that he was sorry for having vexed the young gentli;- 
man by sneering at his favourite. 

J Hut Charles, having re.scued the enrajitured Kather 'I'iernay 
(fom the .stable, and having listened somewhat inattentively to a 
long description of the ('urragh of Kddare, led the worthy priest 
round the back of the stable.s, up a short path through the wood, 
and knocked at the door of a long, low ke< per's lodge, which 
stood within a stone's throw*o(*the other buildings, in an open, 
grassy glade, l^irough which* Ilowed a musical, sleiider stream of 
w'ater. In one instant, night was hideous with rattling chains 
and barking dogS, who made as though they would tear the 
intruders to jiieces ; all except one foolish pointer pup, who was 
loose, and who, jnstead of doing his •duty by barking, came 
f*' '^bly up, and cast himself on his bai k at^lheir feet, as though 
tney were ^he car of Juggernaut, and he was a candidate for 
piradi.se. * Finding that j^e was not, destroyed, he made a 
humiliating feint of being glad to .see them, and nearly over- 
threw the priest by getting betw’een hi»legs. Hut (Charles, find- 
ing that his .second summons was unanswered, lifted the latch, 
and went into the house. 

The room they entered was dark, or nearly so, and at the 
first moment appeared empty : but, at the second glance, they 
ma4e out that^a figure w’as kneeling before the dying embers of 
‘ J3 fire, and tr)'ing to kindle a match by blowing on the coals. 

Hullo ! ” said Charles. 

“ William, my boy,” s^id a voice which made the priest start, 

“ Whefe have you bean, •lad ? ” 

At the same moment a match was lit, and then a candle ; a.s 
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the light blazed up, it fell on the features of a grey headed old 
man, who was peering through the darkness at them, and the 
priest cried, “ Good God ! Mr. Ravenshoe 1 ” 

I'he likeness for one moment was very extraordinary ; but, ^ 
the eye grew accustomed to the li^ht, one saw that the facg^*^ 
was tlie face of a taller man than Densil, and one, too, who wore ' 
the dress of a gamekeeper. Charles laughed at the priest, and 
said— U 

“ You were struck, Jis many have been, by the likeness. He 
has been s(j long with my father that he has the vpry trick of 
his voite, and the Jpok of the eye. Where have you been to- 
night, James ? ” he added affectionately. “ Why do you go out 
so late alone ? If any of those mining rascals were to be round 
poaching, you might be killed.*^ 

“ I can take care of myself yet, Master Charles,” said the old ^ 
man, laughing ; and, to do him justice, he certainly looked as if 
he could. 

“ Where is Nora ? ” 

“ Gone down to young James Holby’s wife ; she is lying-in.” 

“ Pretty early, too. Where’s Ellen ? ” 

“ Gone up to the house.” 

“ See, Father, I shall be disappointed in showing you the belle 
of Ravenshoe ; and now you will go back to Ireland, fancying 
you can compete with us.” '' * 

Father 'riernay was beginning* a story abcut five Miss' 
Moriartys, who were supposed to rival in charms and accom- 
plishments, any five young ladies in the world, ^hen his eye was 
attracted by a stuffed hare in a glass case, of unusual size and 
very dark colour. ^ ^ 

“'Phat, sir,” said Jaimes, the keeper, in a bland, polite, ejf- 
planatory tone of voice, coming and leaning over hirn, “ is old 
Mrs. Jewel, that lived in the last cottf^e on the right hand side, 
under the cliff. I always thought that it had been Mrs. Simp- 
son, but it was not. I shot this hare on the Monday, not three 
hundred yards from Mrs. Jewel’s house \ and on the Wednesday 
the neighbours noticed the shutters hadn’t been do>Mi for two 
days, and broke the door open ; and there she was, sure enough, 
dead in her bed. 1 had shot her as she was Cuming home from 
some of her devilries. A quiet old soul she was, . though, kfo, 

I never thought it had*been she.” 

It would be totally impossible to describe the changes throu^^'- 
which th& broad, sunny face of Father Tiemay went, during tnfe' 
above astounding narration'; herror, astonishment, inquiiy, and 
humour were so strangely blended. He looked into the face of 
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thcf old gamekeeper, and met the expression of a man who had 
mentioned an intereStong fact, and had contributed to the 
^entihc experience ofnthe listener. He looked *t Charles, and 
mtet no expression whatever ; but the latter said — 

1^ “ Our witches in these flirts, Father, take the form of some 
inferior animal when attending their Sabbath or general meet- 
ings, wiiich 1 believe are presided over by an undoubtecfjgentle- 
man, who is not generally named in pflite society. In thii^case, 
the old woman was caught sneaking home under the form of a 
' are, and p/omptly rolled over by James ; and here she is.” 

* Father I'icrnay said, “ Oh, indeed I ” but looked iiS if he 
thought the more. 

“ And there’s another of them out now, sir,” saiil the keeper ; 
“and, Master Charles dear, if you’re ^oing to tak^ the grey 
•^lounds out to-morrow, do have a turn at that big black hare 
under Birch Tor ” 

“ A black hare ! ” said Father 'Fiernay, aghast. 

■ “ Nearly coal-black, your reverence,” said James. “She’s a 
jpitch, your reverence, and who she is the blessed saints only 
know. I have seen her three or four times. If the master was 
on terms with Stjuire Humby to Jlcle, we might have the 
harriers over and run her down. But that can’t be, in course. 
If you take Blue-ruin and l-^ghtning out to-morrow, Ma.ster 
Charles, and turn her out of the brambles unc^er the rockjy and 
leave the Mafter and Miss^lary against the corner of the stone 
wall to turn her^down the gully, you must have her.” 

The look of astonishment had gradually faded from Father 
Tiernay’s face. It is said that one of the great elements of 
power in the Roman Catholic priestho*od, is that they can lend 
lemselves to any little hit of - well, of mild deception — which 
happens (e be going. Father Tiernay was up to the situation. 
■^He looked from the keep«tr to Charle* with a bland and stolid 
expression of face, and said — 

“ If she is a witch, mark my words* the dogs will never touch 
her. The way would be to bile up a crooked sixpence and fire 
at her with that. I shall b<4 there to see the sport. I never 
hunted a witch yet.” 

“ Has your reference ever seen a white polecat ? ” said the 
^keeper. • 

“ No, never,” said the priest ; ** I ha\% heard of them though. 
jiy friend, Mr. Moriarty, of Castledown (not Mountdown 
Castle,' ye understand*, *that is the sate of my Ix>rd Mountdown, 
whose blessed mother Ws a Mt>riaAy, the heavens be her bed), 
claimed to have seen one ; but, no one else ever saw it, 
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and he said it turned brown again as the season came round. 
May the— may the saints have my sowl if > believe a word of it. ’ 

“ / have one, your reverence ; and ?t is a rapity, I allow'. 
Stoats turn white often in hard winters, but polecats rarely, ^ 
your reverence and your honour will excuse me a moment, ^ 
will fetch it. It was shot by my Lord Welter when he was 
staying^here last winter. A fine shot is my lord, your rev/irence, 
for so^ young a man.” • 

He left the room, and the priest and ('liarles w'ere left alone 
together. , 

“ Dees he believe all this rubbisli about witches ? ” said 
Father 'I'iernay. 

“ As firmly as you do the li(|uefaclion of the blood of ” 

“ 'rhere, there ; we don’t want all that. Do you believe in 
it?” 

“ Of course I don’t,” said ('harles ; ‘‘ but why should I tell 
him so ? ” 

“ Why do you lend yourself to such humbug ? ” 

“Why do you?” . 

“ llegorra. 1 don’t know. I am always lending I lent a 
low-lirowed, hang-jawed spjilpeen of a Belgian priest two pound 
the other day, an sorra a halfpenny of it will me mother’s son 
ever see again. Hark ! ” 

There were voices apiiroaching the lodge — the voices of two 
uneducated persons quarrelling ; one that of a mai>, the other oi 
a woman. 'I'hey both made so much out in a moment. Charles 
recognised the voices, and would have distracted the priest’s 
attention, and given those without warning that there were 
strangers within ; but in his anxiety to catch vjiat was said, he 
was not ready enough and they both heard this. 

'Ihe man’s voice said fiercely, “ You did.” 

The woman’s voice said after a wild sob, “ I did not'.” 

“You did. I saw you. You are a liar as well as ” 

“ I swear I didn’t ; Strike me dead. Bill, if there’s been any- 
thing wrong.” 

“ No. If I thought there had, jl’d cut his throat first and 
yours after.” 

“ If it had been ///w. Bill, you wouldn’t ha)#e used me like 
this.” 

“ Never you mind that.” 

“You want to drive me mad. You do. You hate 
Master Charles hates me. Oh, I wish P was mad.” 

“ I’d sooner see you chained by the Waist in the straw thar 
see what I saw to-night.” Then followed an oath. 
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The door was rudely opened, and there entered first of all 
3ur old friend, Charldi’s groom, William, who seemed beside 
j^imself with passion, and after him a figure which struck the 
gdod Irishman dumb with amazement and admiration — a girl 
beautiful as the summer *morning, with her bright brown hair 
tangled over her forehead, and an expression of wild terror and 
wrath ofi her face, such as one may conceive the old sculptor 
wished to express, when he tried, anc^ failed, to carve the* face 
of the Gorgon. 

^She glared on them both in her magnificent beauty only one 
moment. Yet that look, as of a lost soul ofasolher world, mad, 
hopeless, defiant, has never passed from the memory of either 
of them. 

She was gone in an instant into an inner room, afld William 
U’as standing looking saviigely at the priest. In another moment 
his eyes had wandered to ('harles. and then his face grew 
smooth and (juiet, and he said — • 

We’ve been quarrelling, sir : don’t you and this good gentle 
jmn say anything about it. Master Charles, dear, she drives 
Bnc mad sometimes. 'J’hings are not going right with her.” 

^ Charles and the priest walke<l thoughtfully home together, 
“Allow me to say, Ravenshoe,” said the priest, “that as an 
Irishman,! consider mysell’ jiulge of remarkable establish 
,^ients. 1 rnust say honestly that I have seldqm or never, met 
with a great Ifmse with so many (jueer elements abf)ut it as 
yours. You are ^11 remarkable people. And, on my honour, 

I think that our friend Mackwf)rth i-f the most remarkable man 
of the lot.” 


CHAPTER Xril 

THE BlbACK HARE 

It was a glorioifs breezy November morning ; the sturdy oaks 
alone held orf to the last brown remnants of their summer 
(K-^ry ; all the rest of the trees in the vast sheets of wood which 
piithed the lower parts of the downs overhanging Ravenshoe 
had changed the bright* Colours of autumn for the duller, but 
not less b^utiful, browffs and pifrplc^ of winter. Below, in the 
park, the deer were feeding among the yellow fern brakes, and 
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the rabbits were basking and hopping in the narrow patches of 
slanting sun-light, which streamed throi gh the leafless trees. 
Aloft, on the hill, the valiant blackcock led out hjs wives and, 
family from the wortle-grown rocks, to flaunt his plumage in th^i 
warmest corner beneath the Tor. * V 

And the Tors, too, how they hung aloft above the brown 
heather, which was relieved here and there by patches yf dead 
brown, king-fern ; hung .aloft like brilliant, clearly-defined 
crystals, with such mighty breadths of light and shadow as Sir 
Charles J3arry never could accomplish, though he had West- 
minster Abbey to took at every day. 

Up past a narrow sheep-path, where the short grass faded on 
the one side into feathery broom, and on the other into brown 
heather and grey stone, under the shadow of the Tor (vhich lay 
nearest to Kavenshoe, and overhung those dark woods in whiclv 
we saw Densil just now walking with his old hound ; there was 
grouped, on the morning after the day of (diarles’s arrival, a 
happy party, every one of whom is already known to the reader. 
Of which circumstance I, the writer, am most especially glad^ 
For I am already as tired of introducing new people to you af 
my lord chamberlain mu?.t be of presenting strangers to Her 
Majesty at a levee. 

Densil first, on a grey cob, looking very old and feeble, strain- 
ing Jiis eyes up the glen whither Charles, and James, the old 
keeper, had gone with the greyhounds. At his rein stooef 
William, whom we knew at Oxford. Beside the old man sat 
Mary on her pony, looking so radiant and happy, that, even if 
there had been no glorious autumn sun overhead, one glance 
at her face would have made the dullest landscape in Lancashire 
look bright. Last, not least, the good Father Tiernay, who sat 
on his horse, hatless, radiant, scratching his tonsure. 

“ And so you’re determined to iback the blue dog. Miss 
Mary,” said he. 

“ I have already betted a pair of gloves with Charles, Mr. 
Tiernay,” said Mary, “and I will be rash enough to do 
so with you. Ruin is the qp’ckest striker we have ever 
bred.” 

“ I know it ; they all say so,*^ said the priest ; “ but come, I 
must have a bet on the course. I will back Lightning.” 

“ Lightning is the \iuicker dog,” said Densil ; “ but Rui y 
you will see him lie behind the other dog all the run, and striidJi^ 
the hare*at last. Father Mackworth, a good judge of a dog, 
always backs him against tlie kennel.” 

“ Where is Father Mackworth ? ” 



The Black Hare 95 

* I don’t know,” said Densil. “ I am surprised he is not with 
us ; he is very fond oVcoursing.” 

/ “ His revorence, sir,” said William, “ started* up the moor 
about an hour ago. I saw him going.” 

“ Where was he going to^ ” 

“ I can’t say, sir. He took just over past the rocks on the 
opposi^ side of the bottom from Mr. Charles.” 

“ I wonder,” said Father Tiernay,i“ whether James will find 
his friend, the witch, tins morning.” 

^ “ Ah,” sgid Densil, “he was telling me about that. lam 
sure I hope not.” 

Father Tiernay was going to laugh, but didn’t. 

“Do jou believe in witches, then, Mr. Ravenshoe?” 

“ VVhy, no,” said Densil, stroking Ifis chin thoughtfully, “ I 
•suppose not. It don’t seem to me now, as an old man, a more 
absurd belief than this new electro-biology and table-turning. 
Charles tells me that they use nwgic crystals at Oxford, and 
^en claim to have raised the devil himself at Merton ; which, at 
^is time of day, seems rather like reverting to first principles, 
^ut I am not sure I believe in any of it. I only know that, if 
any poor old woman has sold herself to Satan, and taken it into 
her head to transform herself into a black hare, my greyhounds 
won't light upon her. She /nyst have made such a deuced hard 
, ^bargain that I shouldn’t lil^eto cheat her out gf any of the^small 
space left hci*between this and, and- thingamy.” 

William, as ajjrivileged servant, took the liberty of remark- 
ing that old Mrs. Jewel didn’t seemlo have been anything like 
a match for Satan in the way of a bargain, for she had had 
hard times of it^even years before she died. I'^rom which — 

' Father Tiernay deduced the moral lesson, that that sort of 
thing didp’t pay ; and — 

4 Mary said she didn’t boiieve a word of such rubbish, for old 
Mrs. Jewel was as nice an old body as ever was seen, and had 
worked hard for her living, until her ^rength failed, and her son 
went down in one of the herring-boats. 

Densil said that his little kird was too positive. I’here was 
the Witch of Endor, for instance — 

Father Tiernay, who had been straining his eyes and attention 
jit the moveiribnts of Charles and the* greyhounds, and had only 
i^Aught the last word, said with remarkable emphasis and di.s- 
^linctness — 

** A broooibtick of the Witch of Endor, 
Wellah<Awi*b«slf/’ * 

and then looked at Densil as though he had helped him out of 
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a difficulty, and wanted to be thanked. Densil continued 
without noticing him — / 

“ 'I’here was the Witch of Endor. Ana ‘ thou shalt not sufTe^ 
a witch to live.’ If ther > weren’t such things as witches, yofti^ 
know, St. Paul wouldn’t have .said tliat.” 

“ 1 don’t think it was St. Paul, papa, was it ? ” said Mary. 

“It was one of them, my love; and, for that mjjtter I 
consider St. Peter quite as good as St. Paul, if not better. St. 
Peter was always in trouble, I know ; but he was the only one 
who struck a blow for the good cause, all honour tOfhim. L^t 
me .see', he married St. Veronica, didn’t he ? ” 

“ Marry St. Veronica, virgin and martyr ? ” said the priest, 
aghast. “ My good sir, you are really talking at random/’ 

“ Ah, w6ll, I may be' wrong ; she was virgin, but^she was 


no martyr.” ^ 

“St. Veronica,” said Father 'I'iernay dogmatically and 
somewhat sulkily, “ was martyred under 'Piberius ; no less than 
that.” 


“ I bet you what you like of it,” cried 
died ” 


Densil, 



But what was Densil’s topinion about the last days of St. ' 
Veronica will for ever remain a mystery ; for at this moment 
there came a “ See, HO ! ” from^Ctarles ; in the ne.xt a noble 
hare, had burst from a tangled majs of brambles at his feet;^^ 
in another the two dogs were on her haunches,*and Charles, ' 
carrying two little flags furled in his hand, ha^ dashed at the 
rough rocks on the bottcitn of the valley, had brought his 
horse on his nose, recovered him, and was half way up the 
hill after the flying greyhounds. • 

It was but a shoft course. Puss raced for some broken 
ground under the hill, opposite to where our party stopd. She 
was too close pressed, and doubled* back for the open, but,i- 
meeting James, turned as a last desperate chance back to her 
first point. Too late ; the dogs were upon her. There was 
a short scuffle, and then Charles, rising in his saddle, unfurled 
his blue flag, and waved it. 

“ Hurrah ! ” cried Mary, clapping her hands, “ two pairs of 
gloves this morning : where will he try now, f wonder? Here 
comes James ; let us ask Kira.” • 

James approached them with the dead hare, and Dftr'.V-' 
asked where he was going to try. He said, just where thq' 
were. * * • 

Densil asked, had he seen Hither Nfadcwortli ? and he was 
in the act of saying that was gone ()ve; the down, when 
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Aout from Charles, and a still louder one from James, made 
them all start. A lai^ black hare had hurst from the thorns 
At Charleses* feet, ana was bowling down the* glen straight 
tAwards them, with the dogs close behind her. 

^ “The witch,” shouted %mes, “the witch! we shall know 
who she is now.” 

It s^jemed very likely indeed. Densil broke away from 
\yilliam, and, spurring his pony dorn the shet-p path iK the 
risk of his neck, made for the entrance of the wood. 'I’he 
hare, one such dirk colour that she lookinl almost black, 
scudded along in a parallel ilireciion, and* dashed into the 
grass ride just in front of Densil ; they saw her flying down it, 
just under the dogs’ noses, and tlien they saw her ilash into a 
cross ride, one of the dogs making a s*trike at her as she did 
50 ; then hare and greyhounds disappeared round the (a)rner. 

“She’s dead, sir, confound her; we shall have her now, the 
tech I ” 

S'rhey all came round the corner pell-mell. Here stood the 
|f>gs, panting and looking foolishly about them, while in front 
m them, a few yards distant, stood f ather .Mac:kworlh, looking 
disturbed and flushed, as though he kad been running. 

Old James stared aghast ; William gave a long whistle ; 
Mary, for a moment, was ^ictually ti-rrilied. Densil looked 
^ Duzzled, Charles amused while Father 'riurnay made* the 
* ‘forest ring wifh peal after peal of uproarious laughter. 

“I am afraid, I have spoilt sport, Mr. Ravenshoc,” .said 
Mackworth, coming forward ; “ th(f hare ran almost again.st 
^my legs, and doubled into the cojjse, puzzling the; dogs. They 
seemed almost inclined to revenge themselves on me for a 
r.r)ment.” • 

“ Ha, lyi ! ” cried the jolly priest, not noticing, as Charles 
did, how confused the [irie.st was. So we’ve caught you 
sneaking home from your appointment w'ith your dear friend.” 

“ What do you mean, sir, by appofhtment ? You arc over- 
stepping the bounds of decorum, sir. Mr. Ravenshoc, I beg 
you to forgive me for inadver*ently spoiling your si)ort.” 

“Not at all, my dear Father,” said Densil, thinking it best, 
ff^m the scared fook of old James, to enter into no further 

f lanations ; w-e have killed one liare, and now I think it 
ime to come home to lunch.” • 

‘ Don’t eat it all before I come ; I must run up to the 1 or ; 

I have dropped my wfii'p there,” said Charles. “ Jaihes, ride 
my horse home ; you'*lobk tired.® I *shall be there on foot in 
hsdf the time.” 


D 
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He had cast the reins to James, and was gone, and they* all 
turned homewards together. > ^ 

Charles, fleet of foot, was up on the iTor in a «few minute^ 
and had picked up his missing property; then he sat hifii 
down on a stone, thinking. 

‘‘There is something confoundedly wrong somewhere, and 
I should like to find out what it is. What had that Jack 
pries;, been up to, that nflide him look so (pieer ? And also, 
what was the matter between Ellen and William last night ? 
Whonri has she been going on with ? I will gQ down. ...I 
wish I could find 'iJome trace of him. One thing I know, and 
one thing only, that he hates me worse than poison ; and 
that his is^ not likely to be a passive hatred.” ^ 

The wood into which* Charles descended was of very large 
extent, and composed of the densest copse, intersected b^ 
long straight grass rides. The day had turned dark and 
chilly ; and a low moaning Vind began to sweep through the 
bare boughs, rendering still more dismal the prospect of the 
long-drawn vistas of damp grass and rotting leaves. X 

He passed musing on from one ride to another, and in one ^ 
of them came in sight ofVa low, white building, partly ruinous, ' 
which had been built in the deepest recesses of the wood for 
a summer-house. Years ago CiUhbert and Charles used to 
comj and play there on happy sunvner holidays — play at bcing^^ 
Robinson Crusoe and what not \ but there ha(f been a fight 
with the poachers there, and one of their youiag men had been 
kicked in tlie head by one of the gang, and rendered idiotic ; 
and Charles had seen ^he blood on the grass next morning ; 
and so they voted it a dismal place, and ifcver went near it 
again. Since then •it had been taken possession of by the 
phea.sants to dust themselves in. Altogether it was^a solitary, 
ghostly sort of place ; atid, therefore, Charles was considerably 
startled, on looking in at the low door, to see a female figure, 
sitting unmoveable in the darkest corner. 

It was not a ghost, for it spoke. It said, “ Are you copie 
back to upbraid me again ? 1 know my poAver, and you shall 

never have it.” And Charles said, “Ellen ! " 

She looked up, and began to cry. At first a low, moaning 
cry, and afterwards a wild passionate burst ol* grief. > 

He drew her tefwards him, and tried to quiet h»^ 
but she drew away. “ Not to-day,” she cried, 
to-day.”^ . 

^ “ What is the matter,^ pre^tty one ? *What is the matter, 
sister ? ” said Charles. 
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• “Call me sister again,” she said, looking up. “I like that 
name. Kiss me, anfli call me sister, just for once.” 

“ Sister d^ar,” said* Charles kindly, kissing htir on the fore- 
' head, “ what is the matter ? ” 

“I have had a disagrdhmcnt with Father Mackworth, and 
he has called me names. He found me here walking with 
Mastg* Cuthbert.” ^ 

“WithCuthbert?” p 

“Ay, why not? I might walk with you or him any time, 
and no h^m. I must go.” 

* Before Charles had time to say one wi>rcl of kindness, or 
consolation, or wonder, she had drawn him towards her, given 
him a kiss, and was gone down the ride towards the house. 
He sa>C her dress flutter round the last corntfr, and she 
' 'appeared. 


CHAPTER .XIV 

LORD SAI.TIRK’S VISIT, 4NI) SOME OF HIS OPINIONS 

There followed on the* events above narrated two or three 
quiet months— a time well remembered by C harles as one of 
the quietest and most peareful in his life, in all the times 
which followed. Every fine day there was a ramble with his 
father through the kennels and stables, and down through the 
vood, or over the farm. Charles, who Oxford thought no 
'day complete, after riding with the drag, or Drakes, or rowing 
^to Sandford; without bwquicr, vin^t-et-un, or loo, till three 
o’clock in the morning, now found, greatly to his astonishment, 
that he got more pleasure by leaiting over a gate with his 
father, and looking at fat beasts and pigs, chewing a straw the 
while. A noisy w'ine-party* where he met the same men he 
had met the night before, who sang the same songs, and told 
the same silly stdries, was well enough ; but he began to find 
^ that supper ifi the oak dining-room, •sitting between Mary and 
l^tis father, and talking of the merest frifles, was a great deal 
j^leasanter. Another noticeable fact was that Father Mack- 
worth’s sarcasms were' turned off with a good-natufed laugh, 
and that battle was 6n all otcasfons refused to the worthy 
priest. In short, Charles, away fropi company and dissipation, 
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was himself. The good, worthy fellow, whom 1 learnt to like 
years ago. The man whose history I aiyproud to write. 

Lord Saltirj had arrived meanwhile^ he had written to 
Densil, to say that he was horribly bored ; that he wished, asK 
an ethical study, to settle, once for afll, the amount of boredoijy 
a man could stand without dying under it ; that, having looked 
carefully about him, to select a spot and a society whejp that 
object could be obtained, he had selected Ravenshoe, as being 
the most eligible ; that he should wish his room to have a 
south as[)ect ; and that his man would arrive with his things 
three Aiys after d?te. To this Densil had written^ an appro- 
priate reply, begging his kind old friend to come and make 
his house his home ; and Lord Saltire had arrived one evening, 
when ever) one was out of the way but Mary, who deceived 
him in the hall. 4 

She was in some little trepidation. She had read and heard 
enough of “ the wild prince and Poyns,” and of Lord Saltire^s 
powers of sarcasm, to be thoroughly frightened at her awful 
position. She had pictured to herself a terrible old man, witk 
overhanging eyebrows, and cruel gleaming eyes beneath themV’ * 
Therefore site was astonished to see a gentleman, old it is true, 1 
but ui)right as a young oak, of such remarkable personal f 
beauty, and such a pleasant expression of countenance, as she f 
had never seen before. * ^ 

She was astonished, I said ; but,* mind you, Mary was too^ 
much of a lady to show too much of it. She sailed towards 
him through the gloom of <he old hall with a Trank smile, and 
just that amount of admiration which paid Lord Saltire the 
truest compliment he had had for many a ^ay. 

“ Mr. Ravenshoe vill be sorry to have missed receiving you, 
my lord,” she said. 

“ If Mr. Ravenshoe isi sorry,” ho ^aid, “ I certainly am not.^ 
Mr. Ravenshoe has done me the honour to show me the most 
beautiful thing in his heuse first. I rather think that is a 
pretty compliment, Miss Corby, unless I am getting out of 
practice.” ^ 

“ That is a very pretty compliment, indeed,” she answered, 
laughing. “I most heartily thank you for it.* I know' nothing 
in life so pleasant as bein^ flattered. May I intfoduce Father 
Mackworth ? ” • .fi> 1 

Lord Saltire would be delighted. Father Mackworth cair?^]^ j 
forward, and Mary saw’ them look at ort# another. She saw at 
a glance that either they Had tnet before, or there was some 
secret which both of them kn«ew. She never forgot Mack- 
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Worth’s defiant look, or Ixird Saltire’s calm considerate glance, 
which said as plain £iiV| words, “ This fellow knows it.” 

, This fellow knew it-— had known it for years. * 'I'lie footman 
«!^ho had left Mackworth^at the lodge of the l^'rench LyctV, 
•'i^e nameless domestic, who formed the last link with his 
former life — this man had worn Lord Saltire’s livery,, and he 
remen^bered it. 

“I see,” said Lord Saltire, “that |.Iiss Corby is prepar'd for 
walking. I guess that she is going to meet Mr. Ravenshoe, 
a”d, if my-surmisc is correct, 1 beg to be allowed to accompany 
hcT.” ' • 

“You are wonderfully correct, my lord. Cutbbert and 
Charles are shooting pheasants in the wood, and Mr. Ravenshoe 
is with tliem on his pony. If you will walk with ine, we shall 
'imeet them.” 

So the grand old eagle and the [)retty swcc't-voiced robin 
passed out on to the terrace, alid stood looking together, 

• under the dull December sky, at the whispering surges. Right 
]^id left the misty headlands seemed to float on the cjuiet grey 
jea, which broke in sighs at their feet, as the long majestic 
groundswell rolled in from the oeitin ; and these two sto(;d 
there for a minute or more without speaking. 

“The new .school of meii,”»said Lord .Saltire at last, looking 
out to sea, “have perhaj^s done wisely in thinking mcire of 
Scenery and ^he mere e.xternals of nature; than we did. We 
lived the life o{ clubs and crowds, and we are going to our 
places one after another. 'I’here art but few left now. These 
Stephensons and Paxtons are fine ipen enough. They are 
fighting inert mcitter, but wc fought the armies of the Philistine. 
We had no time fcjr botany ancl that sorPof thing ; which was 
L.ifortun^te. You young folks shouldn’t laugh at us though.” 
^ “I laugh at you!” she»said suddenly and rapidly ; “laugh 
at the giants who warred with the gods. My lord, the 
men of our time have not shown fhemselves equal to their 
fathers.” 

Lord Saltire laughed. 

“ No, not yet,” she continued ; “when the time comes they 
will. The time ffas not come yc;t.” ^ 

“Not yet,”*Miss Corby. “ It wall come — mind the words of 
'/very old man ; an old fellow who his .seen a confounded 
|f%al of the worlds” ^ 

“ Are w'e to ha^J^artv more wars,^Ix>rd Saltire ? ” 

“Wars such as w^ never dreimt of, young lady.” 

“ Is all this new inauguration of ^ace to go for nothing ? ” 
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“ Only as the inauguration of a new series of wars, mcfre 
terrible than those which have gone befo^.” 

“France arYd England combined cslu give •the law tc^ . 
Europe.’* 

I.<ord Saltire turned upon her ancf laughed. “ And so yoj/ 
actually believe that France and England can really combine 
for anything more important than a raid against Russia^ Not 
that they will ever fight Russia, you know. There will be no 
fight. If they threaten loud enough, Russia will yield. 
Nicholas knows his weakness, and will give way. K he is fool 
enough'to fight tht#Western powers, it will end in another duel 
d Voutrance between France and England. They will never 
work together for long. If they do, Europe is enslaved, and 
England kilit.” • ^ 

“ But why, I^jrd Saltire?” 

“ Well, well ; I think so. Allow me to say that I was noi 
prepared to find a dee[)-thinking, though misguided politician 
in such an innocent-looking young lady. God defend the 
dear old land, for every fresh acre I see of it confirms m^ 
belief that it is the first country in the world.” 

They were crossing tint old terraced garden towards the 
wood, where they heard the guns going rapidly, and both were 
silent for a minute or so. 'I'he l^iijess wood was before them, 
and die village ^t their feet. Tl^e church spire rose aloft ^ 
among the trees. Some fisherman patriarch hac^ gone to his ‘ 
well-earned rest that day, and the bell was polling for him. 
Mary looked at the quiet tillage, at the calm winter sea, and 
then up at the calm stern face of the man who walked beside 
her, and said — * • 

“ Tell me one thftig. Lord Saltire ; you have travelled in 
many countries. Is there any land, east or west, ^that can 
give us what this dear «old England does — settled order, in 
which each man knows his place and his duties? It is so 
easy to be good in England.” 

“Well, no. It is the first country in the world. A feiv 
bad harvests would make a hell of>it, though. Has Ravenshoe 
got many pheasants down here ? ” 

And, so talking, this strange pair wandered on towards the 
wood, side by side. * 

Charles was not without news in his retirement, for a fok 
friends kept him pretty well au fait with what was going ^3 
in the wbrld. First, there was news fiom Oxford; one sort 
of which was communicated b)f^ Charles Marston, and another 
sort by one Marker of Brazenose, otherwise known as 
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“Bodger,” though, why, I know not, nor ever could get any 
one to tell me. Ht^vas purveyor of liishionable intelligence, 
jWhile Charles Marstin dealt more in exampk: and advice, 
^bout this time the latter wrote as follows : — 

“How goes Lssachar?* Is the a.ss stronger or weaker than 
formerly ? Has my dcarly-belovcd ass profited, or otherwise, 
by hi^ stay at Ranford ? How is the other ass, nty Lord 
Welter? Ho is undoubtedly a fo^l, but I think an Ijonest 
one, so long as you keep tcm])tation out of his way. He is 
shamefully in debt ; but I suppose, if their horse wins the 
fyerby, ht^ will ])ay ; otherwise 1 would %)omT be my lord 
than his tradesman. I low goes the ‘grand passion’ — has 
Chloe relented? She is a great fool if she does. Why, if 
she refflses you, slie may marry Lortl Weller, aftd he may 
ijsettle his debts on her. A word in your ear. I have an 
invitation to Ranford. I must go, I suj)pose. 'Phe dear old 
woman, whose absurdities your honour is pleased to laugh at, 
has been always kind to me and mine ; and I shall go. 1 
^lall pay my just tribute of flattery to the noble honest old 
j^oul, who is struggling to save a falling hou.se. Don’t you 
^ laugh at I.«ady As<v)t, you impiuU nt# young rascal. 1 have no 
doubt that she offers some prominent i>»>ints for the exercise 
of your excellency’s wit, but^she is unmeasurably superior to 
you, you young s('apegrace. ^ ^ 

^ “ Bless ycpur dear old face ; hr)W' 1 long to see it again ! I 

am coming to ^ec it. I shall come to you at the beginning 
of the Christmas vacation. I shall cf)me to you a beaten 
man, Charley. I shall only get a secr>nd. Never mind ; I 
would sooner c^une to you and youTs and hide my shame, 
^than to any one else. • 

' “CharUis, old friend, if I get a third, I shall break my heart. 
^ Don’t sliow this letter t^ any one. • I have lost the trick of 
^ Greek prose. Oh, old Charley ! believe this, that the day once 
lost can never, never come back any mr;re ! 'J'hey preach a 
future hell ; but what hell could be worse than the eternal con- 
templation of opfxjrtunities^hrown away — of turning-points in 
the,affairs of a man s life, when, instead of rising, he has fallen 
— ^not by a bold Stroke like Satan, but by laziness and neglect.” 

Charles was very sorry, very grieved and vexed, to find his 
'^rewd old friend brought to this pa.fs by over-reading, and 
^iver-anxiety about a subject, w'hich, to a non-university man, 
>does not seem of such*vital importance. He carrieck the letter 
to his father, in spile 6f the p»hibltion contained in it, and he 
found his &ther alone w^ith the good, honest Father Tiemay ; 
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to whom, not thinking that thereby he was serving his fridhd 
ill, he read it aloud. / 

“Charley dear,” said his father, halfTising from his chair, 

“ he must come to us my boy ; he must come here to us, arrf 
stay with us till he forgets his disapJ)ointment. He is a nob(j|( 
lad. He has been a good friend to my boy ; and, by George, 
the house is his own.” # 

“ I drm’t think, dad,” s^id Charles, looking from Densil to 
Father 'I'iemay, “ that he is at all justified in the dark view he 
is taking of matters. 'I'he clever fellows used to that he 
was safc of his firsts You know he is going in for nfathematifcs 
as well.” 

“ He is a good young man, any way,” said Father Tiemay ; 

“ his sentiments do honour to hini ; and none the tv’orst of 
them is his admiration for my heretic young friend here, whiclu 
does him most honour of all. Mr. Ravenshoe, Fll take three 
to one against his double first ; pity he ain't a ('atholic. What 
the divvle do ye IVothestants mean by absorbing (to use no 
worse language) the rints and revenues left by Catholic testatoA 
for the good of the hooly Church, for the edication of heretics 
Tell me that, now.” 

“'I’he other letter from Oxford was of a very different tenor, 
Mr. Marker, of llra/enose, began^by remarking that — 

“He didn’t know what was come over the place; it was 
getting confoundedly slow, .someho\v. They had •had another! 
Rlt)omerball at Abingdon, but the thing was a^lead failure, sir. 
Jemmy Dane, of University, had driven two of them home in a 
cart, by way of Nunenham. He had passed the Pro's at Mag- 
dalen turn])ike, and they never thought of shopping him, by 
George. Their weak- intellects were not capable of conceiving 
such glorious audacity, both the Proctors were dowp at CoUi- 
harbour turnpike, stopping every mai\who came from Abingdon^ 
way. 'I’oreker, of Kxeter, was coming home on George Sim- 
mond’s Darius, and, seciRg the Proctors in the light of the 
turnpike gate, had put his horse at a fence (Charles would 
remember it, a stubbed hedge am;! a ditch), and got over the 
back water by the White House, and so home by the Castle. 
Above forty men had been rusticated over tnis business, and 
some good fellows too.” (Here followed a list of names, which 
I could produce, if necessary ; but seeing that some names oj^i 
the list are now rising at the bar or in the Church, think / A 
better not.) “Pembroke had won the fours, very much in 
consequence of Exeter hating •'gone rdund the flag, and, on 
being made to row again, of fouling them in the gut. The 
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wAter was out heavily, and had spoilt the boating. 'I'he 
Christ Church grind, had been slow, but the best that year. 

L n waJi going difvvn, and they said was going to take the 

ipHychley. C n was pretty safe of his first - so reading men 

/.jaid. Martin of Trinity Ifad got his testamur, at which event 
astonishment, ru)t unmixed with awe. had fallen on the Uni- 
versitji generally. 'I'hat he himself was in for his voif 

two days afterdate, and he wished lymself out of the hamls of 
his enemies.” 

d'here was a postscript, whu'h interested Charles as much as 
a^I the restV)f the letter put together. It rai* thus : • 

“by the bye, W’elier has mu< kered ; you kiuiw that by this 
time, but, worse than that, they say that Charles Marsttin’s 
classicaf first is fishy. 'I’he old coe.k has over-worl#Lrd himself, 
i^hey .say.” 

Lord wSallire never went to bed without having Ch.irles up into 
his drc.ssing-rotim for a chat. “(Not liaving, ” as his lordship 
most truly said, “ any wig to take off, or any false teeth to come 
^iit, I cannot see why I should deny myself the t)leasure of my 
Voung friend’s company at night. ICvery evening, young gentle- 
man, WG are one day older and one ^lay wiser. I myself have 
got so confoundedly wise with my many years, that I have nothing 
left to learn, but it amuses me to hear your exceedingly nan'e 
remarks on things in general, and it also Hatters and .sootlies me 
%to contrast •my own consummate wisdf>m with your * folly. 
Therefore 1 will trouble you to come up to my ilressing-room 
every night, ancfgive me your crude* reHecti«»ns on the events of 
the day.” 

So Charles c^me up one night, with Mr. Marker's letter, 
which he read to Lord Saltire, while his vdet was brushing his 
I kir ; an<ithen Charles, by way (if an easily answenid (lueslion, 
asked Lord Saltire, What^Iid he thinly of his friend’s chances ? 

“I must really remark,” .said Lord Saltire, “even if I u.se 
unparliamentary language, which I sktiuld be very sorry to do, 
that that is (me of the silliest cpiestions i ever had put to me. 
When I held certain seals, I used t(i have some very frxjlish 
questions put to me (which, oy the way, I never answ’ered), but 
I don't know thjft 1 ever had such a foolish r|uesti(m put to me 
that. Why, how on earth can I have any idea of what your 
fiend’s chances are ? Do be reasrmablc.” 

“ Dear Lord Saltire, don’t be angry' with me. 'J'ell me, as far 
as your experience can,* how far a man who know's hi« work, by 
George, as well as » nfan can it, is likely to fail through 

nervousness. You have seen the same thing in Parliament. 

n 2 
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You know how much mischief nervousness may do. Now, 'do 
give me your opinion.” f 

“Well, yofl are putting your question in a slightly mo^ 
reasonable form ; but it is a very silly one yet. I have seen ^ 
long sort of man, with black hair, and a hook nose, like lon^ 
Montague, for instance, who has been devilishly nervous till he 
got on bis legs, and has then astonished every one, and #io one 
more than myself, not so fuuch by his power of declamation as 
by the extraf)rdinary logic^al tenacity with which he clung to his 
subject. Yes, I don’t know but what 1 have heard more telli^ 
and I(‘)]gi('al speeches from uiqirepared men than 4 ever have 
from one of the law lords, but I am a bad man to ask. I 
never was in the lower hfmse. About your friend’s^chance ; 
- well, I would not give two pence for it ; in after life he may 
succeed. Hut, frcjm what you have told me, I should prepare 
myself for a disappointment.” 

Very shortly after this, good Lord Saltire had to retire for a 
time into the upper ('hamber ; he had a severe attack of gout. . 

'I'here had been no more ciuarrelling between Father MacW 
worth and Charles ; ])eace was proclaimed, — an armed truce^ 
and Charles was watching, watching in silence. Never since he 
met her in the wood had he had an opportunity of speaking tc 
Fllen. She always avoided him. ^ William, being asked con- 
fidentially by ('Ipirles what he thought was the matter, said that 
Kllen had been “ carrin on ” with some one, and •he had beer 
blowing her u]) ; which was all the e.\])lanatiorv he offered. Ir 
the meantime, Cliarlos lived under the comforting assurance 
that there was mischief brewing, and that Mackworth was a 
the bottom of it. 


CHAPTER XV 

Charles’s “liddell and scott” 

A GROWING anxiety bfegan to take possession of Chatb 
shortly before Christrtias, arising from the stale of his fath^ 
health. Densil was failing. His memory was getting defecti^ 
and his* sense dulled. His eye always was searching fi 
Charles, and he was uneasy at his abfenice. So it was with 
vague sense of impending jnisfortune that he got a letter fro 
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th^ dean of his college, summoning him back after the 
Christmas vacation. \ 

^Mr. Deaii «aid, “That Mr. Ravonshoe's case held been ro-ron- 
#fdered, and that, at the warm, and, he thought, misguided, 
(;?.tercession of the Bursar,* a determination had been ctmie to, 
to allow Mr. Ravenshoe to come into resideni'e again for the 
Lent term. He trusted that this would be a warning, aVl that, 
while there was time, he would arre*g himself in that miserable 
career of vice and folly which could only have one terminati<m 
—utter ruin in this world and in the next.” 

A college “ Don,” by long practice, acijiiim's a power f>f hurt- 
ing a young man’s feelings, utterly l)eyond competition, save by 
a police-magistrate. Charles winced under this letter; but the 
same day Mary, coming singing downsPairs as was hc^ wont, was 
'Alarmed by the descent of a large opa(|ue body of considerable 
weight down the well of the .staircase, which lodged in the 
wood basket at the bottom, and* which, on examination, she 
found to be a Liddell and Scott’s Lexicon. At which she 


^joiced ; for she concluded that (.'harles hail taken to reading 
^gain, though why he should begin by liirowing his books 
down stairs she could not well unde’f.tand, until he joined her 
and explained that he had been dusting it on the landing, and 
that it had slipped out of hij^ hand. 

“ What a crack it came-d<^wn,” added he “ 1 wish h-ather 
*Mackworth’s*head had been underneath it.” 

“ I have no ck)ubt of it, young gentleman,” said the priest 
quietly from behind ; and there he* was with his hand on the 
library door, and in he went and shut it behind him. 

Mary and Claries were lK)th awfully disconcerted. Mary 
.*■'-11 horribly guilty ; in fact, if the priest had remained quiet one 
LiOment ^ore, he would undoubtedly have heard one or two 
.candid and far from coaiplimenlarjfc remarks about himself 
from that young lady, which xvould have made his ears tingle. 

" Confound him,” .said Charles ; “how he glides about ! He 
learned that trick, and a few others, at that i)reciuus Jesuit 
College of his. They tcacl>them that sort of thing as the old 
Jews teach the young pickpockets. 'J'he old father inquisitor 
puts the door ajar w’ith a bell against it, and they all have to 
^me in oneitfler another. I'he on<? who rings it gets dropped 
to like blazes.” • 

^ Mary was going to ask what exact amount of personal 
wufTering being dropptftf on to like blazes involved ; h«it Charles 
stopped her and tex^ fter han<>. * 

. “ Mary dear,” he said, “ do you jver think of the future ? ” 
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“ Night and day, Charles — night and day.” 

“If he dies, Mary ? When he dies ? ” y 

“ Night amJ day, brother,” she answefed, taking one of 1 
great brown hands between her two white little palms. ^ 
dream in my sleep of the new regiifie which is to come, anc 
see only trouble, and again trouble.” 

“Arid then?” 

“'J^'here is a Clod in he^^ven, (Charles.” 

“ Ay, but Mary, what will you do ? ” 

“ I ? ” and she laughed the merriest little laugh ever y 
heard.* “Little me? Why go for a governess, to be su 
Charles, they shall love me so that this life shall bc a paradi 
I will go into a family where there are two beautiful girls ; ai 
when 1 unsold and withered, there shall be two nui^cries 
which I shall be often welcome, where the children shall coi 
babbling to my knee, the darlings, and they shall tell me h 
they love me, almost as well as their mother. There is i 
future. Would you c;hange it ? ” 

(Jharles was leiining against the oak banister ; and, when 
saw her there before him, when he saw that valiant, tr 
hearted face, in the light «'hich streamed from the old wind 
above, he was rebuked, and bent down his head on the r; 
The I lean’s letter of that mornipj^ had done something ; I 
the sight of that brave little woman, so fearless with all ( 
world before her, did more. She weak, friendless, moneylc 
and so courageous ! He with the strong arm, so coward 
It taught him a lesson indeed, a lesson he never forgot. I 
oh ! for that terrible word — too late ! 

Ah! too late ! What word is so terrible asdhat? You ^ 
see what I mean s«on. That is the cry which one wri 
puts in the mouths of the lost spirits in hell. God’s mercy 
infinite, and it is yet a, question whether it were better 
Charles to have fallen into the grove of ordinary life, or to hi 
gone through those humiliating scenes through which we m 
follow him. 

“ Charley dear,” said Mary, layiiig her hand on his should 
“it is not about myself I am thinking ; it is about you. W 
are you going to do when he is gone ? are yofi going into 
Church ? ” *- 

“ Oh, no ! ” said Ch&rles, “ I couldn’t bear the idea of th? 

“ Then, why are you at Oxford ? ” 

“To get an education, I suppose.” * 

“ But what use will a uniVersitry education be to you, Chari 
Have you no plans ? ” 
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I give you my word, my dear Mary, that I am as much in 
the dark about the future as a five days-old puppy.” 

“ Has he made any*provision for you ? ” • 

r “Oh, yes ! I am to have six thousaiul.” 

« “ Do you know that the estate is involved, Charles?” 

“No” , 

“ I4)elieve it is. 'I'herc has been a great deal of stale kept 
up here, and I believe it is the ease# ’ • 

“ Cuthbert would soon bring that round.” • 

^ “ I trenible to think of the future, (‘harles. Are your debts 
at Oxford iV-'avy ? ” • * 

“ Pretty well. Five hundred would clear me.” 

“ Doy'tget any more in del>t, that's a dear.” 

“No, Mary dear, I won’t. I donT can* for the^ future. I 
Mihail have ;£^iHo a year. 'I'hat will be enough for William and 
me. Then 1 shall goto the bar, and make a delicti of a lot of 
money, and marry Adelaide. 'I'lfen )oii will come to live with 
us, and we shall have such jolly times of it. — 'lake that, you 
/llain!” 

^ This last elegant a])ostrophe was addressed to W'illiam (who 
at that moment had come in by the .tide door), and was accom- 
panied by the dexterous delivery of the Liddell and Scott, in 
the manner of a cricket ball., i’)ur friend William stood to catch 


it in a style worthy of with his knees yard apart, and 
*one palm ov^r the other ; but as luck would have it, he missed 
it, and it alight^'d full on the shins of J‘'alher Ma« kworth, who 
had selected that time for coming (Tut of the library ; and so it 
lay sillily open at Aa/x, yt/t, at his feet. ^ 

Mackworth i^ally thought that it was intentional, and was 
''urious. He went back into the library* and (Charles, seeing 
\.')iat mijut come, followed him, while .Mary lied up.stairs. 
.^There was no one in ^he room liut Cuthbert and Father 
Tiemay. 

“I will be protected from insult irt this house,” began Mack- 
worth; “twice to-day I have been insulted by Mr. (Charles 
Ravenshoe, and I demanck prcxtection.” 

“ What have jjpu been doing, ('barley ? ” .said Cuthbert. “ I 
thought you two had given up quarrelling. You will wear my 
^fe out. Softietimes, what with one thing and another, 1 wish 
lT' were dead. Oh ! if the great probleifl were solved ! Surely 
pkny brother may avoid Jhrawling with a prie.st, a man sacred by 
his office, though of •another faith. Surely my btbther has 
5 taste enough to see*thi propriAy of that.” 

“Your brother has no taste or sgnse, sir,” said Father Mack- 
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worth. ** He has no decency. He has no gentlemanly leeiing. 
Within ten minutes he has dropped a ^ook downstairs, and 
lamented, to \ny face, that it hadn’t falfen on my head ; and 
just now he has thrown the same book at me, and hit 
with it.” * J 

“ I thank God, Charles,” said poor weary Cuthbert, “ that 
our fatlier is spared this. It would kill him. Brother, toother, 
why do you vex me like tjiis ? I have always stood on your 
side, Charley. Don’t let me be killed with these ceaseless 
brawls.” 

“They will soon cease, sir,” said Father Macl^orth; 
leave this house to-morrow.” 

“Cuthbert, hear me now. I never intended to insult him.” 

“Why did you throw your book at him, Charley V It is. 
not decorous. You must know when you wound him yoii 
wound me. And I have fought such battles for you, Charley.” 

“Cuthbert! brother! do ‘hear me. And let him hear me. 
And let Father Tiernay hear me. Cuthbert, you know I love 
you. Father Tiernay you are a good and honest man ; hecIL 
what I have to say. You Mackworth, you are a scoundrel^ 
You are a double-dyed willain. What were you doing with 
that girl in the wood, the day you hunted the black hare a 
month ago ? Cuthbert, tell me, Jil^e an honest gentleman, did 
you <jver walk in |he wood with Ellen ?” 

“ I ?” said Cuthbert, scared; “I* never walked with Ellen^ 
there. I have walked with Mary there, brother. Why should 
I not?” 

“ There, look at the lie that this man has put into her mouth. 
She told me that he ha& found you and her *valking together 
there.” » ^ 

“ I am not answerable for any young woman’s .lies,” said 
Father Mackworth. “ 1 decline to^continue this discussion. 
It is humiliating. As for you, you poor little moth,” he said, 
turning to Charles, “whtJti the time comes, I will crush you 
with my thumb against the wall. My liking for your father 
prevents my doing my duty as yeW In that I err. Wait.” 

Charles had been in a passion before this ; but, seeing 
danger, and real danger, abroad, he got cool,^and said — 

And they both waited, and we shall see w’ho waited tlK 
longest. .2 

“I have done it now, Mary dear,” 'said Charles, returnin)^ 
upstairs with the unlucky fbxicbn. “ Tt is all over now.” 

“ Has there been a scen^ ? ” 
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A terrible scene. I swore at him, and called him a villain.'* 
“ Why did you do«,that, Charles? Why are you so violent? 
You are not yourself Charles, when you givt^ way to your 
Hamper like that.” 

‘‘ Well, ril tell you, my^t)l)in. He is a villain." 

“ I don’t think so, Charles. 1 believe he is a high-minded 
man.” • 

“ iTcnow he is not, birdie. At least, 1 believe he is not.” 

“ I believe him to be so, ('harles.* * 

“ I know him to be otherwise ; at least, 1 lliink so.” 

* “ Are y#ai doing him justice, (.'harley ilejjr ? Are ytui sure 
you are denng him justice?” 

“ I think .so.” 

“Why?” 

“I cannot tell you, Mary. When tin* end of all things 
come.s, and you and I are thniwn abroad like two corks on the 
great sea, you will know. Jhit I <,annot tell you.” 

“ I believe, dear, that you art; so honest that you would not 
do injustice even to him. but, oh ! btt sure that you are right, 
^lush ! C’hange the subject. What were you going to read 
when that unlucky book fell down.st^^irs ? ” 

“ Demosthenes.” 

“Let me come in and .sit with you, ('harU^y dear, and lor)k 
out the words ; y<ni don’t *khow how clever I am. Is it the 
4 ‘De Corona;?” • ' 

Charley look her hand and kissed it ; and so they two ])oor 
fools went on ^nIiIi their Demostheiies. 


CllAl’TEk ??V1 

M.\RST0N’S AkKIVAI. 

The night after the terrible lexicon quarrel, which, you will 
observe, arose eitirely from Charles’s good res^dution tf) set to 
work reading — whereby we should ^ake warning not t<j be too 
^<anguine of good resolutions, taken late, bringing forth good 
^ruit — the very evening, I .say, after tnis fracas, (Jharles, hi.s ' 
*^ther, and Mary, were«itting in the library together. ^Of course 
Densil had heard n^Dt^ing of the disturbance, and was, good old 
gentleman, as happy as you please ; all his elements of pleasure 
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were there. Father Mackworth was absent. Father Tiern&y 
was throwing his whole hearty soul int(/ a splendid copy of 
Bewick’s Bird*, date T799. Cuthbert f as before the upper 
fireplace, beyond the pillar, poring over goodness only knowfTV 
what monkish lore ; while close to him was bird Mary sewingj^#* 
and Charles reading aloud a book, very often (quoted in every- 
day life 'unconsciously. 

Charles read how Mr. (^uilp begged Mr. Brass would take 
particular care of himself, or he would never forgive him j how 
there was a dog in the lane who had killed a boy on Tuesday, 
and bitten a man <^n Fritlay ; how the dog lived the rignl 
hand side, but generally lurked on the left, ready for a spring ; 
and they were laughing over Mr. Brass’s horror, w'hen there 
came a nol^e of wheels* on the gravel. *■ 

“'I’hat is Marston, father, for a thousand pounds,” saidk 
Ch.'irles. 

He hurried into the hall, as the men were undoing the door j 
Mary, dropping her work, went after him ; and 1 )ensil taking 
his stick, ('ame too. Cuthbert looked up from the further enc^ 
of the room, and then bent his head over his book again.^ 
Father 'Piernay looked Uji, impiisitive and interested, but sat 
still. 'I'hey who followed into the hall saw this. 

Charles stood in front of tlic hajl door, and out of the winter’s 
darkness came a man, with whom, as Mary once playfully said, 
she had fallen in love at once. It w’as Marston. * 

Charles went up to him (juickly with both hands out, and 
said — 

“We are so glad.” 

“ It is very kind of •)'ou. God bless you«> how did you 
know' it ? ’’ t 

“ We know nothing, my dear Marston, except that you are 
w'elcome. Now' put me gut of my pain.” 

“ Why, well,” said the other, “ I don’t know how* it has ' 
happened: but I have got my double first.” 

Charles gave a wild cheer, and the others were all on him 
directly — Densil, Tiernay, Cuthber/, and all. Never was such 
a welcome ; not one of them, save Cfiarles, had ever seen him 
before, yet they welcomed him as an old friend. 

“ You have not been to Ranford then ?” said Charles. 

“Why, no. I did ciot feel inclined for it after so mucl^ 
work. 1 must take it on my w’ay back.” J 

Lord Saltire’s gout was better to-nignt, and he was down^ 

stairs. He proceeded to remaik that, ^naving been in ; 

well, he wouldn’t shock Miss Corby by sa)nng where — for a day 
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ol" SO, he had suddenly, through no merit of his own, gt)t 
promoted back into {jurgatory. 'I'hat, having fought iigainst the 
blue devils, and come-down stairs, for the sole puf^)osc of making 
himself disagreeable, he had been rewartled, lor that display of 
l^rsonal energy and self-^aerifiee, by most unexpectedly meet- 
ing a son of his old friend, Jackdaw Marston. He begged to 
welcome his old friend’s son, and to say that, by Jove, lie was 
proud of him. His young friends father had not b^'en a 
brilliant scholar, as his young friend was ; but had been (»ne of 
the first whist-players in Kngland. His young frieiul had turned 
his attcnfkjii to scholastic honours, in |«•e^c^l■nce tt) whist, 
which mignt or might not be a mistake : though he believeil he 
was committing no breach of trust in saying that the position 
had been thrust on his young friend* from ])ecunftiry motives. 
^I’roperty had an infernal trit k of deteriorating. His own 
property had not hapjiened to deteritmile (nom* kiuiw why, for 
he had given it every chance) ; but the propi rty of his young 
friend’s father having deteriorated in a confounded rapid sort 
>>f way, he must say that it was e\('ee<lingly credilablir in his 
r young friend to have made such a decided step towards bring- 
ing matters right again as he had. • 

“ My father’s son, my Lord, thanks you for your kind 
remembrance of Ids father, * I have always desired to see ami 
meet my father’s old friends, of whom yoi^ Mr. Kavepshoe, 
* were amon^the kindc.sl. We have given up the greater vices 
lately, my l^or^ but we do our best anumg the smaller ones.” 

There was a fpiiet supjier, at which Lord Saltire consented 
to stay, provided no one used the expression “eheese”; in 
which case he ♦said he should have* to retire. ’I'liere wasn’t 
pheese on the tabh-, but there was mcjfe than cheese; there 
\ds scolk>ped cockles, and J.ord Saltire ate some. He said at 
the time that they woi*ld have thi; same eff(‘ct on him as 
swallowing the fireshovel. But, to relieve your ndnd at once, 
I may tell you that they didn’t do Ifim any harm at all, and he 
was as well as ever next morning. 

Father Ticrnay said gr%c ; and, when the meal was half 
over, in came Father Mackworth. Densil said, “ Father Mack- 
worth, Mr. Mji^-ston;” and Marston said, after a moment’s 
glance at hkn, “How do you do, Sir?” 

^ Possibly a more courteous form fef speaking to a new 
^acquaintance might have been u.sed. But Marston had his 
opinions about Father Mackworth, and had no objection that 
le holy father should know them? 

“ We got, Mary,” said Cuthbert suddenly, “ more cocks than 
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pheasants to-day. Charles killed five couple, and I four. 1 
was very vexed at being beaten by Charles, because I am so 
much the better shot.” ♦ , 

Charles looked up and met his eyes — a look he never forgot^* 
Accompanying the apparent petulance of the remark was a look j 
of love and pity and sorrow. It pleased him, above everything/ 
during tfie events which were to come, to recall that lool^ and 
say, “ Well, he liked me once.” 

That evening Charles ana Marston retired to Charles’s study 
(a deal of study had been carried on there, you may depend), 
and had* a long talk* over future prospects. Charle^began hf 
telling him all about Madam Adelaide, and Marston^id, “ Oh, 
indeed ! what are you going to do, Charley, boy, to keep her? 
She comes <hit of an extravagant house, you know.” • 

“ I must get called to the bar.” 

“ Hard work for nothing, for many years, you know.” 

“ I know. But I won’t go.into the Church ; and what else 
is there?” 

“Nothing I know of, except billiard marking and steeple^ 
chase riding.” 

“ Then, you approve of k ? ” 

“ I do most heartily. The work will be good for you. You 
have worked before, and can d^ it again. Remember how 
well you got on at Shrewsbury.” 

Then C'harles told him about the relations between him- * 
self and Father Mackworth, and what had happened that 
day. « 

“ You and he have had disgraceful scenes like this before, 
haven’t you ? ” * ^ 

“Yes, but never so,bad as this.” 

“ He is a very passionate man, isn’t he ? You toqjc utterly 
wrong grounds for what you did to-day. Don’t you see that 
you have no earthly grounds for what you said, except your own ^ 
suspicions? The girl’s own account of the matter seems 
natural enough. That she was walking with your most saint- 
like brother, and the priest found ^h^, and sent them to the 
right-about with fleas in their ears,” ^ 

“ I believe that man to be a great villain,” s4id Charles. 

“ So may I,” said the ortier, “ but I shan't tell <him so till I 
jS, can prove it. As for lhat quarrel between William and hi^ 
sister the night you ^me home, that proves nothing, excep^^ 
;; that she has been going too far with ^ome one. But who?''' 

What have you been doing <that«empoweis ^^him to say that he 
; will crush you like a moth ? ” 
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* “Oh, bravado, I take it! You should liave seen how mad 
he looked when he kaid it.” 

“ I am glad I did hot. Let us talk no more^bout him. Is 
•'iHhat sweet little bird Marv Corby ? ” 

\ “ You know it is.” 

“Well, so I do know, but I wanted an excuse for saying the 
nam® over again. Charles, you are a fool.” * 

“ That is such a very novel di.scfj^ ery of yours,” said Charles, 
laughing. “ What have I been a-doing an mow ? " 

” Why didn’t you fall in love with Mary Corby instead of 
*Madam i^delaide?” • • 

“ I am sure I don’t know. Why, I never thought of .such 
a thing as that.” 

“Then you ought to have done sof Now go ttf bed.” 


CIIAITEK XVII 

IN WHICH THKRK IS ANOTHKR SHIPWRKCK 

• • 

Timk jogged on very pleasantly to the party assembled at 
Ravenshoe • that ('hristmas. There were woodcocks and 
pheasants in the woods ; there were hares, snipes and rabbits 
on the moor. In the sea there ^erc fish ; and many a long 
excursion they had in the herring-boats -sometimes standing 
boldly out to sta towards the distant blue island in the main, 
sometimes crawling lazily along under the lofty shoreless clifls 
^hich tgwered above their heads fnjm 200 to 1,100 feet high. 

It was three days Ixjfore Christmas-day, and they were 
returning from fishing along the coast, and were about ten 
miles or so from home. I say rctflrning, though in fact there 
was not a breath of wind, and the boat was drifting idly along 
on the tide. Two han^owie simple-looking young men were 
lolling by the useless tiller ; an old man, hale and strong as a 
lion, with a courteous highbred look about him, was splicing 
.a rope ; and a tall, pale, black-haired man was looking .steadily 
seaward, with his hands in his pocifets, while Charles and 
■'Marston were standing in the bows smoking. 

“ What a curious dreamy, dosy, delicious kind ofwinter you 
^ have down here,” Saifi Marstdn. * 

^ “I am very fond of it,” sa^ Charles; it keeps you in 
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continual hope for the spring that is coming. In the middio 
of frost and snow and ice one is apt to* lose one’s faith in 
waving boughs* and shady pools.” • 

“ I have Iiad such a (juiet time with^you down here, Charley.** 

I am so pleased with the way in which you are going on. You, 
are (|uite an altered man. I think we shall both look back to 
the last few quiet weeks as a happy time.” • 

Herw the tall dark ma|i, who was looking out to sea, 
suddenly said — • 

“ Rain and hail, snow and tempest, stormy wind fulfilling 
His wortl.” « / 

“Ay, ay,” said the old man; “going to blow to-night I 
expect.” , 

“ We shaft go home prbtty fast, may be.” 

“ Not us, Master Charles, dear,” said the tall man. “ We f 
are going to have it from south and by west, and so through 
west round to north. Before* which time there’ll be souls in 
glory, praise be to God.” 

The old man took off his hat reverently. 

“ There won’t be amuch surf on when we beaches she,” said 
one of the young men. ‘Mt won’t get up afore the wind be 
full round west for an hour.” 

“ You’re a spaking like a printed buke, Jan,” said the old 
man. , , 

“I’m a thinking differently, Master Evans,” sa*Jd the dark ‘ 
man. “ It will chop round very sudden, and .be west before 
we know where we are. 1 ^peak with humility to a man who 
has seen the Jvord’s wonders in the deep so many years longer 
nor me. But I think, under God, I am right.”* 

“ You must in geneftil be right. They as converses with thq 
Lord night and day, day and night, like as you dp. knows 
likely more of his works nor we, as ain’t your gifts.” , 

“ The Lord has vouchsafed me nothing in the way of a vision, 
about this afternoon, Mast(?r Evans.” 

“ Didn’t ’ee dream never at all last night ? ” said one of the 
young men : “ Think ’ec now*.” •• 

“ Nought to bear on wind or weather, Jan.^ I judges from 
the glass. It’s a dropping fast.” ^ 

Jan would have had morh faith in one of Matthew’s dreams, 
and didn't seem to think much of the barometer. Meanwhil^ 
Marston had whispered Charles — 

“ Who is Matthews ? What sect is he 
“Oh, he’s a Brianite.” 

“mat is that?” 



^ “ A sort of Ranter, I believe.” 

Marston looked up, and saw the two great black eyes under 
the lofty forehead fited full upon him. W'ith ^he instinct of a 
gentleman, he said at once — 

“I was asking Mr. CHlirles what sect you wore of ; that was 
all. He tells me you are a Jkianite, aiul 1 had never heard of 
thatjsect before. I hope you will let me talk to >^u about 
your matters of belief some day.” ^ 

Matthews took off his hat, and said -'rijat with the Lord’s 
will he would speak to his honour. “Will your honour bear 
Vith a pfior fisherman, ignorant of the world's learning, but 
who has nad matters revealed to him by tlie Lord in dreams 
and visions of the niglit ? Peter was only a fishennan, your 
honouT, and, oh, if we could only hear him sjicak fiow ! ” 

He paused, and looked again to seaward, ('h.irk s had gone 
again into the bow, and Marston was standing among the men 
right aft. Suddenly Matthews .turned again upon him and 
said — 

» “ In the beaching of this here boat to-night, your honour, 
there may be danger. In such (‘ase my place will be alongside 
of him,” pointing to Charles. “Tlwre’d be a many kind hearts 
aching, if aught happened to him. You stick close to these 
young men. They'll see after you, .sir.” 

“ You keep close alongsiue of wv, sir. V(ju hold on of we, 
sir. We’ll «ee you all right, .sir,” said the t\vo young men. 

“Rut, my dear good souls, I am as good a swimmer as any 
in England, an*d as active as a cat.« Pray, don’t mind me.” 

“ You keej) hold of we and run, sir,’’ said one of the young 
men, “ that’s aU you’re a’got to do, sif.” 

^ “ I shall most certainly run,” said Maiston, laughing, “but I 

'.ecline 4rowning any one but myself ” 

Charfes said at this ryoment, “l^o come here and look at 
this.” 

It was worth looking at, indeed# 'I'hcy were about a mile 
from shore, floating about anyhow on an oily smooth sea ; for 
the tide had changed, an^ they were making no headway. 
Before them one of the noblest headlands on the coast, aft 
abrupt cone of flate, nigh a thousand feet high, covered almost 
entirely with grass, sloped suddenly into the water ; and in 
^advance of it, but slightly on one .side, a rugged mound of 
black rock, nearly six hundred feet, stood out into the sea, and 
contrasted its horrid .jigged lines with the smooth gieen of the 
peak behind. Rcaind its has#;, dividing it from the glossy sea, 
ran a delicate line of silver — the surf caused by the ground- 
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swell ; and in front the whole promontory was dimly mirrored 
in the quietly heaving ocean. 

“ What a noBle headland,” said MarstAi ; “ is that grass on 
the further peak too steep to walk upon ? ” 

There’s some one a’walking on It now,” said old Evans.^ 
“There’s a woman a’walking on it.” 

None could see it but he, except Matthews, who sai4 he 
coiildiVt tell if it was a sl^ep or no. 

Charles got ouUhis glass, and the old man was right. A 
woman was walking rapidly along the peak, about the third of 
the way Mown. • f ** 

“ What a curious place for a woman to be in ! ” he remarked. 

“ It is almost terrible to look at.” 

“I never ^aw any one^here before, save the shepherS,” said 
the old man. t 

“ It’s a sheep-path,” said one of the young ones. “ I have 
been along there myself. It is the short way round to Coombe.” 

Charles would have thought more of the solitar>' female 
figure on that awful precipice, but that their attention waV 
diverted by something else. From the south-westward black^ 
flaws of wind began to orcep towards them, alternated with 
long irregular bands of oily calm. Soon the calm bands 
disaiipeared, and the wind reacfeied them. Then they had 
steeratje, and in p, very short time were roaring out to sea 
close hauled, with a brisk and ever increasing bieeze. * 

They saw that they would have to fetch a vejy long leg, and 
make a great oiling, in order to reach Ravenshoe at all. The 
wind was freshening every moment, changing to the west, and 
the sea was gelling up.* It took them three, hours to open 
Ravenshoe Hay ; andf being about five miles from the shore, 
they could see that already there was an ugly side-surf .sweeping 
in, and that the people were busy «n the beach hauling up 
their boats out of harm’s way. 

“ How beautifully these craft sail,” said Marston, as they 
were all hanging on by her weather gunwale, and the green sea 
was rushing past to leeward, almost under their feet, in sheets 
of angry foam. 

“ It is amazing what speed is got out of tHcm on a wind,” 
said Charles, “ but they ard dangerous craft.” *. 

“Why so?” - ^ 

“ These lug-sails are so awkward in tacking, you will see.” 

They n&i considerably past Ravenshoe and about six miles 
to sea, when the word was giveK to go hb^ut. In an instant 
the hjilf deck was lumbered with the heav 7 red sails ; and, after 



Another Shipwreck 119 

five minutes of unutterable confusion, she got about. Marston 
was expecting her to broach to every moment during this long 
five minutes, but fortune favoured them. 'I'hey went freer on 
^his tack, for the wind \yis now north of west, and the brave 
Vittle craft went nearly before it at her finest fxice. 'J'he men 
kept on her as much sail as she could stand, but tiiaUwas very 
little^ fast as they went, the great seas went fitslcr, as though 
determined to be at the dreadful undc/.vous before thr bfiat. 
Still the waves rose higher and the wind honied loiuler. 'I'hey 
jvere neayng the shore raj>idly. 

Now th^y began to see, through the mist,*tht! pen |)le gathered 
on the shore, densest at one point, but with a few restless 
straggl^'rs right and left of that point, wln» kept ^coming and 
^ going. 'I'he spf^t was where they t^pected to come ashtire. 
•^They were apparently the last boat f>ut, and all the village was 
watching them with the deepest anxiety. 

They began to hear a sound <flher than the howling of the 
wind in the rigging, and the rush of waters around tlKim -a 
Continuous thunder, growing louder tsu h moment as the boat 
swept onward. 'I’he thunder of tin; surf upon tlie sand. And, 
looking forward, they could see juj?t the top of it as it leapt 
madly up. 

It was a nervous moment* 'I'hey stof>d ready in their shirts 
and trousers, for a rush, should it be nec‘es:»;iry. And die old 
* man was at^he helm. 'They saw the seas Ix gin to curl. 'I'hen 
they were in tlx; middle of them. 'I'hen the wat(,*r left them on 
the sand, and three brave fellows from the shore dashed to hook 
on the tackles ; but they were Uio laty. Hack with a roar like 
a hungry lion ^me the sea ; the poor boat broacheri to, and 
'took the whole forc e of the deluge on* her broadside. In a 
inomenti-more, blinded and stunned, they were all in the water, 
trying to stand against the backwiird iiish which look them 
near midthigh. Old Master Evans was nearest to Marston; he 
W’as tottering to fall when Marston }^ot hold of him, and saved 
him. The two young men got hold of both of them. Then 
three men from the shore ditshed in and got hold of Charles,; 
and then, as th^ w'ater w'cnt down and they dared move their 
feet, they all ran for their lives. Marston and his party got on 
to dry land 'on their feet, but Charles and his assistants were 
tumbled over and over, and washed uf) ignominiously covered 
rwith sand. Charles,, however, soon recovered himself, and, 
looking round to th^lnk those who had done him fhis service, 
found that one of tliem was^VillTam, who, when the gale had 
come on, had, with that blind in<}idercnce to the stud-groom's 
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personal feelings which we have seen him exhibit before, lell 
his work, and dressed in a Jersey and blue trousers, and come 
down to lend*a hand. He had come' in time to help his 
foster-brother out of the surf. ^ 

“ I am so very thankful to you,” said ("harles to the tWQ>- 
others. “ I will never forget you. I should have been drowned 
but for you. William, when I am in trouble I am sure tm find 
you at..my elbow.” r 

“ You won’t find me far off, Master Charles,” said William. 
They didn’t say any more to one another those two. There 
was no Heed. ' 

'I'he tall man, Matthews had been cast up with a broken 
head, and, on tlie wliole, seemed rather disappointed .at not 
finding liimself in paradfte. He had stumbled in leaping out 
of the boat, and hurt his foot, and had had a hard time of it,», 
poor fellow. 

As C'harles and William st(Jt)d watching the poor boat break- 
ing up, and the men venturing their lives to get the nets out of 
her, a Jiand was laid on (Charles’s shoulder, and, turning roundj^ 
he faced C'uthbert. 

“Oh, Charles, Charles, '1 thought I had lost you. Come 
home and let us dry you, ami take care of you. William, you 
have risked your life for one who is very dear to us. God 
reward you fi)r it I Brother, you arq shivering with cold, and 
you have nothing but your trousers and J ersey oft, and your ’ 
head and feet are bare, and your poor hair is^wet and full of 
sand ; let me carry you up, Charles, the stones will cut your 
feet. Let me carry you, Charles. I used to do it when you 
were little.” 

There was water irf ('harles’s eyes (the salt >vater out of his 
hair, you understand), as he answered — 

“ I think I can walk, Cuthbert ; -my feet are as hard as 
iron.” 

“No, but I must carry you,” said Cuthbert. “Get up, 
brother.” 


Charles prepared to comply, ard Cuthbert suddenly pulled 
off his shoes and stockings, and made ready. 

“ Oh, Cuthbert, don’t do that,” said Charles,* “ you break my 
heart.” 

“ Do let me, dear Charles. I seldom ask you a favour, li 
I didn't know that it wasn’t acceptable to God, do you thinly 
I would db it ? ” 

Charles hesitated one moVnenC; but h8 ciiught William’s eye, 
and William’s eye and William’s face said so plainly, “ do it,” 



tlfet Charles hesitated no longer, but got on his brother s back. 
Cuthbert ordered William, who was barefoot, to put on his 
discarded shoes and •stockings, which William tlid ; and then 
|Cuthbert went toiling up the stony path towards the hall, with 
ilfiis brother on his back — {[lorying in his penaiK e. 

* Is this ridiculous ? I cannot say I can see it in this light. I 
may ^ugh to scorn the religion that teaches men *lhat, by 
artificially producing misery and iurrvous terror, and ip that 
state flying to religion as a comfort and refuge, we may in any 
way glorify God, or benefit ourselves. 1 can laugh, I say, at a 
f&rm of religion like this ; but 1 cannot laugh at the iHen who 
believe in it, and act up to it. No. I may smoke my j)ipe, 
and say that the fool (Juthbert Ravensluu' took off his shoes, 
and gave them to the groom, and carritil a twelve stbne brother 
/or a quarter of a mile barefoot, and what a fool he must be, 
and so forth. Rut the sneer is a failure, and the laugh dies 
away ; and I say, “Well, Cuthbert, if you are a fo(»l, you are a 
consistent and manly one at all events. ' 

# Let us leave these three toiling up the steep rocky path, and 
l^ake a glance elsewhere. When the gale had come on, little 
^Mary had left Densil, and, jmtting m her bonnet, gone down 

to the beach. She had asked the elder fishermen whether there 
would be any danger in beaqfiing the boat, and lhi;y had said 
in chorus, “ Oh, bless her sweet ladyshijfs, heart, no. ^ 'I'he 
^4young men *vould have the tackles on her and have her up, 
oh, ever so quick;” and .so she had been reassured, and 
walked up and down. Rut, as th^: wind came stronger and 
stronger, and she had seen the last boat l.iken in half full of 
water — and as tiie women kept walking uj) and down uneasily, 
^ith their hands under their aj)r(ms — and as she saw many an 
O^d eagle.eye, shaded by a luirny hand, ga/.ing anxiously sea- 
wards at\he two brow n siyls plunging, about in the offing - she 
liad lost heart again, and had sat her down on a w indlass ajjart, 
with a pale face, and a sick heart. • 

A tall gaunt brown woman came uf) to her and said — 

“My lady mustn’t fret. ^ My lady would never do for a 
fisherman's wife. Why, my dear tender flesh, there's a hundred 
strong arms on tfle beach now*, as would fetch a Ravenshoe out 
of anywhere a’most. Tis a cross stirf. Miss Mary ; but, Ix)rd 

S * \}ve ye, they’ll have the tackles on her afore she’s in it. Don’t 
e fret dear, don’t ye fret.” 

But she had sat apart and fretted nevertheless ; and, when 
she saw the brown bow^ rushing m^ly through the yellow surf, 
she had shut her eyes and prayed, and had opened them to see 
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the boat on her beam ends, and a dozen struggling figures In 
the pitiless water. 

Then she htd stood up and wrung her:hands. 

They were safe. She heard that, and she buried her face 
her hands, and murmured a prayer of thanksgiving. ^ 

Some one stood beside her. It was Marston, bareheade*^ 
and barefooted. 

“ Oh, thank God,*’ she said. 

“ VVe have given you a sad fright.” 

“ I have been terribly frightened. But you must not stand 
dripping there. . Please, come up, and let me attend, you ” 

So she got him a pair of shoes, and they went up together* 
The penance procession had passed on before ; and a curious 
circumstance is this, thai, although on ordinary occasions Mar- 
ston was as lively a talker as need be, on this occasion he wa§ 
an uncommonly stupid one, as he never said one word all the 
way uj) to the hall, and then .separated from her with a formal 
little salutation. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
marston’s disappointment 

Mary did not wonder at Marston’s silence. She imagined 
that perhaps he had been sobered by being cas*^ on the shore so 
unceremoniously, and thought but little more of it. Then she 
dressed for dinner, and went and stood in one of the deep 
windows of the hall, looking out. 

The great fire which leapt and blazed in the hall chimney' 
was fast superseding the waning daylight outside. It was very 
pleasant to look at the fire, and the hrelight on wall and ceiling, 
on antler and armour, and then tQ get behind the curtain and 
look out into the howling winter’s evening, over the darkeiiing 
raging sea, and the tossing trees, and think how all the boats 
were safe in, and the men sitting round the plearant fires with 
their wives and children, and that the dogs were warm in tl% 
kennels, and the horses in the stable ; and to pity the po^|g 
birds, and hope they had good warm nooks and comers to ' 
get to ; and then to think of the ships coming up the channel, 
and hope they might keep a good olfing. 
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*11118 brought her to thinking, for the first time, of her own 
little self — how, so many years ago, she had been cast up like 
a little piece of sea-wtf d out of that awful <K'ean.* She thought 
W the IVarnn Ilasfini^Sy and how she and (’harles, on summer- 
Ijays, went out gatliering shells on the rocks, useil to look over 
to where the ship lay beneath the sea, and wonder whereabout 
it wa^ Then she had a kindly smile on lier face as she thought 
of Mr. Archer, the brave and good^(no\v I am happy say 
Captain Arclier), and looked over the hall io a hideous and 
diabolical graven image, which he had sent the year before, 
a’fnong soitie very valuable presents, and hud begged hrtr to be 
particularly careful of, as he had risked his life in getting it ; 
and which she and Charles had triumiihantly placed in the hall, 
and maintained there, loo, in spite of^lhe sarcasm^ of I'athcr 
/^lackworlh, and the pious Imrror nf the servants and villagers. 
And so she wont on thinking' thinking of her dead parents, 
of the silence mainUiined by her relations, of old Densil’s 
protection, and then of the future. 'I’liat protection must cease 
^on, and then — 

^ A governess ! 'Fhere were many stories about governesses 
^ not being well treated. Perhajxs it wfis their own fault, or they 
were exceptional cases. She would like the nursery best, and 
to keep away from the dn^wing-rooin altogether. “ Yes,*’ she 
said, “I will tnake them love me ; I will be 50 gentle, pUient, 
"iand obliging.* I am not afraid of the children -I know I can 
yi'mtkem — orofjny mistress much ; 1 believe I can win her. I 
am most afraid of the superior scrfanls ; but, surely, kindne.ss 
and submission will win them in lime. 

“ My sheet-anchor is old I-idy .\sco!. She got very fond of 
•n#* during that six months I staid with ^kt ; and she is very 
kind. Surely she will get me a plm c wliere I shall be well 
treated ! and, if not, why ihen--! shall only be in the jKwition 
of thousands of other girls. I must fight through it. 'I'liere is 
another life after this. • 

“ It will be terribly hard parting from all the old friends 
though 1 After that, I thinly 1 shall have no heart left to suffer 
with. Yes ; I supjxjse the last details of the break-up will be 
harder to bear than anything which will follow. 'Fhat will tear 
one’s heart t^bly. That over, I ilbppf>sc my salary will keep 
r in drawing materials, and give mt the [x>wer, at every 
. J.;3‘ioment of leisure, of taking myself into fairyland. 

^ ** I suppose actual d^titution is impossible. I should think 
so. Yes, yes; Lady •Ascot would* take care of that. If that 
were to come though ? They say a girl can always make four- 
• * 
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pence a day by her needle. How I would fight, and strive, and 
toil 1 And then how sweet death would be ! 

She pausec^ and looked out on the darkened ocean. “ And_ 
yet,” she thouglU again, “ I would follow — follow him to tftev"' 
world’s end — 


•» “ ‘ Across the hills, and far away, 

Ueyond their utmost purple rim ; 
lieyond the night, across the day, 

The happy princess followed him.’ ” 

A dtvor opened xinto the hall, and a man’s step ,<vas on the 
stone floor ; she raised the curtain to see who it was. It was 
Marston ; and he came straight towards her, and stood beside 
her, lookin^,^ out over the wild stormy landscape. 

“ Miss (>)rby,” he said, I was coming to try and find you.” 

“ You arc very lucky in your search,” she said, smiling on 
him. “ I was alone here with the storm ; and, if I had not 
raised the curtain, you would never have seen me. How it 
blows! I am glad you arc not out in this. This is one Of 
your lucky days.” 

“ I should be glad to think so. Will you listen to me for a 
few minutes, while I tell you something ? ” 

“ Surely,” she said. ‘‘ Who if there that I would sooner 
listen to ? ” 

“ I fear I shall tire your patience now, though. I am a> 
comparatively poor man.” 

“ And what of that, my dear Mr. Marston ? You are rich in 
honour, in future prospects. You have a noble future before 
you.” 

“ Will you share it^* Mary ? ” ^ 

“ Oh ! what do you mean ? ” 

“ Will you be my wife ?, I love you beyond all the riches and^ 
honours of the world — I love you as you will never be loved 
again. It is due to you rend to myself to say that, although I 
call myself poor, I have enough to keep you like a lady, and 
all my future prospects beside. Dpn’t give me a hasty answer, 
but tell me is it possible you can become my wife ? ” 

“ Oh, I am so sorry for this 1 ” said poor Mary. “ I never 
dreamt of this. Oh no ! it is utterly and entirely impossible, 
Mr. Marston — utterly and hopelessly impossible ! You musT 
forgive me, if you can ; but you must never, never think aboii^;^ 
me more.”' 

** Is there no hope ? ” said Marston. 

** No hope, no hope I ” said Mar>'. “ Please never think 
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aAout me any more, till you have forgiven mu ; and then, with 
your children on your knee, think of me as a friend who loves 
you dearly.” # • 

“I shall think of you till 1 die. I was afraid of this : it is 
Must as I thought.” • 

^ “ What did you think ? ” 

“ IJpthing — nothing ! Will you let me kiss your hand ? ” 

“ Surely ; and God bless you ! ” ^ . 

“ Are wc to say good-bye for ever, tlu n ? ” ^»iil poor Marslon. 
“ I hope not. 1 should be sorry to think that,” siiid poor 
Mary, crying. But you must never spoiik to me ♦ike this 

again, dear 'Air. Marston. (iod bless you, once more !” 

Charles was dressing while this scene was going on. and was 
thinking, while brushing his hair, wlurt there was Ibr dinner, 
and whether there would be a turbot or not, and whether the 
cook would .send in the breast of the venison, 'rhe doe, 
Charles sagely reflected, had been killed five days before, and 
the weather had been warm ; surely 'I'hat W'oman would let 
them have the breast. He was a fool not to have told her of 
in the morning before he went out ; but she was such an 
r obstinate old catamaran that she very 4ikely wouldn’t have done 
it. “There was no greater mistake,” this young Helirigabalus 
proceeded to remark, “ thai^ hanging your breasts too long. 

Now, your haunch, on the other hand but we Cjfntiot 

'follow him into such a vast and important field of speculation. 
“There will be ^a couple of cocks, though pretty high, near 
about the mark-^ — ” • 

The door opened, and in walked Kather .Mackworth. 

“ Hallo, Tathi^r I ’’ said Charles. “ flow are you ? Did you 
S*^ar of our spill to-day? We were deu»:ed near done for, 1 
..‘asure yoij.'’ 

“ Charfes,” said the pri*;st, “ your n*iture is frank and noble. 
i. was in terror to-day lest you should go to your account bearing 
me malice.” • 

“A Ravenshoe never bears malice, P'alhcr,” said Charle.s. 
“A Ravenshoe never doei^ I am aware,” .said Father Mack- 
worth, with such a dead equality of emphasis, that (Charles 
could not have ^om that he laid any on the word “Ravens- 
hoe.” « » 

“But I have got an apology to mako to you. Father,” said 
^ ' CJiarles : “ I have to apologize to you for losing my temper 
With you the other day| and breaking out into I can> say what 
tirade of unjust angei^ I pray yoi to forgive me. We don’t 
love one another, you know. How can we? But 1 behaved 
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Ha ! ” 

'rhcy both sat silent for a moment. 

“ How did ^ou guess that, Lord Saltirt;?” 

“ I saw what was going on ; and, by your manner and hef^ 
to-day, [ guessed something had taken place. Is there no hopgj) 
for you? ” 

“ None.” 

“ 1 /eared not ; but wha^ right had I to tell you so ? ” 

“ Perhaps, my k)rd, I should not have believed you if you 
had,” said Marston smiling. 

“ Wlfat man wo»ld have ? You are not angry ? ” • ^ 

“How could I be? 'Phe world is out of joint, that is 
all.” 

“ \'ou a?e a true gentleman. I swear to you,” said the old 
man, eagerly, “ that there is no one in fault. She has givei\ 
her honest little heart away — and what wonder ! —but, believe 
me, that you are behaving <is a man should behave, in not 
resenting it. If you were a heathen and a Frenchman 
(synonymous terms, my dear boy), you might find it your dut?5^ 
to cut somebody’s throat ; but, being a Christian and a ll 
gentleman, you will remain a true friend to somebody who 
loves you dearly, and is worth loving in return. "I'his sort of 
thing cuts a man up confoundedly'.^ It happened to me once ; 
but, ^lelieve me, you will get over it.” 

“ I mean to do so. How kind and generous y(Ju are to me ?^ 
How shall I ever repay you ? ” , 

“ Hy kindness to those f love,” said the old man. “ I take 
this opportunity of telling you that your fortunes are my 
particular care. I cannot get you the wife you love, but I am 
rich ami ])owerful, and can do much. Not another word. Go 
to bed, sir — to bed.” ^ 

Marston, sitting on hjs bedside «that night, said aloud to 
himself, “ And so that is that dicing old rouk^ Saltire, is it t 
Well, well; it is a funny world. What a noble fellow he 
would have been if he had had a better chance. Nay, what a 
noble fellow he is. I am ten yea^s older since this morning ” 
(he wasn’t, but he thought it). And so he said his prayers 
like an honest man, and prayed for the kind old heathen who 
had such a warm heart ; 4nd then, being nowise ashamed to 
do so, he prayed that 4ie might sleep well ; and for a time h*e, 
forgot all about his disappointment, and slept like a child. • 

Lord Saltire’s valet was a staid and sober-minded gentleman 
of sixty-four. Generally, \^en4ie was putting his lordship to 
bed, he used to give him the news of the day ; but to-night 
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Lord Saltire said, “Never mind the news, Simpson, if you 
please ; I am thinking of something.” My lord used to wcJir a 
sort of muffler, like a Tootless stocking, to keep ^is old knees 
■J^rm in bed. He remained silent till he got one on, and 
4^611, without taking the other from the ex[)ectant Simpson, 
he addressed the fire-irons aloud - ^ 

“ This is a pretty clumsy contrivance to call a world ! ” he 
said, with profound scorn. “ Look Jiere (to the poker), here’s 
as fine a lad as ever you saw, goes and faHs in love with a 
charming girl, who cares no more for him than the deuce. 
H!b proposis to her, and is refused. Wliy ? hec'ause f!ne has 
given her heart away to another fine young fellow, who don’t 
care twojience for her, and has given ///> heart away to the most 
ambitious young Jezebel in the three Tcingiloms, who I don’t 
j^ielieve cares so very much for him ! I am utterly disgustiid 
with the whole system of mundane alTairs ! Simpson, give me 
that muffler, if you please ; and pray don’t wake me before 
nine. I must try to sleep off the recollci'tie^n of some of this 
fQ>ly.” 


CHAPTER \l\ 

• KI.I.KN’s l-LK’.nT 

Aftkr all the fatigues and adventures of the day before, 
Charles slept wel>— long pleasant dreams of roaming in sunny 
^;tices on summer days fell to his happy lot -and so he was 
rio\ pleased when he found himself shaken by the shmilder. 

It was William come to wake him.’ Charles was at once 
alarmed to see him there, and started up, saying 
“ Is anything the matter, Will ? Is* my father ill ? ” 

“ The master’s well, I trust. Master Charles. I want to tell 
you something that I want others to find out for them.selves.” 

“What is it?”,said Charles, seriously alarmed, for he had 
had his suspicion.s*lately, though he had dreaded to give them 
a name. ’ 

^ Ellen is gone ! ” 

F * My dear lad,” said .Charles, hurriedly, “ what makes you 
think so. Since when have you missed her ? ” 

“ Since yesterday afternoon.” * * 

“ Have you been in her room ? ** ^ 


B 
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“Yes. She has not been to bed, and the window is open 
just as it was yesterday morning at bed-making time.” 

“ Hush — yfdii ! There may be timl’ yet. Go down and 
saddle two horses at once. I will tell you what I know as 
ride, but there is not time now. Tell me only one thing : 
there any one she would be likely to go to at Coombe ? ” 

“ No' one that I know off.” 

William departed to gel. the horses. Charles had suddenly 
thought of the soHtary female figure he had seen passing along 
the dizzy sheep-path the day before, and he determined to 
follow ‘that till he lost sight of it. ^ 

“ b'or the poor dear girl’s sake — for the honour of this old 
house- - 1 wonder who is at the bottom of all this ? I must 
tell Marslon,” he said, when he was out on the landing. 

“ George, tell them to get me some coffee instantly. I ai^j 
going out hunting.” 

Marston thought as Charles did. 'Fhe right thing to do 
would be to follow her, see that she wanted for nothing, and 
leave her brother with her for a time. “ He won’t (|uarrel 
with her now, you’ll see. He is a good fellow, mind youV 
C'harles, though he did lose his temper with her that^'^ 
night.” 

So they rode forth side by ^kle into the wild winter’s 
nior 4 ung. The rain had ceased for a time, but the low dark 
clouds were hurrying swiftly before the blast, '^and eddying 
among the loftier tors and summits. The wind was behind 
them, and their way was cast, across the lofty downs. 

“ William,” said Charles, at last, “ who is at the bottom of 
this?” 

“I don’t know, Master Charles. If I did there would be 
mischief, unless it was one of two.” 

“Ay, Will, but it ain’.t. You don’t think it is Cuthbert?” 

“ No, no ! He, forsooth ! Father Mackworth knows, I 
believe, more than we do.” 

“You do not suspect him ? ’ 

“Certainly not. 1 did, but I don’t now. I suspect he 
knows, as I said, more than we do. He has been speaking 
harshly to her about it.” 

They had arrived at the hill round w'hich Charles suspected 
he had seen her paLS the day before. It was impossible 
pass round the promontory on horseback in the best 
w'eatherst ; now doubly so. They would have to pass inland 
of it. They both pulled* up their hefrses and looked. The 
steep slope of turf, the top of which, close overhead, was hid 
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jy flying mists, trended suddenly downwards, and distippeared. 
Eight hundred feet below was the raging sea. 

As they stood ihereT the same thought came across both of 
tAem. It was a dreadful, place, rhey neither sjwke at all, 
but spurred on faster, till the little grey village of Coomlx', 
down at their feet, sheltered from the storm by the lofty hills 
around, opened to their view ; and they pushed on down the 
steep rocky path. 

No. No one had si-en her yeslertlay at such a time. 'Phe 
streets would have been full of the miners coming from work ; 
or, if she 'had come earlier, there would hilve been pfenty of 
people to see her. It was a small place, and no stranger, they 
said, could ever i)ass thrtmgh it unnoticed. 

And, though they scrmretl tlie couiury far and' wide, and 
though for months after the fishermen fished among the (piiet 
bays beneath the cliffs in fear, lest they should fiiul there 
something which should be carried in silent awe up the village, 
and laid quietly in the old churchyard, beneath the elm ; yet 
Ellen was gone gone from their ken like a summer cloud. 
'I'hey thought it a pious fraud to tell pensil that she was gone 
-—with some excuse, I forget what. Iiut which satisfied him. 
In a conclave held over the matte r, (‘ulhberl .seemed only 
surprised and shoeked, but ‘evidently knew notbing of the 
-matter. Eatln r .Ma<*k worth said that he expected j-ome- 
Ibing of the* kind for some little time, and William held his 
peace. 'I'he go^♦^ips in the village laid their heads together, 
and shook them, 'rhen* was but one opinion there. 

again .shall she jmt garland c»n ; 

In^itcad <)f it she’ll w<-ar sad cypre' s now, 

An<l hitler elder broken fiom the hf)ngh. 

^ Nora —poor old Nora ‘-look to her bed. Eather Mack- 
worth was with her continually, but she sank and sank. 
Father Mackwortb was called away across the moors, one after- 
noon, to an outlying ( 'alholic tenant's family ; and, during his 
absence, William was sent t«; diaries to pray him to come, in 
God’s name, to his mother. Charles ran across at once, but 
Nora was speechle.ss. She bad something to .say to Charle.s, 
but the great ^ower, which shall sow us all in the ground, and 
tread us down, had his hand heavy on her, and .she could 
*ot speak. In the morning, when the gale had broken, and 
the white seabirds were soaring and skimming betw-een the 
blue sky and the noble green* rolling sea, and the shijis were 
running up channel, and the fishing-boats were putting out 
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gaily from the pier, and all nature was brilliant and beautiful, 
old Nora lay dead, and her secret with her. 

“ Master Charles,” said William, as th%y stood on the shore 
together, “she knew sqmething, and Ellen knows it too, i- 
very much suspect. 'Fhe time wil! come. Master Charles, 
when w^ shall have to hunt her through the world, and get 
the secret from her.” * 

“ VVJillijim, I would go qiany weary journeys to bring poor 
Ellen back into the ways of peace, 'fhe fact of her being 
your sister w(»uld be enough to make me do that.” 


CHAPTER XX 

RAN FORD AGAIN 

Charlks, though no genius, had a certain amount of 
common sense, and, imfted, more of that copimodity than 
most people gave him credit for. Therefore he did not pursue 
the subject with William. Fir.st\y,« because he did not think 
he ccvjld get any tnore out of him (for William litad a certain, 
amount of sturdy obstinacy in his composition) ; fnd secondly,' 
because he knew William was, in the main, a. sensible fellow, 
and loved the ground h^ stood on. Charles would never 
believe that William w^ould serve him falsely ; and he was 
right. 

He told Marston df the curious words which William had 
used, and Marston had said — 

“ I don’t understand •it. The devil is abroad. Are you^ 
coming into any money at your father’s death ? ” 

“ I am to have ;i, i8o a*year.” 

“ I wouldn't give ^^50 a year for your chance of it. What 
is this property worth ? ” 

“;;£9,ooo a year. The governor has li^ed very extrava- 
gantly. The stable establishment is fit for a duke now ; and, 
then, look at the servants.^ • 

“ He is not living ifj) to ten thousand a year now, I should 
say.” ^ J>** 

“ No ; but it is only the other day he gave up the hounds. 
They cost him two thousaiiti a year ; anfi, while he had them, 
the house was carried on very extravagantly. The governor 
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has a wonderful talent for muddling away money ; and, what 
is more, I believe he was bit with the railways. Vou know, I 
believe, the estate is fnvolved.” * 

• “ Bathershin. Hut slilj, ('uthbert %’ont marry, and his life 
is a bad one, and you are a heretic, my poor little innocent.” 

“ And then ? ” , 

“ Heaven only knows what then. I am sure I don’t. At 
what time does the worthy ami intqjlectual Welter arrive?” 

“ He will be here about six.” • 

“ Two hours’ more rational existence for one, then. After 
that a sm^ll as of ten thousand stables and^ifty stah? Copies of 
Be//'s Life in one’s nose, till his lordship takes his departure. 
1 don’t^like your cousin, ('harles.’’ ^ 

“ What an astounding [>iece of news ! He s:iys you are a 
•conceited |)rig, and give yourself airs.” 

“ He never said a wistT or truer thing in his life. I am 
exactly that ; and he is a fifth-class stei‘i)lechase rider, with a 
title.” 

“ How you and he will fight ! ” 

“So I exfiect. 'fhat is, if he h:js th(‘ courage for battle, 
which I rather doubt. He is terribly afraid of me.” 

“ I think you are hard on poor Uelter,” said (diaries ; “ I 
do, indeed. He is a geneso*is, good hearted fellow." 

“ Oh ! we are all gen(‘rous, gruid lusirtaal fellows,” .said 
^Marston, “is long as we have plenty i>( money and good 
digestions. V(j*i are riglit, though, (’harley. He is what you 
say, as far as I know ; but the reascTn 1 hate him is this : — You 
are the dearest friend I have, and I ;^m jealous of him. He 
is in eternal antagonism to me. 1 am always trying to lead 
you right, and he is equally diligent *10 leading you into 
wrong.” ,• 

“ Well, he sha’ n't lead me into anymiore, I promi.se you now. 
*Do be civil to him.” 

“Of course I will, you gaby. Hid you think I was going to 
show fight in your house ? ” 

When Marston came do\w to dinner there was IvOrd Welter, 
sitting beside oj^ Hensil, and kindly amusing him with all 
sorts of gossip — stable and other. ^ 

“ How do,* Marston ? ” said he, rising and coming forward. 

“ How d’ye do, Lord Welter ? ” said Marston. 

\ “ I am very glad to ;neet you here,” said Ix)rd Welter, with 
a good-humoured snyle, “although I am ashameU to look 
you in the face. Mareton, myMearMr. Ravenshoe, is Charles’s 
good genius, and I am his evil jone ; I am always getting 
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Charles into mischief, and he is always trying to keep hiSi 
out of it. Hitherto, however, I have been completely successful, 
and he has niiide a dead failure.” 

Old Densil laughed./ “You are doing yourself injustic#: 
Welter,” he said. “ Is lie not doing* himself an injustice, Mr. 
Marston ? ” 

“ Not'in the least, sir,” said Marston. And the two ^oung 
men shook hands more cordially than they had ever done 
before. , 

That evening Welter fulfilled Mary’s jirophecy, that he would 
smoke i:i his bed-room, and not only smoked there l^m self, but 
induced (Charles to c<jme and do so also. Marston was not in 
the humour for the style of conversation he knew he should 
have there, and so he i^tired to bed, anti left the othef two to 
themselves. y 

“Well, Charles,” said Welter. “Oh, by the bye, 1 have got 
a letter for you from that mysterious matlcap, Adelaide. She 
couldn’t send it by post ; that woultl not have been mysterious 
and underhand enough for her. Catch hold.” 

(Charles caught hold, and read his letter. Welter watched 
him curiously from undA- the heavy eyebrows, and, when he 
had finished, said - 

“('ome, put that away, and tjilk. 'I'liat sort of thing is 
pretty much the jjime in all cases, I take it. As far as my own 
experience goes, it is always the same. Scold aiKl whine and' 
whimper ; whimper, whine, and scold. How’s that old keeper of 
yours ? ” « 

“ He has lost his wife.” 

“ Poor fellow ! 1 reAiiember his wife - a handsome Irish 

woman.” i 

“ My nurse ? ” 

“ Ay, ay. Aiul the pryitty girl Kllyn ; how is she ? ’ 

“ Poor ICllen ! She lias run away, Welter ; gone on the bad,'* 
I fear.” • 

Lord Welter sat in just the .same position, gazing on the fire. 
He then .siiid, in a very deliberate^^voice — 

“ 'Phe deuce she is. I am sorry to hear that. I was in 
hopes of renewing our acquaintance.” 

'Phe days Hew by, and, a.S you know, there came no news from 
Ellen. 'Phe househoVl had been much saddened by her dis- 
appearance, and by Nora’s death, though not one of th^ 
number ever guessed what had passed between Mary ana 
Marston. 'Phey were not ga vqry cheerful* household ; scarce 
one of them but had some secret trouble. Father Tiemay 



i^anioru /igaiii 135 

dime back after week or so; and, if good-natured kindly 
chatter could have cheeretl them at all, he would have done it. 
But there was a settled gloom on tlu* party, which nothing 
^•cpuld overcome. Kven Jarnl Welter, |l>oisterous as his spirits 
usually were, seemed often anxious aim distraught ; and, as for 
jX)or ('utJiberl, he would, at any time within the knowledge of 
man, have acted as a “damper” on the liveliest |);irty. His 
affecflon for Charles seemed, for some reason, to increase day 
by day, but it was sometimes vet^’ hard to keep the*])eace 
between Welter and him. If there was one man beyond 
another ll^at ('iithherl hated, it was Coni ^Veller ; ait^l st)me- 
times, after dinner, such a scene as this would take place. 

You will, ])crhaps, have remarki'd that I have never yet 
rcpresefited (.’iilhljcrt as speaking t«> 3»lary. 'I'he^eal fact is, 
that he never did speak to lu r, or to any woman, anything 
*l)eyond the merest commonplaces a circumstance wliich made 
Charles very much doubt the lru]h of Kllen’s statement - that 
the i)riest had caught them talking togi ther in the wof)d. 
However, (aithbert was, in his way, Ibml eiunigh of the bonny 
little soul (1 swear 1 am in love with her myself, over head 
and ears) ; and so, one day, whcii slct came crying in, an<l told 
him — as being the first person she met that her little bantam- 
cock had been killed by the dorking, Culhbert comforted her, 
bottled up his wrath, till hiS lather ha<l gone into the drawing- 
-room with hyr alter diimer, and the others were silling at their 
wine, 'riien he said, siuhlenly 

“ Welter, did ^ (Hi have any cock-lighting to-day ? ” 

“Oh, yes, by the bye, a sjileiulid turnup. 'I'here was a 
noble little bantam in ;in inclosed yard challenging a great 
dorking, and tlu;y both seemed s(» very .'vixious for sj)ort that 
I thought it would be a pity to baulk them ; so I just let the 
bantam ftiit. I give ycjii my won! it is my belief that the 
bantam would have been the best man, but that he was too 
old. His attack was splendid ; buj he met the fate of the 
brave.” 

“ You should not have done that, Welter,” said (‘harles ; 
“that was Mary’s favourite itiuitam.” 

“ I don’t allow»any c(jck-fighting at Raven.shoe, Welter,” said 
Cuthbert. , • 

“ You don’t allow it ! ” .said Lord Weller, .scornfully. 

. “ No, by heaven ! ” said Cuthbert, “ I don’t allow it.” 

• “ Don’t you ! ” said Welter ; “ you are not master«here, nor 
ever will be. No l^vcnshoe ^as e^er master of his own house 
yet.” 
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“ I am absolute master here,” said Cutlfbert, with a rising 
colour. “ There is no appcaj against me here.” 

“ Only to Uie priest,” said Welter. (4 must do him justice 
to say that neither Mackworth nor I’iernay was in the rooqsVg 
or he would not have sad it.) • 

“ You arc insolent, Welter, and brutal. It is your nature to 
be so,” ?iaid Cuthbert, fiercely. 

Marston, who had been watching Welter all this time,*saw a 
flash 'come from his eye?, and, for one moment a terrible 
savage .setting of the teeth. “ Ha, ha ! my friend,” thought 
he, “ \ thought tjjiat stupid face was capable of |omc such 
expression as that. I am obliged to you, my friend, for 
giving me one little glimpse of the devil in.side.” 

“ Jiy gad, Cuthbert,isaid Lord Welter, “if you hadti’t been 
at your own table, you shouldn’t have said that, cousin or n^ 
cousin, twice.” 

“ Stop, now,” said Charles, “ don’t turn the place into a 
bear-pit. ('uthbert, do be moderate. Welter, you shouldn’t 
have .set the cocks fighting. Now, don’t begin quarrelling 
again, you two, for heaven’s .sake ! ” 

And so the i)eace wms made : but Charles was very glad 
when the time came for the jmrty to break up ; and he went 
away to Ranford with Welter, preparatory to his going back to 
Oxford. ■ * 

His father waS (juite his old self again, and se^mied to hav(^ 
rallied amazingly ; so (Charles left him without much anxiety ; 
and there were reasons wccknow” of why his heart should bound 
when he heard the word Ranford mentioned, and why the 
raging siieed of the Great Western Railway express seemed 
all too slow for him.. Lord Ascot’s horses were fast, the mail- 
phaeton was a good one, and Lord ^Velter’s worst enemies 
could not accuse him of driving slow ; yet the \i’ay from 
Didcot to Ranford seemed so interminably long that hdi 
said : — 

“ By Jove, I wish we had come by a slower train, and gone 
on to Twyford ! ” 

“Why so?” 

“I don't know. I think it is pleasantei driving through 
Wargrave and Henley.” • s: 

Lord Welter laugl^d, and Charles w’ondered w'hy. There 
were no visitors at Ranford ; and, when they arrived, Welte# 
of course: adjourned to the stables, while Charles ran upstair! 
and knocked at Lady Ascot’s door. 

He was bidden to come in by the old lady’s voice. Her 
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black and tan terner, who was now so old that his teeth and 
voice were alike gone, rose from the hearth, and went through 
the motion and out\^ard semblance of barking furiously at 
^Cjharles, though without producing aii^ audible sound, l^dy 
Ascot rose up and welconfbd him kiiuny. 

“ I am so glad to see your honest face, my dear boy.^ I have 
been ^sitting here all alone so long. Ascot is very kind, and 
comes and sits with me, and 1 give Inm some advice ab(^ut his 
horses, which he never takes. Hut*l am very lonely.’’ 

“ Hut where is Adelaide, aunt dear? ’’ 

“ .She’s gone.’’ 

‘‘ (lone ! My dear aunt, where to ? 

“(lone to stay ten days with Lady Hainault.” 

Here* was a blow. 

“ I know you are very disappointed, my poor boy, and I 
told Welter so expressly to tell you in my last letter. He is so 
shockingly careless and forgetful !.” 

“So \\elter knew of it.” .said Charles to himself. “And 
that is what made him laugh at my hurry. It is very ungentle- 
manly behaviour.” 

Hut Charles’s anger was like a si.tnmer cloud. “ 1 think, 
aunt,” he said, “that Welter was having a joke with me ; that 
was all. Wlien will she be j:)jck ? *’ 

“ 'Hie end of next week.' , 

i “ And 1 uliall be gone to Oxford. 1 shall ride over to 
(^^asterton and see her. ’ 

“You knew Ilainault at .Shrewsbury? Yes. Well, you 
had better do so, child. Yes, c ertainly. 

“ What madejier go, aunt, I wonder?’* 

“I^ady Hainault was ill, and wcmld have her, and I was 
forced to \ct her g<j.” 

Oh, IJhdy Ascot, Lady Ascot, y^u wicked old fibster ! 
^)idn't you hesitate, stammer, and blush, when you said that? 
1 am very much afraid you didn’t.# Hadn’t you had, three 
days before, a furious /raais with Adelaide about something, 
and hadn’t it ended by her declaring that she would claim the 
protection of Uidy Hainault? HadiVt she ordered out the 
pony-CfliVriage an<f .driven off with a solitary bandl>ox and what 
1 choose to call a crinoline-chest ? 9\nd hadn’t you and l^dy 
Hainault had a brilliant pa.ssagc of arn»s over her ladyship’s 
deceiving and abetting the recalcitrant Adelaide ? 

* Lady Ascot was perffectly certain of one thing —that Charles 
would never hear qjbotlt this ftf>m Adelaide ; and so she lied 
boldly and with confidence. Otherwise, she must have made 

• E 2 
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a failure, for few people had practiJed that great aAd 
difficult art so little as her ladyship. 

'rhat thereihad been a furious quarrc* between Lady Ascot 
and Adelaide about ttfs time, 1 well know from the bopt^ 
authority. It had taktn place juSt as I have described it 
above. 1 do not know for certain the cause of it, but can 
guess ; ‘and, as 1 am honestly going to tell you all I know, you 
will be able to make as good a guess as I hereafter. 

I^dy Ascot said furtliAmore, that she was very uneasy in 
her mind about Ascot’s colt, which she felt certain would not 
stay oH“r the Uerl^y course. The horse was not so jvell ribbed 
up as he should be, and had hardly quarter enough to suit her. 

'1 alking of that, her lumbago had set in worse than ever since 
the frost had come onrand her doctor had had the innfl)udence 
to tell her that her liver was deranged, whereas, she knew ^t 
proceeded from cold in the small of her back. Talking of the 
frost, she was told that thtye had been a very good sheet of 
ice on the carp-pond, where Charles might have skated, though 
she did hope he would never go on the ice till it was quite 
safe— as, if he were to get drowned, it would only add to her 
vexation, and surely %he had had enough of that, with < 
that audacious chit of a girl, Adelaide, who was enough to 
turn one’s hair grey ; though for that matter it had been grey 
for many years, as all the world Wight see. 

“ Has AdclaiSe been vexing you, aunt dear interrupted- 
Charles. 

“ No, my dear boy, no^i’ replied the old woman. “ She is a 
little tiresome sometimes, but I dare say it is more my fault 
than hers.” • 

“You will not bti angry with her, aunt dear? You will be 
long-suffering with her, for my sake ? ” 

“ Dear Charles,” suid^the good old woman weepirtg, “ I will 
forgive her till seventy times seven. Sometimes, dear, she h 
high-spirited, and tries njy temper. And 1 am very old, dear, 
and very cross and cruel to her. It is all my fault, Charles, 
all my fault.” ^ 

Afterwards, when Charles knew the truth, he used to bless 
the memory of this good old woman, recahing this conversa- 
tion, and knowing on which side the fault lay. « At this time, 
blindly in love as he^was with Adelaide, he had sense enough 
left to do justice. ^ 

“Aunt, dear,” he said, “you are did, but you are neither 
cross nor cruel. You arf th^ kindest and most generous of 
women. You are the only mother I ever had, aunt 1 dare 
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say Adelaide is tiresome sometimes ; bear with her for my 
sake. Tell me some more about the horses, (lod help us, 
they are an importairt subject enoutdi in this ^uiuse now ! ” 
/ • Lady Ascot said, havinu dried her ^-es and kissed Charles, 
that she had seen this a vTry long tinn* : that she had warned 
Ascot solemnly, as it was a mother's duty to do, to be careful 
of Riynoneur blood, and that Ascot would never listen to her ; 
that no horse of that breed had ever been a staying horse ; 
that she believed, if tlie truth coufd be got, at, that the Pope 
of Rome had been, imiirectly, perhaps, but certainly, the 
inventor produce stakes, which had doi»i more to tuin the 
breed of horses, and conse<iuently the country, than fifty reform 
bills. 'Phen her ladyship wished to know if ( liarles had read 
Lord Afount E — -’s bfiok on the battlP of Arinagetldon, and, 
.pn receiving a negative answer, gave a slight abstrai t of that 
most prophetical production, till the gong sounded, and Cliarles 
went up to dress for dinner. 


c:h.wlk XXI 

• CLOTIIO, I.ACIItSIS, AND ATUOCOS 

The road from Runford to (^asterton, whu:h is the name of 
l.,ord Hainault’s place, runs through about three miles of the 
most beautiful 5icenery. Although it *may barely come up to 
Cookham or Cliefden, yet it surpasses the*piece from Wargrave 
to Henley, and beats Pangbourne hollr>w'. Leaving Ranford 
Park, the^road passes through the p4;tty vilhige of Ranford. 
And in the street of Ranford, which is a regular street, the 
principal inn is the White Hart, keptdiy Mrs. Foley. 

Here, in summer, all through the long glorious days, which 
seem so hard to believe in^n winter time, come anglers, and 
live. Here they order their meals at impossible hours, and 
drive the landladj mad by not coming home to them. Here, 
too, they plan mad expeditions with the fishermen, who are 
now in all their glory, wearing bi»ght-i>attemed shirts, 
sgpornful of half-crownSj and in a general state of obfusca- 
tion, in consequence of being plied with strange liquors 
by their patrons, out^of flasliB, v^en they are out fishing. 
Here, too, come artists, with beards as long as your arm, and 



140 Ravensiftoe 

pass the day under white umbrellas, in pleasant places by the 
waterside, jKiinting. 

The dark did porch of the inn stands'out in the street, but 
the back <jf the house g/es down to the river. At this porolr* 
there is generally a group of idlerS, or an old man sunning 
himself, ^or a man on horseback, drinking. On this present 
occasion there were all three of these things, and alsc^Lord 
Ascotjs head keeper, with j brace of setters. 

As Charles rode very slowly towards the group, the keeper 
and the groom on horseback left off talking. Charles fancied 
they hiftl been talWng about him, and I, who know e|/ery thing, 
also know that they had. When Charles was nearly opposite 
to him, the keeper came forward and said - 

“ I shoifld like to sHbw you the first trout of the season, sir. 
Jim, show Mr. Ravenshoe that trout.” j, 

A lieautiful ten-pounder was immediately laid on the 
stones. • 

“ He would have looked handsomer in another month, 
Jackson,” said Charles. 

“ I’erhaps he would, sir. My lady generally likes to get 
one as soon as she cun'?” 

At this stage the groom, who had been standing apart, came 
up, and touching his hat, put int^ Charles’s hand a note. 

It was in Adel(^ide’s handwriting. The groom knew it, the 
keeper knew it, they all knew it, and ('harles kntw they knew 
it ; but what cared he — all the world might, know it But 
they knew and had been talking of something else before he 
came up, which ("liarles did not know. If anything is going 
wrong, all the country side know it before the person principally 
concerned. And ail the countryside knew that there had 
been a great and scandalous (juarrel between Adelaide and 
I^ady Ascot— all, except, Charles. 

He put the note in his pocket without opening it ; he gave 
the groom half-a-crown ; he bade good-bye to the keej^r ; he 
touched his hat to the loiterers ; and then he rode on his way 
towards Casterton, down the viljage street. He passed the 
church among the leafless walnut-trees, beneath the towering 
elms, now noisy with building rooks ; and then, in the broad 
road under the lofty chalk downs, with the elms on his left, 
and glimpses of the /lashing river between their stems, there 
he pulled up his horse and read his love letter. " 

“ Dear Charles, — “ Ain’t j%qu ver>' tross at my having been 
away when you came ? I don’t believe you are, for you are 
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never cross. I couldn't help it, Charles, dear. Aunt wanted 
me to go. . ^ . • 

“ Aunt is very cross and tiresomel She don’t like me as 
Veil as she used. You mystn’t l>eliev| all she says, you know. 
It ain’t f)ne word of it true. It is only her fa my. 

“Do come over and see me. Lord Hainault this, 1 
mustnell you, reader, is the .son, not the husband, of Lady 
Ascot’s most cherished old enemy)i “ is going to be married, 
and there will be a great wedding. She is •that long burton 
girl, whom you may renuMuber. 1 have always hatl^a great 
dislike for'her ; but .she has asked me to fie bridesmaid, and 
of course one ('an’t refuse. Lady laiiily Mont fort is ‘ with me,’ 
as the lawyers say, and of c ourse slut ^vill have luir mother’s 
pearls in her ugly red hair.’' 

* Charles couldn’t agree as to Lady hhiiily’s hair being red. 

He had thought it the most beautiful hair he had ever .seen in 
his life.- ' 

“ Pour mois I shall wear a ramelia, if the gardemtr will give 
me one. How 1 wish I luul jewe ls to beat hers ! She can't 
wear the ('leveland diamonds as a# bridesmaid ; that i.s a 
^ comfort, (’ome over and sen* nu-. I am in agony about what 
aunt may have said to you. 

• • “ Aoki.aiok.” 

* The readet may see more in this letter than ('harles did. 

The reader may .see a certain aiyount of selfishness and 
vanity in it : ('harles did not. He look uj) his reins and rode 
on ; and, as he rode, .said, “ By Jove, (iuthljert shall lend me 
the emeralds ! ” • ^ 

He hardly liked asking for them ; but he could not bear the 
idea of Lady Kniily shining superior to Adelaide in con- 
F^equence of her pearls. Had he betin a wise; man (which 1 
suppose you have, by this time, found out that he is decidedly 
not. Allow me to recommend thi.s* last sentence in a gram- 
matical point of view), he would have seen that, with two such 
glorious creatures as Adelaide and Lady lOmily, no one would 
have .seen whethej they were clothed in purple and fine linen, 
or in sackcloth and ashes. Hut Lbarles was a fool. He 
was in love, ifnd he was riding out to .see his love. 

The Scotchman tells us about S[x;y teaping out a glorious 
giant from among thtv everlasting hills ; the Iri.shgian tells 
you of Shannon ran^iling on past castle and mountain, 
gathering new beaifty as he Joes* the C'anadian tells you 
of the great river which streams ojer the cliff between Erie 
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and Ontario ; and the Australian tells you of Snowy pouring 
eternally froni his great curtain of dolc^ite, seen forty miles 
away by the lonely tra^;ller on the dun grey plains ; but the 
Englishman tells you fof the Thg-mes, whose valley is tff^ 
cradle of freedom, and the possessors of which are the 
arbiters - of the world. 

And along the I'hames valley rode Charles. At first the 
road fan along beneath some pleasant sunny heights ; but, as 
it gradually rose,* the ground grew more abrupt, and, on the 
right, a^considerable down, with patches of gorse and juniper, 
hung over the road ; while, on the left, the brbad valley 
stretched away to where a distant cloud of grey smoke showed 
where lay the good tjld town of Casterton. Now fhe road 
entered a dark beech wood beneath lofty banks, where the 
squirrels, merry fellows, ran across the road and rattled up thfe 
trees, and the air was faint with the scent of last year’s leaves. 
Then came a break in the wood to the right, and a vista up a 
long-drawn valley, which ended in a chalk cliff. Then a break 
in the wood to the left, and a glance at the flat meadows, the 
gleaming river, and th(x dim grey distance. Then the wood 
again denser and darker than ever. Then a sound, at first 
faint and indistinct, but growing gradually upon the ear, until 
it could be plainly heard above -the horse’s footfall. Then 
suddenly the eitd of the wood and broad open sunlight. 
Below, the weirs of Casterton, spouting by a hunaVed channelsl 
through the bucks and lujder the mills. Hurd by, Casterton 
town, lying, a tumbled mass of red brick and grey flint, beneath 
a faint soft haze of smoke, against the vast roll in the land called 
Marldown. On th^ right, Casterton Park, ''a great wooded 
promontory, so steep that one can barely walk along it, 
clothed with beech and oak from base to summit, save in 
one place, where a boM lawn of short grass, five hundred 
feet high, stoops suddenly down towards the meadows, 
fringed at the edges witFi broom and fern, and topped with 
three tall pines — the landmark for ten miles along the 
river. 

A lodge, the white gate of which is^ swung open by 
a pretty maiden; a dvk oak wood again, with a long 
vista, ended by the noble precipitous hill 6n which the 
house stands ; a ifiore open park, with groups of deer 
lying al^out and feeding; another .dark wood, the road 
now rising rapidly ; rabbits, and a pq^-valiant cock-pheasant 
standing in the middle^ of *the way, * and “ cumicking,” 
under the impression th^it Charles is in possession of all 
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his domestic arrangements, and has come to disturb them ; 
then the smooth gravd road, getting steelier and ^steei>er ; then 
the summit ; one glimpse of a gloriois panorama ; then the 
Ifrbnt door and footmen. , I 

Charles sent his card in, and would be glad to know if Lady 
Hainault could see him. While he waited for an answer, his 
horse^ubbed its nose against its knee and yawned, while the 
footmen on the steps looked at tjie rooks. 'Fliey knew all 
about it too. (The footmen, I mean, not tlni rooks) ; though 
I wouldn^t sw’ear against a rook's knowing anything, mind 
you. • • • 

Lady Hainault would see Mr. Ravenshoe — which was lucky, 
becausQ, if she wouldn't have done s(^ Charles lyiiild have 
been obliged to ask for Adelaide. So Charles’s horse was 
ted to the stable, and ('harles was led by the butler through 
the hall, and shown into a cool an<i empty library, to purge 
himself of earthly passions, befote he was admitted to The 
Presence. 

Charles sat himself down in the easiest chair he could find, 
and got hold of “ Ruskin’s Modern Pointers.” 'I'hat is a very 
nice book : it is printed on thick pai)er, with large print ; the 
reading is very good, full of the most beautiful sentiments ever 
you heard ; and there arc •ciiso capital plates in it. Charles 
looked through the pic'tures : he didn’t look irt the letter-pres.s, 
^ know— foC if he had, he would have been so deeply 
enchained with k that he wouldn’t ^have done what he did — 
get up, and look out of the window. 'J*he window looked into 
the flower-garden. There he saw a young Scotch gardener, 
looking after hi# rose-trees. His child, a toddling bit of a 
thing, four years old (it must have been ’liis first, for he was a 
very young man), was holding the slips of matting for him ; 
^nd glancing up between w'hiles at* the great fatjude of the 
house, as though wondering what great pecple were in.sidey and 
whether they were looking at him. "This was a pretty sight to 
a good whole-hearted fellow' like Charles ; but he got tired of 
looking at that even, after a time ; for he was anxious and not 
well at ease. Aiyl so, after his watch had told him that he had 
waited half an hour, he rang the bclj. 

The butlertame almost directly. 

“ Did you tell I^dy Hainault that* I was here ? ” said 
iCharles. • 

“ My lady was tolcLsir.*’ 

“Tell her again, *win you? ’’•said* Charles, and yawned. 

Charl^ had time for another look at Ruskin, and another 
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look at the gardener and his boy, before the butler came back 
and said, “ My lady is disengaged, sir.” 

Charles was dying toi see Adelaide, and was getting very 
impatient ; but he was, Is you have geen, a very contented soft* 
of fellow : and, as he had fully made up his mind not to leave 
the houjjp without a good half-hour with her, he could afford to 
wait. He crossed the hall behind the butler, and then*went 
up thu great staircase, and through the picture-gallery. Here 
he was struck by seeing the original of one of the prints he 
had .seen downstairs, in the book, hanging on the wall among 
others. * He stopiI:d the butler and asked, “ Whafr picture is 
that ? ” 

“ That, ^ir,” said the* butler, hesitatingly, “that, sir— jthat is 
the great Turner, sir. ^es, sir,” he repeated, after a glance at 
a Francia on the one side and a Rembrandt on the others 
“ ye.s, sir, that is the great Turner, sir.” 

Charles was shown into a •boudoir on the south side of the 
house, where sat I^dy Hainault, an old and not singularly 
agreeable looking woman, who was doing crochet-work, and her 
companion, a strong-mii)^led and vixenish-looking old maid, 
who was also doing crochet-work. They looked so very like 
two of the Fates, weaving woe, that Charles looked round for 
the third sister, and found her not , 

“How d’ye do, Mr. Raven.shoe?” said I^dy Hainault. 
“I hope you haven’t been kept waiting?” ' 

“ Not at all,” .said ('harles ; and if that was^not a deliberate 
lie, I want to know what i.s*. 

If there was any one person in the world for whom 
Charles bore a cheris^ied feeling of dislike, it was this 
virtuous old lady. ’Charles loved Lady Ascot dearly, and 
Lady Hainault was her bitterest enemy. 'I’hat wopld have 
been enough ; but she Isad a horrid trick of sharpening her 
wit upon young men, and saying things to them in public 
which gave them a justifiable desire to knock her down and 
jump on her, as the Irish reapers do to their wives ; and she 
had exercised this talent on Charfes once at Ranford, and he 
hated her as much as he could hate any one,^and that was not 
much. Lord Saltire used^ to say that he must give her the 
credit of being the most* infernally disagreeable woman in 
Europe. Charles thought, by the twitching of her long fingers 
over her work, that she was going to be, disagreeable now, an<E 
he was prepared. But, to Charles’s great astonishment, the old 
lady w'as singularly graciousi 

“ And how,” she said, “ js dear Lady Ascot ? I have been 
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coming, and coming, for a long time, but I have never gone so 
far this winter." * 

“Lucky for auntf ” thought ('hlrles. ThAi there was a 
pause, and a very awki^ard one. I 

Charles said, very (juietly, “ Lady flainault, may I see Miss 
Summers ? " , 

“itJurely ! I wonder where she is. Miss Hicks, ring the bell." 
Charles stc|)|)ed forward and ^ang, and Miss Hk'ks, as 
Clotho, who had half-risen, sat down again, •and wove her web 
grimly. 

Atropos ai)peared after an inteival, locking as be^utiful as 
the dawn. So ('harles was looking loo intently at her to 
notice, the (piick eager glances that die old wmijiai threw at 
her as she came into the room. His heart leapt up as he went 
► forward to meet her ; and he took her hand and press(‘d it, and 
would have done so if all the furies in Pandemonium were 
there to prevent him. 

It did not please her ladyship to see this ; and .so ('harles 
did it once more, and then they .sat down together in a 
window. 0 

“ And how am I looking? " said Adelaide, gazing at him full 
in the face. “Not a single pretty compliment for me after 
so long? I recpiire compliments; 1 am u.scd to them, l^dy 
Hainault paid me some this morning." . 

' Lady Ilifinault, as Lachesis, laughed and wove. (Iiarlcs 
thought, “ I suf3pose she and Adelaide have been having a 
shindy. She and aunt fall out .sometimes." 

Adelaide and ('harlt s had a good deal id cpiiet conversation 
in the window 9 but what two lovers could talk with (dolho and 
Lache.sis looking on, weaving? I, f»f t^oiirse, know pcTfeclly 
well whi^t they talked of, but it is hardly worth setting down 
here. I find that lovers’ conver.satk)ns are not always inter- 
^esting to the general public. After a decent time, (shades 
rose to go, and Adelaide went <Ait by a side d(>or.^ 

Charles made his adieux to Clothf) and I..ache.sis, and 
departed at the other end of the room. 'I’he door had Ijarely 
closed on him, yhen I.ady Hainault, eagerly thrusting her face 
towards Miss Hick.s, hissed out — ^ 

“ Did I g^e her time enough ? Were her eyes red ? Docs 
he suspect anything ? " • 

^ “ You gave her tim§ enough, I should say,” .said Miss Hicks, 

deliberately. “ I didn’t see that her eyes were retl. But he 
must certainly su.^pect that )t)u aAd she are not on the best of 
terms, from what she said." 
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“ Do you think he knows that Hainault is at home ? Did he 
ask for Hainaujt ? ” * ^ 

“ I don’t know,” said ^jiss Hicks. 

“ She shall not stop in|the house.. She shall go back tc? 
Lady Ascot. I won’t have her in the house,” said the old lady, 
furiously. ♦ 

“ Why did you have her here, Lady Hainault ? ” • 

“You know perfectly wt^l, Hicks. You know I only had 
her to .spite old Aseot. ]lut she shall stay here no longer.” 

“ She must stay for the wedding now,” .said Miss Hicks. 

“ I sup^J^ose she mlist,” said Lady Hainault ; “ but, after that, 
she shall pack. If the Burton people only knew what was 
going on, tlvJ match wo^ld be broken off.” • 

“I don’t believe anything is going on,” .said Miss Hicks, 
“at least, not on his side. You are putting yourself in a* 
passion for nothing, and you will be ill after it.” 

“ I am not putting myself in a pas.sion, and I won’t be 
ill, Hicks ! And you are impudent to me, as you always 
arc. I tell you that she must be got rid of, and she must 
marry that young booby, %pr we are all undone. I say that 
Hainault is smitten with her.” 

“ I say he is not, I.ady Hainault. I say that what there is is 
all on her side.” « • 

“She shall go back to Ranford after the wedding. I w'as 
a fool to have such a beautiful vixen in th6 house at 
all.” 

VVe shall not see much more of I^dy Hainault. Her son 
is about to marry the l^pautiful Miss Burton, and make her 
I^dy Hainault. We shall .see .something of hftr by and bye. 

The wedding carne off the next week. A few days 
previously, ("harles rode over to Casterlon and saw” ..-Vielaide. 
He had with him a note and jewel-case. The note was ^ 
from Cuthbert, in which he spoke of her as his future sister, 
and begged her to acce{)t the loan of “these few poor 
jewels.” She was graciously pleased to do so ; and Charles 
took his leave very soon, for th(f house was turned out of 
the windows, and the next day but one “t^ie long Burton 
girl ” became Lady HainauJ^, and Lady Ascot’s friend became 
Dowager. I^dy Emily did not wear pearls at the w'edding. 
She wore her own spleifdid golden hair, which hung round her ^ 
lovely face like a glory. None who saw the two could say i 
which was fhe most beautiful of these t\^o celebrated blondes 
— Adelaide, the imperial, or •Lady Emily, thfe gentle and the 
winning. 
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But, when I^dy Ascot heard that Adelaide had apix'arcd at 
the wedding with tljp emeralds, sh J was furiojis. “ She has 
gone,” said that deeply injured ladV-“ she, a jxjnniless girl, 
has actually gone, and,, without nij consent or Jtnowlcdgc, 
borrowed the Ravenshoe emeralds, and Haunted in them at 
a wedding. 'I’hat girl would dance over my gravi^ Brooks.” 

“^iss Adelaide,” said Brooks, “must have looked very 
well in them, my lady ! ” for Brc^oks was good-natured, and 
wished to turn away her ladyship’s wrath. 

I^dy Ascot turned upon lur and withered her. She only, 
said, “Kmeralds upon pink ! Ileiigh 1 * But Br/ioks was 
withered, nevertheless. 

I cannot give you any idea as tojiow I^uly, Ascot said 
“ Heugh ! ” as I have written it above. W’e don’t know how 
the Greeks pronounced the amazing interjections in the Greek 
play.s. We can only write them down. 

“ Perhaps the jewels were inJt remarked, my lady,” .said the 
maid, making a .second and worst* shot. 

“ Not remarked, you foolish woman ! ” said the angry old 
lady. “Not remark a thousand jwunds’ worth of emeralds 
upon a girl who is very well known to he a ix nsioner of mine. 
And I daren’t speak to her or we shall have a scene with 
Charles. I am glad of*mie thing, though : it shows that 
Charles is thoroughly in earnest. Now Krt me get to bed, 
that’.s a good soul ; ami don't be angry with me if I am short- 
tempered, for heaven knows I havy enough to try me ! .Send 
one of the footmen across to the stahltt to know if Mahratta 
has had her nitre. Say tliat I insist, on a categorical answer. 
Has I^)rd Ascf)t come home ? ” 

“ Yes, my lady.” 

“ He»might have come and given me some news about the 
^ horse. But there, poor boy, I can forgive him.” 


CHAPTER, XXII 

THE I.A.ST GLIMPSE OF'OXFORD 

Oxford. The frgnt of Magdalen Hall, about wlfich said the 
least the soonest *tnended. On the left, forther on. All Souls, 
which seems to have been built b|^ the same happy hand which 
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built the new courts of St. John’s, Cambridge (for they are 
about eciually bad). Onj the right, the. Clarendon and the 
Schools, blocking out theLvestern sky. Still more to the right, 
a bit of Exeter, and all l|fazenose. Jn front, the Radcliff, the 
third dome in ICngland, and, beyond, the straight fa(;;ade of St. 
Mary’s, gathering its lines upward ever, till tired of window and 
buttress, of crocket, finial, gargoyle, and all the rest of •it, it 
leaps up aloft in one glorious crystal, and carries up one’s heart 
with it into the heiwen above. 

Charles Ravenshoe and Marston. 'I'hey stood side by side 
on the pitvenumt, anfl their eyes roamed together over the noble 
mass of architecture, i)assing from the straight lines and abrupt 
corner of tl\e Radcliff, ^n to the steeple of St. Mary’s. • They 
stood silent for a moment, and then Marston said- - 

“ Servo him right.” 

“ Why?” said (Charles. 

“ Hecause he had no busihess to be driving tandem at all. 
He can’t afford it. And besides, if he could, why should he 
defy the authorities by driving tandem ? Nobody would drive 
tandem if it wasn’t forl)id<ien.” 

“ Well, he is sent down, and therefore your virtue may spare 
him.” 

“Sent down!” said Marston, tostily, “he never ought to 
have come up. •He was only sent here to be pitchforked 
through the Schools, and get a family living.” 

“ \Vell, well,” said ("harles ; “ I was very fond of him.” 

“ Pish ! ” said Marston. 'Whereat ("harles laughed uproar- 
iously, and stood in the glitter. His mirth was stopped by his 
being attacked by a toothless black-and-tan terrier, who was so 
old that h(? could only bark in a whisper, but whose privilege 
it was to follow about one of the first divinity scholars of the 
day, round the sunniest spots in the town. The dog having 
been appeased, Charles and Marston stood aside, and got a 
kindly smile from the good old man, in recognition of their 
having touched their caps to him. 

“Charley,” said Marston, “I am so glad to hear of your 
going on so w’ell. Mind you, if you had stu^ to your work 
sooner, you would have had ipore than a second in Moderations. 
You must, and you shall, get a first, you know. ' I will have 
it.” # 

“ Never, my boy, never,” said Charles “ I haven’t read for • 

it.” 

“ Nonsense. You are a gtf^^at tool ; but ^du may get your 
first.” 
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Thereupon CKhrlcs laughed again, louder than before, and 
wanted to know what his friend hadlbeen eating to upset his 
liver. To which M^rston answereil“ Hoshl'fcand then they 
vent down Oriel Lane, “And so iy Merton," as the fox- 
hunters say, to C.'hrist C ’Iftirch MeadoV'. 

“ I am glad you are in the University eight," said Marston ; 
“ it w'ill do you a vast deal of good. You used to bver-value 
that*sort of thing, but I doivt think that you do so now. You 
can’t row or ride yourself into a pRiee in tlu* world, bul that is 
no reason why you should not row or i i<U-. 1 wish 1 was heavy 

enough to row. Who stivers to-day ? ’’ § • 

“'I’he great Panjandrum." 

“ I don’t like the great J'anjandriiin. I think him slangy. 
And P don’t pardon slang in any oirc beyond a 'very young 
bachelor." 

“ I am very fond of him,’’ said ( ‘harks, “ and you art! bilious, 
and out of humour with evety one in heavi^n and earth, 
except apparently me. Hut, .seriously speaking, old man, 1 
think you have had .something to ve\ you, since you came up 
yesterday. I haven’t seen you since you were at Kavenshoe, 
and you are deucedly altered, do you' know?’ 

“I am sure you are wrong, ( harles. 1 have had nothing — 
Well, 1 never lie. 1 have been disa])pointed in something, but 
I have fought against it so* that 1 am sure you must be wrong. 
1 cannot bt^altered." 

“Tell me what has gone wrong, Marston. Is it in money 
matters? If it*is, 1 know 1 can he*p you then'.” 

“ Money. Oh ! dear no," said MarsU^n. “ Uharley, you arc 
a good fellow You an* the best fellow I ev(.r met, do you 
know ? Hut 1 can’t tell you what is ihe matter ,now.’’ 

“Have I been doing anything?" said Charles, eagerly. 

“Yoif have been doing a great deal to make me like and 
^respect you, Charles ; but nothing to*make me unhappy. Now 
answer me some question.s, and Jet us change the subject. 
How is your father?" 

“Dear old dad is very well. I got a letter from him 
to-day." 

“ And how is*your brother ? ’’ 

“ Well in Jiealth, but weak in miftd, I fear. I am very much 
afraid that I shall be heir to Ravenshog^’’ 

“ Why ? Is he going mad ? " 

“ Not a bit of it, poor lad. He is going into .a religious 
house, I am afrai4. •At least, he mentioned that sort of thing 
the last time he wrote to me, as irthe were trying to bring me 
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face to face with the idea ; and be sure dearly beloved 
Father Mackworth will r|3ver let the idea, rest.” 

“ Poor fellow ! And hlw is Adelaide \^c beautiful ? ” 

“ SAes all right,” said (Aiarles. “ She and aunt are the best- 
friends in the world.” I • 

“ '^rhcy always were, weren’t they ? ” 

“ Why,“you see,” said Charles, “ sometimes aunt was cross, 
and Adelaide is very high-spirited, you know, exceedingly 
high-spirited.” • 

‘‘Indeed?” 

“Oh, yes, very n^uch so; she didn’t take much jionsense 
from Lady llainault, I can tell you.” 

“ Well,” said Marston, “ to continue my catechizing, how is 
William?”' • • 

“ He is very well. Is there no one else you were going to^ 
ask after?” 

“ Oh, yes. Miss Corby ? ” . 

“She is pretty well, I believe, in health, but she does not 
seem quite so happy as she was,” said Charles, looking at 
Marston, suddenly. 

He might as well have looked at the Taylor building, if he 
expected any change to take place in Marston’s face. He 
regarded him with a stony stare, and said — 

“ Indeed. I am sorry to hear tJiat.” 

“ Marston,” sai3 Charles, “ I once thought thiU there w'as 
something between you and her.” 

“ That is a remarkable instance of what silly notions get into 
vacant minds,” said Marston steadily. Whereat Charles 
laughed again. 

At this point, being opposite the University barge, Charles 
was hailed by a ^V'est-countryman of Exeter, whom we shall 
call Lee, who never met with Charles without having a* turn at 
talking Devonshire with him. He now began at the top 
of his voice, to the great; astonishment of the surrounding 
dandies. 

“ \Vhere be gwine ? Charles Ravenshoe, where be gwine ? ” 

“ We’m gwine for a ride on the watter, Jan Lee.” 

“ Be gwine in the ’Varsity eight, Charles Ra»enshoe?” 

“ Iss, sure.” 

“ How do *e feel? Don’t ’e feel afeard ? ” 

“ Ma dear soul, I’ve got such a wambling in my innards, r 
and ” 

“ We are waiting for you, Ravepshoe,” said the captain ; and, 
a few minutes after, the University eight rushed forth on her 
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glorious career, charing her way through the crowd of boats, 
and their admiring rowers towards I (ley. 

And Marston sat/)n the top of lie Univevity barge, and 
^ patched her sweeping on towards tie distance, and then he 
said to himself — • | 

“ Ah ! there goes the man I like best in the world, who 
don*t care for the woman I love best in the world, Vho is in 
love* with the man before mentioned, who is in love with a 
woman who don’t care a hang for him. 'I'here is a cerl!iin left- 
handedness in human affairs.” 


CHAPTER XXllP 

Tin*: LAST (ua.MrsL of tiik old world 

Putney JIkhm.k at half-an hoiir before high tide ; thirteen or 
fourteen steamers ; five or six tliouftuul boats, and fifteen or 
twenty thousand spec tators. This is the morning of the great 
University race, about which every member of tlie two great 
Universities, and a very Itirge section i>f the general public, 
have been Jfidgoting and talking for a month or so. 

The bridge is black, the lawns are black, every balcony and 
window in the town is black ; the»stcamers are black with a 
swarming, eager multitude, <*ome to see the |)ic:ked youths of 
the upper classy try their strength agahist one another. 'I'here 
are two friends of ours nearly concerned in the great event of 
the day. Charles is rowing three in tlie Oxford bejat, and 
Marstorf is steering. 'J'his is a memorable day for both of them, 
^and more especially for poor Charlcjs. 

Now the crowd surges to and fro, and there is a cheer. The 
men are getting into their boats. 'I'he fxdice-boats are busy 
clearing the course. Now there is a cheer of admiration, 
Cambridge dashes out, swings round, and takes her jilace at the 
bridge. • 

Another i^iout. Oxford sweeps* majestically out and takes 

' The short description of the University l\>at-race which b^ins this 
• chapter was written two y^rs ago, from the author’s recollection ufthc race 
of 1852. It would do for a desci^tion of this year’s race, oifite as well as 
of any other year, su^ithting ’'C^mbri^e" for *' Oxfoi^*’ according to 
the year. | 
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her place by Cambridge. Away go the polidfc-galleys, away go 
all the London club-boj^s, at ten miles an hour down the 
course. Nowtthe court is clear, an^ there is almost a 
silence. I 

Then a wild hubbub ( and pcoplft begin to squeeze and 
crush against one another. The boats are off ; the fight has 
begun ; tfien the thirteen steamers come roaring on after them, 
and their wake is alive once more with boats. 

J^verywhere a rogir and a ftishing to and fro. Frantic crowds 
upon the towing-path, mad crowds on the steamers, which 
make tlvjm sway i»nd rock fearfully. Ahead Hammersmith 
liridge, hanging like a black bar, covered with people as with a 
swarm of bees. As an eye piece to the picture, two solitary 
flying boatS, and the fhtshing oars, working with the r'apidity 
and regularity of a steam-engine. ^ 

“ Who’s in front ? ” is asked by a thousand mouths ; but who 
can tell ? We shall see soon. . llammersmith Jlridge is stretch- 
ing across the water not a hundred yards in front of the boats. 
For one half-second a light shadow crosses the Oxford boat, 
and then it is out into the sunlight beyond. In another 
.second the same shadow Crosses the Cambridge boat. Oxford < 
is ahead. 

'I’he men with light-blue neckties say that, “ lly George, 
Oxford can’t keep that terrible quiet stroke going much longer”; 
and the men with* dark-blue ties say, “Can’t she^ by Jove!”. 
Well, we shall know all about it soon, for here is Barnes 
Bridge. Again the shadow goes over the Oxford boat, and then 
one, two, three, four .seconds before the Cambridge men pass 
beneath it. Oxford is winning 1 There is a shout from the 
people at Barnes, though the ttoAAoI don’t know why. Cam- 
bridge has made a furious rush, and nearly drawn up to Oxford ; 
but it is useless. Oxford leaves rowing, and Cambridge rows 
ten strokes before they are level. Oxford has won I 

Five minutes after, Charles was on the wharf in front of the 
Ship Inn, at Mortlake, as happy as a king. He had got 
separated from his friends in the crowd, and the people round 
him were cheering him, and passing flattering remarks on his 
personal api)earance, which caused Charles to laugh, and blush, 
and bow, as he tried to push through his good-natured perse- 
cutors, when he sudde;ily, in the midst of a burst of laughter 
caused by a remark made by a drunken bargeman, felt somC-» 
body clasp his arm, and, turning round, saw William. 

He felt such a shock that he was giddy and faint. “ Will,” 
he said, “ what is the matten? ” 
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“ Come here, artd I’ll tell you.” » 

He forced his way to a quieter plac^, and then turned round 
to his companion — “Jdake it short, Will; that\s»a dear fellow, 
j^I^can stand the worst.” I 

*• Master was took very* bad two iliif s ago, Master Charles ; 
and Master Cuthbert sent me off for you at once. He told me 
directly I got to Paddington t<j ask for a telegraph-nn^ssage, so 
that you might hear the last aecounts ; and here it is. 

He put what we now call a “tek^ram ” iiU<» ( ’harles’s hand, 
and the burden of it was mourning and woe. 1 )ensil Kavenshoc 
was sinking fast, and all that steam and l^>rse flesh could do 
would be needed, if ('harles wtjuld see him alive. 

“Will, go and find Mr. Marston for me, and I will wait here 
for yoiff How are we to gtt back to Putney?” * 

“I have got a cab wailing.” 

^ William dashed into ihtr inn, and (‘harles waited. He 
turned and looked at the river. , 

There it was winding away past villa and park, bearing a 
thousand boats upon its bosom. He looked onci* again upon 
the (Towdcd steamers and the busy multitude, and evi-n in his 
grief felt a rush of honest pride as helhoughl that he was <jne 
of the heroes of the day. .\nd then he turned, for William 
was beside him again. Marston was not to be found. 

“1 should like to have sVen him again,” he said ; “ but we 
^m.st fly, WijJ, we must fly ! ” 

Had he known under what cireumstanec.-s he was next to .see 
a great concourse of i)eot»le, and ui.tler what eireumstances he 
was next to meet Marston, who knows but that in his ignorance 
and shortsightedness he would have <Miosen to die where he 
stood in such a moment of triumph and lymour? 

In the hurry of departure he had no time to ask rpiestion.s. 
Only when he found himself in the ex^jress train, having chosen 
^ go second-class with his servant, and not be ahme, did he 
find time to ask how it had come al^JUt. 

There w’as but little to be tol<l. Densil had Ijeen seized 
after breakfast, and at first .so hliglitly that they were not much 
alarmed. He had been pul to l>ed, and the .symptoms had 
grown w'orse. 'I^hcn William had been desjKitched fur Charles, 
leaving Cuthbert, Mary, and Father iMaek worth at his bedside. 
All had been done that could be dfme. ^ He seemed to be in 
no pain, and quite contented. That was all. 'Phe telegraph 
fold the rest. Cuthbert had promised to send borses to 
Crediton, and a relay* forty iqiles nearer home. 

The terrible excitement of the d^y, and the fact that he had 



154 " -ijiaWifSRSr* 

eaten nothing since breakfast, made Charlef less able to bear 
up against the news t^n he would otherw'ise have been. 
Strange thoughts and ftrs began to slyipe themselves in his 
head, and to find voitLs in the monotonous jolting of tbiV 
carriage. § • 

Not so much the fear of his father's death. I'hat he did 
not fear,* because he knew it would come ; and, as to that, the 
bitterness of death was past, bitter, deeply bitter, as it*w'as; 
but a terror lest his father should die without speaking to him 
— that he slujuld never see those dear lips wreathe into a smile 
for hiiHeany more. ^ 

Yesterday lie had been thinking of this very journey — of 
how, if they won the race, he would fly down on the wings of 
the w'ind tb tell them,<ind how the old man would brighten up 
with joy at the news. Yesterday he was a strong, brave man ; 
and now what deadly terror was this at his heart ? 

“ William, what frightens i\ie like this ? ” 

“'rile news I brought you, and the excitement of the race. 
And you have been training hard for a long time, and that 
don’t mend a man’s nerves ; and you are hunury.” 

“Notl.” . 

“ What a noble race it was ! I saw you above a mile f)(f. 

1 could tell the shape of you that distance, and see how you 
was pulling your <)ar through. I knew that my boy was going 
to be in the winning boat, Txird bless you ! before the race 

was rowed. And w'hen I saw Mr. (J come in with that 

tearing, licking (piick strohie of hi.s, I sung out for old Oxford, 
and pretty nearly forgot the photograph for a bit.” 

“ Photograph, ^Vill ? what photograph ? ” 

“ telegraph, I meiyi. It’s all the siime.’’ 

Charles couldn’t talk, though he tried. He felt an anxiety 
he had never felt before. It was so ill-defined that' he could 
not trace it to its source. He had a right to feel grief, and. 
deep anxiety to see his father alive ; but this was sheer terror, 
and at what ? 

At Swindon, William got out and returned laden with this 
and with that, and forced Charles to eat ancLdrink. He had 
not tasted wine for a long time, .so he had to oe careful with it ; 
but it seemed to do hiiivmo good. But, at last, tired nature 
did something for him, and he fell asleep. 

When he awoke it was night, and at first he did not remember 
where he jvas. But rapidly his grief came upon him ; and up, 
as it were out of a dark gulf, came the other nameless terror 
and took possession of his l^eart. 
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There was a chl^ngo al ICxeter ; lliVi at Oediion they met 
with their first relay i)f horses, aiulAat ten oVhiek at night, 
after a hasty supper,* started on thjir midnigllt ride. The 
(•grror was gone the moment C'harles was on horsehaek. 

'I'he road was mu<ldy iftid dark, ofi4*n witli steep banks on 
each side ; but a delicious April moon was overheail, and they 
got on bravely. At lk)W there was a glimpsi* of Dartmoor 
toweruig black, and a fresh puff c)f westerly wind, laden with 
scents of spring. At Ilalherleigh. there were fresh lu»rst^s, and 
one of the Ravenshoe grooms wailing bir them. 'I'he man 
had heard nothing since yesterday, so a», oiu; o'clock they 
started on again. After this, there were none but crosscountry 
road.s, and dangi-rous steep lanes: so tlay got on slowly. 
Then c&me the m<»rning witli voi<'e of t.^i thousand ^birds, and 
all the rich perfume, (jf awaking nature. And then came the 
woods of Inline, and they stood on the teirace, belwe<*n the old 
house and the sea. 

The white surf was playing and leaping around the (juiet 
headlands ; the sea-birds were floating merrily in thcr sunshine ; 
the April clouds were rat ing their purple shadows across the 
jubilant blue sea; but the old housV stood blank anti dull. 
Every window was t losed, and not a sound was heard. 

For (.'harles had come too late. Densil Ravenshoe was 
dead. 


( IIAITKR XXIV* 

'THE FIRST OI.IMI’SE OF THE NEW WOREO 

In the long dark old room with the piullioned windows ItKiking 
out on the ocean, in the room that had been Charles’s bedroom, 
study, and playroom, since he w;is a boy, there sat (..harles 
Ravenshoe, musing, stricken down with grief, and forlorn. 

There were tWe fishing-rods and the guns, there were the 
books and tht; homely pictures in which his soul had delighted. 
There was “The Sanctuary and the Challenge” and Bob 
Coombes in his outrigger. All were There. But Charles 
Slavenshoe was not there. There was another man in his 
place, bearing his^ likeness, jyho ^sat and brooded with his 
head on his hands. 
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Where was the soul vpich was gone ? Was he an infant in 
a new cycle of existence? or was he still connected with the 
scenes and poople he hp known and loijed so long ? Was he 
present? Could he tell at last the deep love that one pQgr 
foolish heart had boriVi for him ? " Could he know now the 
deep, deei) grief that tore that poor silly heart, because its 
owner had not been by to see the last faint smile of intelligence 
flutter over features that he was to see no more ? 

“Father! Father! Where are you? Don’t leave me all 
alone, father.” No answer ! only the ceaseless beating of the 
surf upon the shor-*. 

He opened the window, and looked out. The terrace the 
woods, the village, and beyond, the great unmeasurable ocean ! 
What beydnd that ? '^ 

What was this death, which suddenly made that which wp 
loved so well, so worthless? Could they none of them tell us? 
One there was who triumphed over death and the grave, and 
was caught up in His earthly body. Who is this Death that 
he should triumph over us ? Alas, poor Charles ! There are 
evils worse than death. There are times when death seems to 
a man like going to bed. Wait ! 

'I'here was a picture of Mary’s, of which he bethought 
himself. One we all know. Of a soul being carried away by 
angels to heaven. They call it St. (Catherine, though it had 
nothing particular to do with St. Catherine, that I know of *, 
and he thought he would go see it. But, as he turned, there 
stood Mary herself before him. 

He held out his hands towards her, and .she came and s^.t 
beside him, and put hex arm round his neck. He kissed her 1 
Why not ? 'Fhey were as brother and sister. 

fie asked her why she had come. 

“ I knew you wanted me,” she said. 

Then she, still with her arm round his neck, talked to him 
about what had just happened. “ He asked for you soon 
after he was taken on the "first day, and told Father Mackworth 
to send off for you. Cuthbert had sent two hours before, and 
he said he was glad, and hoped that Oxford would win the 
race ” 

“ Charles,” said Mary again, “ do you know that old James 
has had a fit, and is not expected to live ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Yes, -as soon as he heard of our dear one’s death he was 
taken. It has killed him.” “ 

“ Poor old James 1 ” ^ 
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They sat there* some time, hanA in Imnd, in sorrowful 
communion, and then (Imries said yddenly — 

“ The future, Mary< 'Fho future, ify love? " * 

< '^‘We discussed that before, Charles dear. There is only 
one line of life open to me.” 

“ Ah ! ” 

“.'•shall write to Lady Ascot to-morrow. I heard from 
Adelaide the other day, and she ^ells me that young, I.Ady 
Hainault is going to take charge of poor LorildCharles’s children 
in a short time ; and she will want a nursery governess ; and I 
will go.” » • 

“ I would sooner you were there than here, Mary. I am 
f very gli^i of this. She is a very good woman. I wjll go and 
see you there very often.'’ 

• “ Arc you going back to Oxford, Cliarles?” 

“ I think not.” 

“ Do you owe much money there? ' 

“Very little now. He paid it almost all for me,” 

“ What shall you do ? ” 

“ I have not the remotest itlea. I (vannot possibly conceive. 
• I must consult Marston.” 

There pa.ssed a weary week- a week of long brooding days 
and slee[)less nights, whihwmtside the darkemxl house the 
bright spring sun (Unxled all earth with light and life, and the 
fiill spring whid sang pleasantly through the musical woods, 
and swept aw'ay# inland over heather ar)d crag. 

Strange sounds began to reach ' (diaries in his solitary 
c4iamber ; sounds which at fir.st made him fancy he was 
dreaming, they v*ere so mysterious and mexplii able. 'I’he first 
day they assumed the forms of solitary holes of music, some 
■f almost harsh, and some exquisitely soft and melodious. As 
the day w’ent on they began to arrange. tlumiselves into chords, 
ahid sound slightly louder, though still a long way off. At last, 
near midnight, they seemed to take 'form, and flow^ off into a 
wild, mournful piece of music, the like of W’hich (’harles had 
never heard before^; and theu all was still. 

Charles went tj bed, believing either that the sounds were 
supernatural or that they arose from noises in his head. He 
came to the l^ter conclusion, and tliought sleep would put an 
6nd to them ; but, next morning, when hn^had half opened the 
gutters, and let in the blessed sunlight, there c^me the sound 
again — a wild, rich, triumphant melody, played by sofne hand, 
whether earthly or undrthly, that knew its work well. 

“What is that, William?” | 
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Music.” 

“ Where does it come from ? ” 

“Out of tlie air. TRc pixies make %uch music at times. 
Maybe it’s the saints in glory with their golden har^,' 
welcoming Master and gather.” 

“ Father ! ” 

“ He died this morning at daybreak ; not long after hts old 
master, eh ? He was very faithful to him. He was in prison 
with him once, Fvc heard tell. I’ll be as faithful to you, 
(Charles, when the time comes.” 

And 'another day wore on in the darkened house, and still 
the angelic music rose and fell at intervals, and moved the 
hearts of those that heard it strangely. • 

“ Surely,” said (Charles to himself, “ that music must sound 
louder in one place than another.” And then he felt himself 
smiling at the idea that he half believed it to be supernatural. 

He rose and passed on through corridor and gallery, still 
listening as he went. The music had ceased, and all was 
still. 

He went on through parts of the house he had not been in 
since a boy. This part of the house was very much deserted ; 
some of the rooms he looked into were occupied as inferior 
servants’ bedrooms ; some were, empty, and all were dark. 
Here was where he, Cuthbert, and William would play hide- 
and-seek on wet days ; and well he remembered each nook and 
lair. A window was open in one empty room, and it looked 
into the court-yard. They were carrying things into the chapel, 
and he walked that way. 

In the dark entrance to the dim chapel a black figure stood 
aside to let him pass**; he bowed, and did so, but was barely in 
the building when a voice he knew said, “ It is Charles,” and 
the next moment he was clasped by both hands, and the kind 
face of Father Tiernay was beaming before him. 

“ I am so glad to see yiiu, Father Tiernay. It is so kind of 
you to come.” 

“You look pale and worn,” sai^ the good man ; “you have 
been fretting. I won’t have that, now that I^m come. I wall 
have you out in the air and sunshine, my boy, along the 
shore ” " 

The music again Not faint and distant as heretofore, but 
close overhead, crashing out into a /nighty jubilate, whicH 
broke itself against rafter and window in a thousand sweet 
echoes. Then, as the nobje echoes began to sink, there arose 
a soft flute-like note which |grew more intense until the air was 

I 
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filled with passionate sound ; and it trilled and ran, and 
paused, and ran on, and died you liiew not \^iore. 

“ I can’t stand much of that, Father 'fiernay,” said ( Miarles. 
<:-*l'hey have been mendii^ the orj^an, I see. That accounts 
for the music 1 have heanT I supposl* there will be music at 
the funeral, then.” • 

“My brother Murtagh,” said Father Tiernay, “came over 
yesterday mornin }4 from Lord Sejj;i^rs. He is organist •there, 
and he mended it. Hedad, he is a swei t* musician. Hear 
what Sir Henry Bishop says of him.” 

There came towards tliem, from the orgaiMoft, a youhg man, 
wearing a long black coat and black bands with while edges, 
and having of his own one of the swei-i^-st, kindliesW faces eye 
ever rested on. Father 'Tiernay looked nn him with pride and 
^ffection, and said- 

“ Murty, my dear Imither, this is Mr. (*)iarles Ravenshexj. 
me very good friend, I hoptr you’ll becfune actjuainlance.s, for 
the reason that two good fellows should know (»ne another.” 

“ 1 am almost afraid,” said the young man, with a frank 
smile, “that ('harles Ravenshoe has aVeady a prejudice against 
me for the disagreeable sounds I was making all day yesterday 
in bringing the old organ into work again.” 

“ Nay, I was only wondering where such noble bursts of 
melody came from,” sai<l ('harU s. “ If you had made all the 
.^•vil noi.ses hi I’andemonium, they would have been forgiven 
for that last piect of music. Do you knf>w that I had no idea 
the old organ could be playetl on. Years ago, wlum we were 
boys, Cuthbert and 1 tried to play on ; 1 i)lew for him, and 
he sounded two or three notes, but it frightened us, and we 
ran away, and never went near it again.” 

“ It is a beautiful old instrument,” said young Tiernay ; 
“will you stand just here, and listed to it?” 

^ Charles stood in one of the wiivlows, anrl I'ather 'Tiernay 
beside him. He leant his head on his arm, and looked forth 
eastward and northward, over llu; rolling woods, the cliffs, and 
the bright blue sea. 

The music b^an with a movement soft, low, melodious, 
beyond expression, and yet strtjng, firrn, and regular as of a 
thousand aritied men marching to vir;tory. It grew into 
volume and power till it was irresistiblo^ yet still harmonious 
^nd perfect. Charles understood it. It was the life of a just 
man growing towards perfection and honour. 

It wavered and* fluttered, tind ^threw' itself into .sparkling 
sprays and eddies. It leapt and la^jghed with joy unutterable, 
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yet still through all the/solemn measure went on. Love had 
come to gladden the {Arfect life, and had adorned without 
disturbing it. • '• 

Then began discords and wild sweeping storms of sound;^ 
harsh always, but neverfinmelodious : fainter and fainter grew 
the melpdy, till it was almost lost. Misfortunes had come 
upon the just man, and he was bending under them. • 

No. More majestic, more grand, more solemn than ever 
the melody re-ass<*rted itself: and again, as though purified by 
a furnace, marched solemnly on with a clearness and sweetness 
greater \han at - firsA. The just man had emerged from his sea 
of troubles ennobled. Charles felt a hand on his shoulder. 
He thought it had been Father Tiernay. Father 'Fiergay was 
gone. It was Cuthbert. 

“ Cuthbert ! I am so glad you have come to see me. L 
was not surprised because you would not see me before. You 
didn’t think I was ofiended; brother, did you ? I know you. 

I know you ! 

Charles smoothed his hair and smiled pleasantly upon him. 
Cuthbert stood (juite stiU and said nothing. 

“ Cuthbert,” said Charles, “ you are in pain. In bodily 
pain, I mean.” 

“ I am. I spent last night on iljcse stones praying, and the 
cold has got into jny very bones.” 

“ You pray for the dead, I know/’ said Charles* “ But wh]^ 
destroy the health Cod has given you becaustwa good man has 
gone to sleep ? ” * 

“ I was not praying for him as much as for you.” 

‘‘ Cod knows I want it, dear Cuthbert. Bute can you benefit 
me by killing yourself?” 

“ Who knows ? I may try. How long is it sincj we were 
boys together, C'harles?.” 

“How long? Let me see. Why, it is nineteen years a? 
least since I can first remember you.” 

“I have been sarcastic and distant with you sometimes, 
Charles, but I have never been ^inkind.” 

“ Cuthbert I I never had an unkind word or action from 
you. Why do you .say this?” 

“ Because Charles, do you remember the night the 

IViirrefi Hastings cjgttie ashore?” 

“ Ay,” said Charles, wonderingly. ^ , 

“ In fufUre, when you call me to rainS. will you try to think 
of me as I was then, not as I* have been* lately. We slept 
tc^ether, you rememl^r, tljrough the storm, and he sat on the 
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bed. God has trfed me \cry hard. us ho^K; that heaven 
will be worth the winning. After thiJyou will see me no more 
in private. Good-bye'! ” • * 

( •Charles thought he knew what he meant, and had expected 
it. He would not let him'go for a lim^. 


C'HAPTKK XXV 

•FA&IIKR MACKWt^RTH HklNOS 1-ORI), SAI/IIRK TO U\V, 

AN’ I) WHAT CAMK OK IT 

Oi.D James was to be buried side by sitle with bis old m.'Lster 
in the vault under the altar, 'riu; fuiu ral was in be tjn the 
grandest scale, and all the C'atholic gentry of the neighbtmrhood, 
and most of the Protestant, were coming. fathcT Mackworth, 
it may be conceived, was very busy, an I si‘ldom ahaie. All day 
he and the two 'Piernays were arranging and ordering. \Mien 
thoroughly tired out, late at night, he* would n.Tire to his room 
and take a frugal supper (Mackworth was no glutton) and sit 
before the fire musing. 

One night, ’towards the middle of the w'et k, he w’as silting 
thus Ixjfore the fxewhen the door opened, ami some one came 
in ; thinking it was the servant, he did not lo»»k round ; but, 
when the supposed servant came up to^ihe fire place and stood 
still, he cast hi.i eyes suddenly up, and they fell upon the 
cadaverous fact* t)f C.uthbert. 

He loojeed deadly pale and wan as he strxxl with his face 
^rned to the flickering fire, and .Macl.worth felt deep pity for 
ifim. He held an open letter towards Mackworth, and said — 
I'his is from Lord Saltire. He proposes to come here the 
night before the funeral and go away in Ix)rd Segur’s carriage 
with him after it is over. VJill you kindly see after his rooms, 
and so on ? Herp is the letter.” 

“ I will,” said Mackworth. “My dear boy, you look deadly 
ill.” 

“ I wish I were dead.” 

“ So do all who hope, for heaven,” said Mackworth. 

“ Who would not lopk worn and ill with such a scene hanging 
over their heads ? ” ■ \ 

“ Go awav and avoid it” 



I 62 I^avenshoe 

“ Not I. A Ravenshoi^: is not a coward. '^Besides, I want to 
see him again. How cri el you have been I Why did you let 
him gain my fi’eart ? I liave little enough to love.” 

There was a long pause— so long that a bright-eyed litlle 
mouse ran out from the wainscot and watched. Both their ■ 
eyes were, bent on the fire, and Father Mackworth listened with 
painful intentness for what was to come. 

“ He shall speak first,” he thought. “ How I wonder ” 

At last Cuthher*^ spoke slowly, without raising his eyes. 

“ Will nothing induce you to forego your purpose? ” 

Ho^ can 1 fonigo it, ( 'uthbert, with common honesty ? I 
have foregone it long enough.” 

“ Listen, now,” said Cuthbert, unhccdingly : “ I hay^ lv?en 
reckoning up what I can afford, and I find that I can give you 
five thousand pounds down for that paper, and five thousand 
more in bills of six, eight, and twelve months. Will that 
content you ? ” 

Father Mackwiirlh would have given a finger to have answered 
promptly “ No,” but he could not. The offer was so astounding, 
so unexpected, that he hesitated long enough to make Cuthbert 
look round, and say — 

“ Ten thousand jiounds is a large sum of money, Father.” 

It was, indeed ; and Lord Salthe coming next week ! Let 
us do the man justice ; he acted with a certain amount of 
honour. ^Vhcn you have read this book to the=cnd you wili^ 
see that ten thousand pounds was only part ofLwhat was offered 
to him. He gave up it all because he would not low'er himself 
in the eyes of Cuthbert, who had believed in him so long. 

“ I ]Kmsed,” said he, from astonishment, that a gentleman 
could have insulted ihe by such a proposition.” 

“ Your pause,” said Cuthbert, “ arose from hesitation, not 
from astonishment. I saw your eyes blaze when I made you 
the offer. Think of ten thousand pounds. You might appeal 
in the world as an EnglisK Roman Catholic of fortune Good 
heavens ! with your talent you might aspire to the cardinal’s 
chair ! ” , 

“ No, no, no ! ” said Mackw’orth fiercely. “ I did hesitate, 
and I have lied to you ; but I hesitate no longer. I w’on’t have 
the subject mentioned to me again, sir. What sort of a gentle- 
man are you to com^ to men s rooms in the dead of the night, 
with your father lying dead in the house, and tempt men trt 
felony? T will not.” 

“ God knows,” said Cuthbert? as he ^sed out, “ whether I 
have lost heaven in trying j;b save him.” 
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, Mackworth heard the door clost) heliind him, and then 
ooked eagerly towards it. He hoard Ciilhbcrt’i footsteps die 
ilong the corridor, anfl then, rising up, he opened it and looked 
jJtt, The corridor was enjpty. lie walked hurriedly back to 
the fireplace. * 

“Shall I call him back?” he said. “It is not«too late. 
Ten thousand pounds ! A greater stake than 1 played for ; 
and now, when it is at my feet, I a^ji throwing it away.* Anti 

for what? For honour, after 1 have acted tlK‘ ” (he could 

not say the word). “ After I have gone so far. I must be a 
gentleman. A common rogue would have jlimped at tne offer. 
By heaven ! there are some things bettiT than mont?y. If 1 
wew tew take his offer he would know n\p for a rogue. And I 
love the lad. No, no ! let the fool go to his ])rayers. 1 will 
J^^ep the respect of one man at least. 

“ What a curious jumble and j)u//le it all is, to be sure. Am 
I any worse than my neighbours? I have made a desperate 
attempt at power, for a name, and an ambition; and then, 
because the Ijall comes suddenly at my feet, from a rpiarter I did 
not expect, I dare not strike it becaus.* 1 fear the contempt of 
’une single pair of eyes from which 1 have been used to receive 
nothing but love and reverence. 

“ Yet, he cannot trust muy^is 1 thought he did, or he would 
not have made the offer io me. And then hr, made it in such 
i«'/Confident w?ly that he must have thought 1 was going to accept 
it. That is strange. He has nevey rebelled lately. Am I 
throwing away substance for shadow ? 1 have been bound to the 
Church body and soul from my boyhyod, and I must go on. 
I have refused a«c.trdinars chair this night But who will ever 
know it ? 

“ I musj go alx)ut with my Lord .Saltire. I could go at him 
with more confidence if I had ten tluamand pounds in the bank 
though, in case of failure. I am less afraid of that terrible old 
heretic than I am of those great eyeff of Luthbert's turned on 
me in scorn. I have lived so long among gentlemen that I 
believe myself to be one. He knows, and he shall tell. 

“ And, if all fai^, I have served the Church, and the Church 
shall serve me. What fools the be^ of us are ! Why did I 
ever allow that straightforward idiot Tier nay into the house ? 
He hates me, I know\ I rather like the^ool. He will take 
younger one’s par^ on Monday ; but I don’t J.hink my 
^ gentleman will dare to^y too much.’* 

After this soliloquy, the key tb which will app^rvery shortly. 
Father Ai^kworth took off l]|is clothbs and got into b^. 
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The day before the (uneral, Cuthbert sent a message to 
Charles, to beg that he would be kind enough to receive Ix)rd 
Saltire ; and, as the old man was expected at a certain hour, . 
Charles, about ten minutes before t;hc time, went down to tKr 
bottom of the hall steps on to the terrace, to be ready for him 
when he came. 

Oh the glorious wild freshness of the sea and sky after the 
darkened house ! 'I'he two old capes right and left ; the mile- 
long stretch of sand between them ; and the short crisp waves 
rolling in before the westerly wind of spring ! Life ahd useful 
action in the rolling water ; budding promise in the darkening 
woods ; young love in every bird’s note ! 

William stood bejjide him before he had observed liim. 
Charles turned to him, and took his arm in his. 

“ Look at this,” he said. 

“ I am looking at it.” 

“ Does it make you glad and wild ? ” said Charles. “ I )oes 
it make the last week in the dark house look like twenty years ? 
Are the tNvo good souls which are gone looking at it now, and 
rejoicing that earth should still have some pleasure left for us ? ” 

“1 hope not,” said William, turning to Charles. 

“ And why ? ” said Charles, and wondering rather what 
William would say. ^ * 

I wouldn't,” 'said William, ** have neither of their hearts 
broke with seeing what is to come.” 

“Their hearts broke!” said Charles, turning full round c 
his foster-brother. “ Let them see how we behave under it, 
William. "Fhat will never break their hearts, my boy.” 

“ Charles,” said William, earnestly, “ do you know what is 
coming ? ” 

“ No ; nor care.” , J 

“ It is something terrible for you, I fear,” said William. 

“ Have you any idea what it is ? ” said Charles. ^ 

“ Not the least. But Ibok here. Last night, near twelve, I 
w'ent down to the chapel, thinking to say an ave before the 
coffin, and there lay Master Cuthbert on the stones. So I kept 
quiet and said my prayer. And of a sudden he burst out and 
said, ‘I have risked my. soul and my fortune to save him; 
Lord, remember it 1 ' " 

“ Did he say that^rWilliam ? ” 

“ 'I'he very words.” 

“Then he could not have been speaking of me,” saia 
Charles. “ It is possible Aat by some means I may not come 
into the property I have 'been to expect; but that could 
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not have referred to me. Suppose iVvas to leave the house, 
penniless, to-piorrow morning, William, should I jgo alone ? I 
am very strong and •very patient, and soon learn anything. 
Cwthbert would take carc^of mo. Would you come with me, 
or let me go alone?” * 

“ You know. Why should I answer? ” • 

“ We might go to ('anada and settle. And then Adelaide 
would come over when tlie house ^'as ready ; and you twould 
marry the girl of your choice ; and our boys^vould grow up to 
be such friends as you and I are. And then my boy should 

marry your girl, and ” • * 

Poor dreaming C'.harles, all unprepared for what was to 
couifij^ # 

A carriage drove on to the terrace at tin's moment, with ].,ord 
.Saltire’s solemn servant (jn the box. 

(Charles and Williinn assisted Lord Saltire to alight. His 
lordship said that he was getting <levilish stiff and old, and 
had been confoundedly cut up by his old friend’s death, and 
had felt bound to come down to show his respect to the 
memory of one of tlie best and liorKstest men it had ever 
’been his lot to meet in a tolerably large experience. And then, 
standing on the steps, went on — 

“ It is very pleasant to n^^to be grceterl by a face 1 like as 
yours, Charles. I was gratified at seeing y<)ur name in the 
i,‘mes as beiftg one of the winners of tin; great boat-race the 
other day. My man pointed it out tr^ me. 'I’hat sort of thing 
is very honourable to a young felhnv, if it does not lead to a 
neglect of other duties, in which case it becomes very mis- 
chievous : in yoiws it has not. 'Fhat young man is, 1 believe, 
your foster-brother. W ill he be good enough tf) go and find 
Miss Corb^, and tell her that Lord Saltire wants her to come 
and w^alk with him on the terrace? Cive me your shoulder.” 
‘vv illiam ran right willingly on his errand. 

“ Your position here, Charles,” corttinued Lord Saltire, “will 
be a difiicult one.” 

“It will, indeed, my lord.”* 

“ I intend you to .sjxind most of your time with me in future. 
I some one to take care of me.^ In return for boring you 
ytlay, I shal^get you the run of all the best houses, and make 
of you. Hush! not a word nov^ Here comes our 
^ ^obin Redbreast. I arp glad I have tempted her out into the 
''air and the sunshine. How peaked you look, my dear I How 
are you ? ” • * • . 

Poor Mary looked pale and wan, indeed, but brightened up 
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at the sight of her old fjend. They three ^walked and talked 
in the fresh spring morning an hour or more. 

That afternoon came a servant to I/5rd Saltire with a note 
from Father Mackworth, requesting J:he honour of ten minut«5>l^ 
conversation with Lordfcaltire in private. 

I si^ipose I must see the fellow,” said the old man to 
himself. 

*‘^^y compliments to Mr. Mackworth, and I am alone in 
the library, 'rhe.fool,” continued he, when the man had left 
the room, “ why doesn’t he let well alone ? I hate the fellow. 

1 beliefc he is as*treacherous as his mother. If he broaches 
the subject, he shall have the whole truth.” 

Meanwhile, Fatlier Mackworth was advancing towayh^i^^ ^ 
through the dark corridors, and walking slower, and yet more 
slow, as he neared the room where sat the grim old man. 
knew that there would be a fencing match ; and of all the men 
in broad England lie feared his lordship most. His determina- 
tion held, however ; though, up to the very last, he had almost 
determined to speak only about conqiaratively indifferent 
subjects, and not about that nearest to his heart. 

“ How do you do, my good sir ? ” said Lord Saltire, as he^ 
came in ; “I have to condole with you on the loss of our 
dear old friend. We shall neitUg* of us have a better one, 
sir.” , 

Mackworth uttered some common-places j t« which Ixiiii 
Saltire bowed, without speaking, and then sa^ with his elbows 
on the arms of his chair, making a triangle of his two forefingers 
and thumbs, staring at Father Mackworth. 

“ I am going, Lord Saltire, to trouble you with some of my 
early reminiscences tis a boy.’’ 

Lord Saltire bowed, and settled himself easily in his chair, as ^ 
one does who expects a, good story. Mackworth went on — 

“One of my earliest recollections, my lord, is of being at^ 
French lyctfe.” » 

“ The fault of those establishments,” said Lord Saltire, pen- 
sively, “is the great range of subjects which are superficially 
taught. I ask pardon for interrupting you. Do you take 

snuff?” ^ ^ 

Mackworth declined, w\th great politeness, and continued — 

“ I was taken to tji^t school by a footman in livery.” 

“ Upon my honour, then, I owe you an apology. I thouglj * 
of coursef, that the butler had gone with you. But, in a large 
house, one never really knows what on(?s people are about.” 

. Father Mackworth did not exactly like this. It was perfectly 
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evident to him, not only that Ixird f^iltire knew all about his 
birth and parentage, but also was willing to tell. 

“ Lord Saltire,” h(? said, “I have never had J parent’s care, 
or any name but one I believe to be fictitious. You can give 
me a name— give me, jHjmaps, a parlnt — possibly a brother. 
Will you do this for me?” , 

“ I can do neither the one thing nor the other, my good sir. 
I entreat you, for your own sake, to inquire no further.”. 

There was a troubled expression in the old man’s liice as he 
answered. Mackworth thought he was gaining his point, and 
pressed on. • • 

“Jx)rd Saltire, as you are a gentleman, tell me who my 
pa«^l4g were;” and, as he said this, he rose up#iind stood 
before him, folding his arms. 

« “ Confound tlie imiiudent, theatrical jackanaiies I ” thought 
Lord Saltire. “His mother all over. I will gratify your 
curiosity, sir,” he said aloud, angrily. “ You are the illegitimate 
son of a French ballet-dancer.” 

“ But who was my father, my lord ? Answer me that, on 
your honour.” # 

“ Who was your father ? Pardieu^ that is more than I can 
tell. If any one ever knew it must have been your mother. 
You are assuming a tone Nsytli me, sir, whicli I don’t intend to 
put up with. 1 wished to spare you a certain amount of 
^humiliation.* I shall not trouble myself to do so now, for 
many reasons. .Now listen to me, sir -to the man wlu) saved 
you from the kennel, sir and drop that theatrical attitude. 
Your mother was niy brother’s mistress, and a clever woman in 
her >vay ; and meeting her here and there, in the green-room 
and where not, and going sometimes tb her house with my 
brother, 1 had a sort of acj|uainlance with her, and liked 
her as one likes a clever brilliant w^iinan of that sort. My 
brother died. Some time after your mother fell into poverty 
and disgrace under circumstances into which 1 should advise 
you not to inf|uirc, and on her death-bed recommended you 
to my care as an old ac<ivaintance, i)raying that you might 
be brought up in her own religion. 'I’he reiiuest was, under 
the circumstances, almost impudent ; but remembering that I 
had once liked the woman, and calling to mind the relation 
she had held to poor dear John, I comj^licd, and did for you 
•what I have done. You were a little over a twelvemonth old 
at the time of your mother’s death, and my brothet had been 
dead nearly or quit? five years. Your mother had changed 
her prt^tector thrice during that time. Now, sir 1 ” 
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Mackworth stood befo]jl Lord Saltire all diis time as firm as 
a rock. He had seen from the old man’s eye that every word 
was terribly trlie, but he had never flincked — never a nerve in 
his face had (juivered ; but he had crown deadly pale. Whan 
Lord Saltire had finished he tried* to speak, but found his 
mouth as dry as dust. He smiled, and, with a bow, reaching 
past Lord Saltire, took up a glass of lemonade which stood at 
his elbpw and drank it. Tlien he spoke clearly and well. 

“You see how, you hav^ upset me, my lord. In seeking 
this interview, I had some hopes of having forced a confession 
from your lordship* of my relationship with you, and thereby 
.serving my personal ambition. I have failed. It now remains 
to me to t^nk you heartily and frankly for the benefits I bi^^e ^ 
received from you, and' to beg you to forgive my indiscretion.” 

“ You are a brave man, sir,” said Lord Saltire. “ I don’t;, 
think you are an honest one. Jlut I can respect manliness.” 

“You have a great affection for Charles Ravenshoe, my 
lord ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Lord Saltire ; “ I love Charles Ravenshoe more 
than any other human bqjng.” 

“ Perhaps the time may come, my lord, when he will need ’ 
all your love and protection.” 

“ Highly possible. I am in pos^^ssion of the tenor of his 
father’s will ; and |hose who try to set that will aside, unless 
they have a very strong case, had better consider that Charles'^ 
is backed up by an amount of ready money sufficient to ruin 
the Ravenshoe estate in la^'.” 

“No attempt of the kind will be made, my lord. But I very 
much doubt whether your lordship will continue your protection 
to that young man. I wish you good afternoon.” 

“That fellow,” slid Lord Saltire, “has got a card to play 
which I don’t know of. What matter ? I can adopt’Charles, 
and he may defy them. I wish 1 could give him my title 
but that will be extinct. I am glad little Mary is going to 
Lady Hainault, It will be the best place for her till she 
marries. I wish that fool of a boy had fallen in love with her. 
But he wouldn’t.” 

Mackworth hurried away to his room ; and, as he went, he 
said, “ I have been a foof! A fool. I should ' have taken 
Cuthbert’s offer. Non^ but a fool would have done otherwise. 

A cardinal’s chair thrown to the dogs ! ” 

“ I could not do it this morning ; but i can do it now. The 
son of a figurante, and without a father ! l^e^haps he will offer 
it again.” 
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" If he does not, there is one thing certain. That young 
ruffian Charles is ruined. Ah, ah ! my Lord Sialtire, 1 have 
/ou there ! I should* like to see that old man’s face when I 
plhy my last card. It ^«ill be a finer sight than Charles’s. 
You’ll make him your heir, will you, nfy lord ? Will you make 
him your groom ? ” • 

He went to his desk, took out an envelope, and looked at 
it. He looked at it long, and put it back, “dt will 
never do to tempt him witli it. If he were tit refuse his ofler of 
this morning, 1 sliould be ruined. Much better to yait and 
play out the ace boldly. 1 can keep my nold over him : and 
William is mine, body and soul, if he dies.” 

Wilh which reflections the good Father dressed fof dinner. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

THK GRAND CRASH 

The funeral was over. • • Charles had waited with poor 
weeping Mary to see the coffin carried away under the dark 
*grini archway of the vault, and had tried to comfort her who 
would not be coftiforted. And, when the last wild wail of the 
organ had died aw'ay, and all the dark figures but they two had 
withdrawn from the chajicl, there .stood. those two poor orphans 
alone together. * , 

It was all over, and they began for the first time to realise 
it; they began to feel what they lost. King Densil was dead 
and King Cuthbert reigned. When if prime minister dies the 
world is shaken ; when a county member dies the county is 
agitated, and the opposition electors, till lately insignificant, 
rise suddenly into importance, and the possible new members 
are suddenly great men. Scf, when a mere country gentleman 
dies, the head of a great family dies, relations are changed 
entirely between some score or two of ixTsons. I'he dog of 
to-day is not the dog of yesterday. Servants are agitated, and 
. remember themselves of old imf>ertirTinces, and tremble. 
',??'armers wonder what* the new Squire’s first movy will be. 
Perhaps, even the old hound wonders whether he i.s to keep 
his old place by iht fire or no,* and younger brothers bite their 
nails, ari^ wonder too, abou^ many things. 
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Charles wondered profeundly in his own room that after- 
noon, whither^he had retired after having dismissed Mary at 
her door with a kiss. In spite of his gri5f he wondered what 
was coming, and tried to persuade himself that he didn’t cait. 
From this state of mind ^le was aroused by William, who told 
him that«l.ord Segur was going and Lord Saltire with him, 
and that the latter wanted to speak to him. 

Lord Saltire had his fyot on the step of the carriage. 
“Charles, my det*r boy,” he said, “the moment things are 
settled, come to me at Segur Castle. Lord Segur wants you 
to come and stay tlfere while I am there.” 

Lord Segur, from the carriage, hojx'd Charles would come 
and sec tlifem at once. * 

“And mind, you know,” said Lord Saltire, “that you don’t 
do anything without consulting me. Let the little bird pack off 
to I^ady Ascot’s and help to blow up the grooms. Don’t let 
her stay moping here. Now, good-bye, my dear boy. I shall 
see you in a day or so.” 

And so the old man was gone. And, as Charles watched 
the carriage, he saw tllli sleek grey head thrust from the 
window, and the great white hand waved to him. He never 
forgot that glimpse of the grey head and white hand, and he 
never will. • , 

A servant came up to him, and asked him. Would he see 
Mr. Kavenshoe in the library ? Charles answcrtjd Yes, but^ 
was in no hurry to go. ^o he stood a little longer on the 
terrace, watching the bright sea, and the gulls, and the distant 
island. 'Ihen he turned into the darkened house again, and 
walked slowly toward^ the library door. ‘ 

Some one else stood in the passage — it was William, with 
his liand on the handle of the door. 

“ I waited for you, ^^aster Charles,” he said ; “ they have^ 
sent for me too. Now you will here something to your* 
advantage.” ’ 

“ I care not,” said Charles, and they went in. 

Once, in lands far away, thero was a sailor lad, a good- 
humoured, good-looking, thoughtless fellow, who lived along- 
side of me, and with whojn I was always joking. We had 
a great liking for one another. I left him at the shaft’s mouth 
at two o’clock one summer’s day, roaring with laughter at 
a story I had told him ; and at half^past. five I was helping to 
wind up the shattered corpse, which whei\ alive had borne his 
name. A flake of gravel had coihe down from the roof of the 
drive and killed him, and his laugl^ing and story-tellipg were 
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over for ever, riow terrible these t\ue stories are ! Why do 
I tell this oqe ? Because, whenever 1 tliink of ^his poor lad’s 
death, I find myself not thinking of the ghastly thing that 
enme swinging up out of ^he darkness into the summer air, but 
of the poor fellow as he was the ml)rning before. I try to 
think how he looked, ns leaning against tlie windlass with the 
forest behind and the mountains beyond, and if, in word or 
look, he gave any sign of liis coniii^ fate before he went gaily 
down into his tomb. • 

So it was with Cliarles Ravenshoe. He remembers part of 
the scene that followed peiTeclIy well ; bul*he tries more than 
all to recall how Cuthbert lookeil, and how Mackworlh looked 
b e^» ii 4 the terrible words were spoken. After it was/all over he 
remembers, he tells me, every trifling incident well. But his 
♦memory is a little gone about the first few minutes which 
elapsed after he and William came into the room. He says 
that Cuthbert was sitting at the table very pale, with his hands 
clasped on the table before him, looking steadily at him with- 
out e.xpression on his faf:e ; and that Alackworth leant against 
the chimney-piece, and looked keenly aiul curiously at him. 

Charles went up silently and kissed his brother on the fore- 
head. Cuthbert neither moved nor spoke. Charles greeted 
Mackworth civilly, and ll)m leant against the chimney-piece 
by the side of him and said what a glorious day it was. 
^William stofid at a little distance, looking uneasily from one to 
another. • , 

Cuthbert broke silence. “ I sent for you,” he said. 

“ I am glad to come to you, CuthLtert, though 1 think you 
sent for me on business, which 1 am^not very well up to 
to-day.” 

“ On ^>usiness,” said Cuthbert : business which must be 
gone through with to-day, though I ejii)ect it will kill me.” 

Charles, by some instinct (who knows what? it wa.s nothing 
reasonable, he says) moved rapidly towards William, and laid 
his hand on his .shoulder. 1 take it, that it arose from that 
curious gregarious feeling that men have in times of terror. 
He could not ^ave done better than to move towards his 
truest friend, whatever it was. ^ 

“ I should like to prepare you for what is to come,” con- 
tinued Cuthbert, speaking calmly, with the most curious 
. ^distinctness ; “ but thisit would be usele.ss. The blow would 
be equally severe whether you expect it or not. You two who 
stand there were nursed at the same breast. That groom, on 
whose ^oulder you have your hand now, is my real brother. 
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You are no relation to me ( you are the son of the faithful old 
servant whom we buried to-day with my father.” , 

Charles said, Ho ! like a great sigh. William put his arm 
round him, and, raising his linger, apd looking into his face 
with his calm, honest eyeC-, said with a smile — 

“ This was it then. We know it all now.” 

Charles burst out into a wild laugh, and said, “Father 
Mack worth’s ace of trumpsj He has inherited a talent for 
melodrama from bis blessed mother. Stop. I beg your 
pardon, sir, for saying that; I said it in a hurry. It was 
blackguardly. Tx*t’s^have the proofs of this, and all that sort 
of thing, and witnesses too, if you please. Father Mackworth, 
there have' been such things as prosecutions for conspi ^- ey. 
I have Lord Saltire and Lord Ascot at my back. You have 
made a desperate cast, sir. My astonishment is that you have* 
allowed your hatred for me to outrun your discretion so far. 
This matter will cost some money before it is settled.” 

Father Mackworth smiled, and Charles passed him, and rang 
the bell. Then he w'cnt back to William and took his 
arm. « 

“ Fetch the Fathers Tiernay here immediately,” said Charles 
to the servant who answered the bell. 

In a few minutes the worthy priests were in the room. The 
group was not altfjrcd. Father Mackworth still leant against 
the mantel-i)iece, Charles and William stood KSgether, and 
Cuthbert sat pale and calp with his hands alasped together. 

Father. I'iernay looked at the disturbed group and became 
uneasy. “ ^yould it not be better to defer the settlement of 
any flimily disiigreements to another day? On -such a solemn 
occasion ” 

“ The ice is broken, Father Tiernay,” said Charles. “ Cuth- 
bert, tell him what you have told me.” 

Cuthbert, clasping his hands together, did so, in a low,' 
quiet voice. 

“ There,” said Charles, turning to Father Tiernay, “ what do 
you think of that ? ” 

“ I am so astounded and shocked, that I don’t know what to 
say,” ^d Father Tiernay j “ your mind must be abused, my 
dear sir. The likeness betw'een yourself and Mr.'’Charles is so 
great that I cannot lielieve it. Mackworth, what have you to 
say to this?” 

“ Look dt William, who is standing beside Charles,” said the 
priest quietly, “and tell me which of those two is most like 
Cuthbert.” 
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** Charles and ^Villiam are very much alike, certainly,” said 
Tiemay; “Jjut ” 

“ Do you remdmber James Horton, Tiemay ? ” said 
Mackworth. 

“ Surely.” * 

“ Did you ever notice the likeness between him and Densil 
Ravensboe?” 

“ I have noticed it, certainly ; especially one niglu. One 
night I went to his cottage last autumn. . Yes — well ? ” 

“James Horton was Densil Ravenshoe’s half-brother. He 
was the illegitimate son of Petre.” 

“ Good God I” 

<46Wlnd the man whom you call Charles Ravcnslvic, whom I 
call Charles Horton, is his son.” 

* Charles was looking eagerly from one to the other, 
bewildered. 

“ Ask him, Father 'Fiernay,” he said, “ what proofs he has. 
Perhaps he will tell us.” 

“You hear what Mr. Charles says, Mackworth. I address 
you because you have s])okcn last.* You must surely have 
strong proofs for such an astf)unding slatenuaU.” 

“I have his nuaher’s handwriting,” said Father Mackworth. 

“My mother’s, sir,” said, C diaries, flushing up, and advancing 
a pace towards him. 

* “ You foi^ct who your mother was,” said Mac^k worth. “Your 
mother was Norah, James Horton’s wife?. She confessed to me 
the wicked fraud she practised, .and has committed that con- 
fession to paper. I hold it. You have not a ])oint of ground 
to stand on. Fifty Lord Saltires could not holj) you one jot. 
You must submit, ^'ou have been "living in luxury and 
receivinf^an expensive education when you sliould have been 
cleaning out the stable. So far from being overwhelmed at 
this, you should consider how terribly the balance is against 
you.” 

He spoke with such awful convincing calmness that Charles’s 
heart died avray within him. He knew the man. 

“ Cuthbert,” he .said, “ you are a gentleman. Is this true ? ” 

“ God knows^^how terribly true is,” said Cuthbert quietly. 
Then there ^as a silence, broken by Charles in a strange thick 
voice, the like of which none there had Ijpard before. 

* “ I want to sit dowai somewhere. I want some drink. Will, 

' my own boy, take this d d thing from round my neck ? I 

can’t see ; where is tfiere a cliair ? Oh, God 1 ” 

He f^.11 heavily against William, looking deadly white, without 
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sense or power. And Cuthbert looked up ?it the priest, and 
said, in a low voice — 

“ You have killed him.” 

Little by little he came round again, and rose on his feet, ; 
looking round him as a ^luck or staff looks when run to soil, 
and is watching to see which dog will come, with a piteous wild 
look, despairing and yet defiant. There was a dead silence. 

“ Are^we to be allowed to see this paper ? ” said Charles at 
length. * , • . 

Father Mackworth immediately handed it to him, and he 
read it. It was com^fietely conclusive. He saw that there was 
not a loophole to creep out of. The two Tiernays read it, and 
shook they; heads. William read it and turned pale, ^^d 
then they all stood staring blankly at one another. 

“ You see, sir,” said Father Mackworth, that there are two^ 
courses open to you. Kithcr on the one hand, to acquiesce in 
the truth of this paper ; or, on the other, to accuse me in a 
court of justice of conspiracy and fraud. If you were to be 
successful in the latter course, I should be transported out of 
your way, and the mattq* would end so. lUit any practical 
man would tell you, and you would see in your calmer moments, 
that no lawyer would undertake your case. What say you. 
Father Tiernay ? ” ^ 

“I cannot sec what case he has* poor dear,” said Father 
Tiernay. “ Mackworth,” he added suddenly. t 

Father Mackworth met his eye with a steady stare, and 
Tiernay saw there was no* hope of explanation there. 

“ On the other hand,” continued Father Mackworth, “ if this 
new state of things is (jufetly submitted to (as k must be ulti- 
mately, whether (luictly or otherwise you yourself will decide), 

I am authorized to say that the very handsomest provision will 
be made for you, and that, to all intents and purposes, your 
prospects in the world will not suffer in the least degree. I am 
right in saying so, I believe, Mr. Ravenshoe ? ” 

“ You are perfectly right, sir,“ said Cuthbert in a quiet, 
passionless voice. “ My intention is to make a provision of 
three hundred a year for this gentleman, whom, till the last few 
days, I believed to be my brother. Less ffian twenty-four 
hours ago, Charles, I offereu Father Mackworth tsn thousand 
pounds for this paper, with a view’ to destroy it. I w’ould, for 
your sake, Charles, HKve committed an act of villainy which-* 
would have entailed a life’s remorse, and have robbed William, 
my own brother, of his succession. You see^what a poor weak 
rogue I am, and what a criminal I might become with a little 



nTCTXjinacno 


temptation. Father Mackworth did his duty, and refused me. 
I tell you this to show you that he is, at all events, sincere 
enough in Ws conviction of the truth of this.’k 

You acted like yourself, ('uthljert. Like one who would 
ri^k body and soul for one you loved.” 

He paused ; but they waited for hiAi to speak again. And 
very calmly, in a very low voice, he continued — • 

“ It is time that this scene should end. No one’s interest 
will be served by continuing it. •! want to say a vftry few 
words, and I want them to be considered hs the words, as it 
were, of a dying man ; for no one liere nresent wilj see me 
again till the day when I come back to daim a right to the 
name I have been bearing so long — and that day will be 
nei^f!^ * 

Another pause. He moistened his lips, which were dry and 
tracked, and then went on — 

Here is the ])apcr. Father Mackwortli ; and may the Lord 
of Heaven be judge between us if that luper be not true I” 
Father ATackworth took it, and looking him steadily in the 
face, repeated his words, and (,'harles’s heart sank lower yet as 
. he watched him, and felt that hope was dead. 

“May the Lord of Heaven be judge between us two, 
Charles, if that pajXT be not true ! Amen.” 

“I utterly refuse,” C'harlcS continued, “the assistance which 
^Mr. Ravensjioe has so nobly offered, I go ft)rth alone into the 
world to make my own way, or to be forgotten. C'uthbert and 
William, you wifi be sorry for a tinx-, but not for long. You 
will think of me sometimes of dark winter nights, when the wind 
blows, won’t you? 1 sliall never write to you, and shall never 
return here any more. Wt)rse things than this have hapt)cncd 
to men, and they have not died.” 

All this was said with perfect self possession, and without 
a failure in the voice. It was magnificent des])air. Father 
Tiernay, looking at William’s face, saw there a sort of sarcastic 
smile, which puzzled him amazingly. 

“ I had better,” said Charles, “ mak<; my will. I should like 
William to ride my horse Montt*. He has thrown a curb, sir, 
as you know,” Ix} .said, turning to Willinm j “ but he will serve 
you well, an^ I know you will be gintle with him.” 

William gave a short, dry laugh. 

“ I should l^ve liked to take my terrier away with me, but I 
• think I had better not. I want to have nothing ^ith me to 
remind me of this place. My greyhound and the fiointers 1 
know you will take care of. It would please me to think that 



William had moved into my room, and had taken ^ possession 
of all my guns, and fishing-rods, and so on. There is a double- 
barrelled gun'4eft at Venables*, in St. Aldate’s, aft Oxford, for 
repairs. It ought to be fetched away. ^ ^ 

“Now, sir,” he said, turning to Cifthbert, “I should like to 
say a few words about ifioney matters. I owe about ^£^150 
Oxford. ''It was a great deal more at one time, but I have 
been more careful lately. I have the bills upstairs. If that 
could be paid ” t 

“'Jo the utmost farthing, my dear Charles,” said Cuthbert; 
“but ” 

“ Hush ! ” said Charles, “ I have fivc-and-twenty pounds by 
me. May I keep that ? ” _ 

“ I will^vrite you a check for five hundred. I shalr inove 
your resolution, Cliarles,” said Cuthbert. 

“ Never, so help me (iod ! ” said Charles ; “ it only remains 
to say good-bye. I leave this room without a hard thought 
towards any one in it. I am at peace with all the world. Father 
Mackworth, 1 beg your forgiveness. I have been often rude 
and brutal to you. 1 suppose that you always meant kindly to 
me. Good-bye.” 

He shook hands with Mackworth, then with the Tiernays j 
then ho offered his hand to William, who took it smiling ; and, 
lastly, he went up to Cuthbert, and kissed him on the cheek, 
and then walked Out of the door into the hall. , ^ 

William, as he was going, turned as though to speak to 
Cuthbert, but Cuthbert had risen, and he paused a moment. 

Cuthbert had risen, and stood looking wildly about him ; 
then he said, “ Oh, my God, he is gone ! ” And then he 
broke through them, and ran out into the hall, crying, 
“ Charles, Charles, come buck 1 Only one more word, Charles.” 
And then they saw Charles pause, and Cuthbert kneel down 
before him, calling him his own dear brother, and saying h^ 
would die for him. And then Father Tiernay hastily shut 
the library door, and left those two wild hearts out in the old 
hall together alone. 

Father 'riernay came back to William, and took both his 
hands. “ What are you going to do ? ” he said. 

“ I am going to follow h^m wherever he goes,” said William. 
“ I am never going to leave him again. If he goes to the 
world's end, I will bc^w-ith him.” 

“ Brave fellow 1 ” said Tiernay. “ If lie goes from here, and 
is lost sight of, we may never see him again. If you go with 
him, you may change his resolution,” 
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“ That I shall •never do,” said William ; “ I know him too 
well But ril save him from what I am frightened to think 
of. I will ^ to hin^ now. I shall see you agaifi directly ; but 
, ^must go to him.” 

He passed out into thtf hall Cuth'^'ert was standing alone, 
and Charles was gone. 


CHAITKR XXVII 

THK COUP 1>K CRACK 

t In the long watclies of the winter night, when one has awoke 
from some evil dream, and lies sleepless and tiirrified with the 
solemn pall of darkness around one— on one of those deadly, 
still dark nights, when the win<low only shows a murky patch 
of positive gloom in contrast of tlu* nothingness of the walls, 
, when the howling of a tempest round chimney and roof would 
be welcomed as a boisterous companion — in such still dead 
times only, one realizes that some day we shall lie in that bed 
and not think at all : that? The lime will come soon when we 
must die. ^ 

Our preachers remind us of this often enough, but we cannot 
realize it in a pdw in broad daylighU You must wake in the 
middle of the night to do that, and face the thought like a 
man, that it will come, and come to ninety-nine in a hundred 
of us, not in a 'maddening <’l,atU;r of mAiskc^try as the day is 
, won ; or in airrying a line to a strand'd ship, or in such like 
glorious times, when the soul is in mastery over the body ; but 
in bed, by slow degrees. It is in d;irkness and silence only 
that we realize this ; and then let us hope that we humbly 
remember that death has been conquered for us, and that in 
spite of our unworthiness w’c may defy him. And after that 
sometimes will come the thought, “ Are there no evils worse 
even than death#? ” 

I have made the.se few remarks ^I have made very few in 
this storj', for I want to suggest thought, not to supply it 
. ready-made) because Charles Ravenshr* has said to me in 
f his wild way, that he did not fear death, for he had died once 
already. 

I did not say aiiything, but waited for him to go on. 
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“ For what,” he continued, “do you mak(«out death even at 
the worst ? A terror, then a pang, more or less severe ; then 
a total severartfce of all ties on earth, an eptire and permanent 
loss of everything one has loved. After that, remorse ar^lj( 
useless regret, and the horirble tortui^ of missed opportunities 
without number thrust continually before one. The monoton- 
ous song fif the fiends, ‘ Too late ! too late ! ’ I have suffered 
all these things ! I have known what very few men have 
known,* and lived — despait ; but perhaps the most terrible 
agony for a time was the feeling of /oss of identity — that I was 
not myscjf ; that mj| whole existence from babyhood had been 
a lie. This at times, at times only, mind you, washed away 
from me the only spar to which I could cling — the feeling^at 
I was a gentleman. When the deluge came, that was the only 
creed I had, and I was left alone, as it were, on the midnight^ 
ocean, out of sight of land, swimming with failing strength.” 

I have made Charles speak for himself. In this I know 
that I am right. Now we must go on with him through the 
gathering darkness without flinching ; in terror, perhaps, but 
not in despair as yet. ^ 

It never for one moment entered into his head to doubt the i 
truth of what Father Mack worth had set up. If he had had 
doubts even to the last, he had none after Mackworth had 
looked him compassionately in thc*face, and said, “God judge 
between us if this paper be not true ! ” 'Fhough I14* distrusted » 
Mackworth, he felt that no man, be he never so profound an 
actor, could have looked ^o and spoken so if he were not 
telling what he believed to be the truth. And that he and 
Norah were mistaken he justly felt to be an impossibility. No. 
He was the child of IVitre Ravenshoe’s bastard son by an Irish 
peasant girl. He who but half an hour before had been heir 
to the proud old name, to the noble old house, the 'pride of 
the west country, to hunclreds of acres of rolling woodland, tc| 
mile beyond mile of sweeping moorland, to twenty thriving 
farms, deep in happy valleys, or perched high up on the side 
of lofty downs, was now just this — ^a peasant, an impostor. 

The tenantry, the fishermen, the servants, they would come 
to know all this. Had he died (ah ! how much better than this), 
they would have mourned for him, but what would they say or 
think now ? That he, the patron, the intercessor, the conde- 
scending young princP, should be the child of a waiting woman*! 
and a gamekeeper. Ah ! mother, mothet, God forgive you ! 

Adelaide ; what would she think of tlis ? He determined 
that he must go and see her, and tell her the whole miserable 
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story. She was afhbitious, but she loved him. Oh yes, she 
lov^ him. She could wait. There were lands beyond the 
sea, where a ^nan coijd win a fortune in a few' 5^ears, perhaps 
in.one. There were Canada, and Australia, and India, where 
a man needed nothing Inif energy. never w'ould take one 
farthing from the Ravenshoes, save the twenty-five pound.s he 
had. That was a determination nothing could after. Rut 
why need he? 'I'herc was gold to be won, and forest to be 
cleared, in happier lands. • ^ 

Alas, poor Charles ! He has never yet set foot out of 
England, and perhaps never will. He nev«r thought seriously 
about it but this onre. He never had it put before him 
strgjpgly by any one. Men only emigrate from idleneg.s, restless- 
ness, or necessity ; with the two first of these he was not 
^Youliled, and the last had not eome yet. It would, perhaps, 
have been better for liim to havi* gone to the liaekwoodsor the 
diggings ; but, as he .says, the reason why lu; didn’t was that 

he didn’t. But at this sad crisis of his life it gave him 

comfort for a little to think about ; only for a little, then 
thought and terror came, sweeping b^c'k again. 

* I^rd Saltire? He would be told of tliis by others. It 

would be Charles’s duty not to see Lord Saltire again. With 
his present position in .soc ie ty, as a siTvant’s .son, there was 
nothing to prevent his asCing Lord Saltire to provide for 
diim, except-w-what was it? I’ride? Well, Iiardly pride. He 
was humble enc^ugh, Cod know's; but he felt as if he had 
gained his goodwill, as it were, by*false pretence.s, and that 

duty would forbid his jmsuming on that goodwill any 

longer. And vjould Lord .Saltire be the same to a lady’s- 
maid’s son, as he w’ould to the heir-pr(»sum|)tiv(^ of Ravens- 

• hoe ? No ; there must be no humiliation before those stern 
grey eye?. Now he began to sre that he loved th(i owner 

those eyes more deofily than he ha*J thought ; and there was 
a gleam of pleasure in thinking tha^ when Lord Saltire heard 
of his fighting bravely unassisted with the world, he would 
say, ** That lad was a brave fellow ; a gentleman after all.” 

Marston ? Would this terrible business, which was so new 
and terrible as to be as yet only half apjireciated —would it 
1 make any diSerence to him ? Perlfhps it might. But, whether 
or no, he would humble himself there, and take from him just 
.\vreproaches for idlencj^s and missed opportunities, however 
*bitter they might be. * • 

And Mary ? little ^ary ! Ah ! she would be safe 

with that go^ I.ady Hainault. That was all. Ah, Charles I 



I CA-f 


is.avensnoe 


what pale little sprite was that outside youiMoor now, listening, 
dr>»-eyed, terrified, till you should move ? \yho saw you come 
up with your^hands clutched in your hajf, like i. madman, an 
hour ago, and heard you throw yourself upon the floor, and 
has waited patiently ever since to sdfe if she could comfort you, 
were it never so little? * Ah, Charles 1 Foolish fellow ! 

Thinking, thinking — now with anger, now with tears, and 
now with terror — till his head was hot and his hands dry, his 
thoughts began to run into* one channel. He saw that action 
was necessary, and he came to a great and noble resolution, 
worthy ,of himself* All the world w'as on one side, and he 
alone on the other. He would meet the world humbly and 
bravely, and conquer it. He would begin at the heo^ning.^ 
and find liis own value in the world, and then, if heTound 
himself worthy, would claim once more the love and respeU 
of those who had been his friends hitherto. 

How he would begin he knew not, nor cared, but it must be 
from the beginning. And, when he had come to this resolu- 
tion, he rose up and faced the light of day once more. 

There was a still figure sitting in his chair, watching him. 

It was William. ^ 

“ William ! How long have you been here ? ” 

“ Nigh on an hour. 1 came in just after you, and you have 
been lying on the hearth-rug ever since, moaning.” 

“ An hour ? Is it only an hour ? ” % • 

“ A .short hour.” 

“ It seemed like a year. Why, it is not dark yet. The sun 
still .shines, does it ? ” 

He went to the window and looked out. “ Spring,” he said, 

“ early spring. Fifty more of them between me and rest most 
likely. Do I look older, William ? ” 

** You look pale and wild, but not older. I am amazed and 
stunned. I want you to look like yourself and help mtifjr 
Charles. We must got aw^ay together out of this house.” 

“ You must stay here, William ; you are heir to the name 
and the house. You must stay here and learn your duty ; I 
must go forth and dree my weary w’eird alone.” 

“ You must go forth, I kno\v ; but I must go with you.” 

** William, that is impossible.” *• 

“ To the world’s end, Charles \ I swear it by the holy Mother 
of God.” ^ . V 

“ Hush 1 You don’t know what you are saying. Think of 
your duties.” * 

** I know my duty. My duty is with you.” 
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“ William, look at the matter in another point of view. Will 
Cuthbert let you come with me ? ” 

“ I don’t care. I ifm coming.” 

^ AVilliam was sitting wh^;re he had been in Charles’s chair, 
and Charles was standing beside him 4 If William had been 
looking at Charles, he would have seen a troubled, Uioughtful 
expression on his face for one moment, followed by a sudden 
look of determination. He laid his hand on ^ViIliam’s slioulder, 
and said — • 

“ We must talk this over again. I must go to Ranford and 
see Adelaide at once, before this nows ge* there frdhi other 
^mouths. Will you meet me at the old hotel in Convent 
I Gardf"«i four days from this time ? ” • 

Why there ? ” said William. “ Why not at I fenley ? ” 

^ “ Why not at London, rather ?” replied Charles. “I must 
go to London. I mean to go to Tendon. 1 don’t want to delay 
about Ranford. No ; say l.ondon.” 

William looked in his face for a moment, and then said — 

“I'd ratlier travel with you. \'ou can leave me at W'argrave, 
^ which is only just over the water fr(»nf Ranford, or at Didcot, 
while you go on to Ranford. You must let me do that, 
Charles.” 

“ We w'ill do that, Williaw, if you like.” 

“Yes, yes!” said William. “It must be so. Now you 
^must come downstairs.” 

“Why?” . , 

“ To eat. 1 )inner is ready. I am going to tea in the 
servants’ hall.” 

“ Will Mary be at dinner, William ? ” ^ 

“Of course .she will.” 

“ Will YOU let me go for the last time? I should like to see 
the dear little face again. Only this wnce.” 

“Charles ! Don’t talk like that. All iliiit this house contains 
is yours, and will be as long as Cuthbert and I are here. Of 
course you must go. I'his must not get out for a long while 
yet — we must keep up apj)earances.” 

So Charles w^t down into the drawing-room. It was nearly 
dark; and at first he thought theri^was no one there, but, as 
he advanced^ towards the fireplace, he mace, out a tall, dark 
figure, and saw that it was Mackworth. , 

% “ I am come, sir,” said, “ to dinner in the old room for 

the last time for ever^” * 

“ God forbid 1 ’’-said Mackworth. “ Sir, you have behaved 
like a tgave man to-day, and 1 earnestly hope that, as long as 
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I stay in this house, you will be its honoured guest. It would 
be simply nor|scnsical to make any excuses to yoi^ for the part 
1 have taken. Jwen if you had not sj^tematically opposed^ 
your interest to mine in this houst^ I had no other courts 
open. You must see tlifit.” 

“I believe I owe you my thanks for your forbearance so 
long,” said Charles; “though that was for the sake of my 
father more than myself. Will you tell me, sir, now we are 
alone, how long have yoiC known this?” 

“ Nearly eigliteen months,” .said Father Mack worth 
promptl;^. ‘ 

Mack worth was not an ill-natured man when he was not.^ 
opposed, luid, being a brave man himself, could well appwei ate 
bravery in others, lie had knowledge enough of men to know 
that the revelation of to-day had been as bitter a blow to if 
passionate, sensitive man like Charles, as he could well endure 
and live. And he knew that ('harles distrusted him, and that 
all out-of-the-way expressions of condolence would be thrown 
away ; and so, departing from his usual rule of conduct, he 
spoke for once in a way naturally and sincerely, and said : “ I 
am very, very sorry. I would have done much to avoid this.” 

Then Mary came in and the 'riernays. Cnithbert did not 
come down. 'I'here was a long, dull dinner, at which Charles 
forced himself to eat, having a resolution before him. Mary 
sat scared at the heatl of the table, and scarcely spoke a word, 
and, when she rose to go i^iito the drawing-room again, Charles 
followed her. 

She saw that he was coming, and waited for him in the hall. 
When he shut the dining-room door after him she ran back, 
and putting her two hands on his shoulders, said — 

“ Charles 1 Charles ! what is the matter ? ” 

** Nothing, dear ; only I have lost my fortune ; I am 
penniless.” 

“ Is it all gone, Charles ?•” 

“ All. You will hear how, soon. I just come out to wish 
my bird good-bye. I am going to London to-morrow.” 

“ Can’t you come and talk to me, Charles, a little ? ” 

“ No ! not to-night. Not to-night.” 

“ You will come to see me at I..ady Hainauit’s in town, 
Charles ? ” 

“ Yes, my love ; yes.” , 

“ Won’t 'you tell me any more, Charles ? ” 

“No more, my robin. It is good-bye. You will hear all 
about it soon enough.” 
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“ Good-bye.” * 

A kiss, ai^ he was gone up the old stairca^ towards his 
own room. When l^- gained the first landing he turned and 
Staked at her onee more, ^landing alone in the centre of the 
old hall in the light of a solitary lai^ip. A lonely, beautiful 
little figure, with her arms drooping at her sides, and.the quiet, 
dark eyes turned towards him, so lovingly ! And there, in his 
ruin and desolation, he began to see, for the first linte, what 
others, keener-eyed, had seen long*ago. Something that might 
have been, but could not be now ! Anti so, saying, “ I must 
not see her again,'’ he went up to his own foom, and ^hut the 
door on his misery. 

O-Vce again he was .seen lliat night. William iinaded the 
stillroom, and got some cottee, which he carried up to him. 
lie found him packing liis portmanteau, ami he asked William 
to see to this and to that lor him, il he should sleep loo long. 
William made him sit down anti take coffee anti smoke a cigar, 
and sat on the footstool at his feet, before the firt‘, trtiinplaining 
of cold. 'I'hey .sat an hour or iwt), snmking, talking of old 
times, of horses and dogs, and birds ifiul trout, as latls do, till 
Charles saiil he would go to bed, and William left him. 

He had hardly got to the cntl of the passage, when Charle.s 
called him back, and he t:;uiie. 

want to look at you again,” saitl Charlws ; and he put hi.s 
two hands T)n William’s shoulder.s, and l(;oked at him again. 
Then he said, “41ootl night,” and wyu in. 

William went slowly away, and, passing to a lower storey, 
came to the door of a rt)t)m immediately over the main 
entrance, abovet the hall. 'I'his room w^as in the turret above 
the porch. It was Culhbert's room. 

He knocked softly, and there was no answer ; again, and 
louder. A voice cried (luerulously, “ Come in,” and he opened 
ihe door. 

Culhbert was sitting before the ffre with a lamp beside him 
and a book on his knee. He looked up and .saw a groom 
before him, and .said, angrily - 

“ 1 can give no orders to-night. I will not be disturbed 
to-night.” 

“ It is me, •sir,” said William. 

Cuthbert rose at once. “ Come he 4 r, brother,” he said, 
and let me look at you. 'Fhey told me just now that you 
were with our brother Charles.” * 

“ I stayed with kim till he went to bed, and then I came to 


you. 
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“ How is he ? ” 

“ Very quie^— too quiet.’* 

“ Is he going away ? ” 

“ He is going in the morning.” • 

“ You must go with hipi, William,” said Cuthbert eagerly. 

“ I canuj to tell you that I must go with him, and to ask you 
for some money.” 

“ God bless you. Don’t l^ave him. Write to me every day. 
Watch and see what he is inclined to settle to, and then let 
me know. You must get some education too. You will get 
it with hftn as well iflj anywhere. He must be our first care.” 

William said yes. He must be their first care. He had 
suffered a •terrible wrong. 

** We must get to be as brothers to one another, William,” 
said C^uthbert. “ That will come in time, ^ye have one great* 
object in common — Charles ; and that will bring us together. 
The time was, when I \vas a fool, that I thought of being a 
saint, without human affections. I am wiser now. People 
near death see many things which are hidden in health and 
^outh.” • 

“Near death, Cuthbert !” said William, calling him so for 
the first time. ** I shall live, please God, to take your children 
on my knee.” •• 

** It is right that*you should know, brother, that in a few short 
years you will be master of Ravenshoe. My heart^is gone. I 
have had an attack to-nigl\^.” * 

“ But people who are ill don’t always die,” said William. 
“Holy Virgin! you must not go and leave me all abroad in 
the world like a lost sheep.” ^ 

“ I like to hear you speak like that, William. Two days 
ago, I was moving heaven and earth to rob you of your just 
inheritance.” * , 

“ I like you the better for that. Never think of that again. 
Does Mackworth know of your illness ? ” 

“ He knows everything.” 

“If Charles had been a Catholic, would he have concealed 
this ? ” 

“ No ; I think not. I offered him ten thousand pounds to 
hush it up.” ' 

“ I wish he had taken it. I don’t want to be a great man. 
I should have been far happier as it was. I was half a gentle- 
man, and had everything I wanted. Shall you oppose my 
marrying when Charles is settled ? ” 

“ You must marry, brother. I can never marry, and would 
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not if I could. You must marry, certainly. The estate is a 
little involved ; but we can soon bring it right. Till you 
marry, you nfust be contented with four hundrecf a year.” 

V ^Villiam laughed. “ 1 will be content and obedient enough, 

I warrant you. Hut, whed I speak of marrying, I mean marry- 
ing my present sweetheart.” 

Cuthbert looked up suddenly. “I did not thint of that. 
Who is she?” 

“ Muster Kvans^s daughter, Jane.'^ 

“A fisherman's daughter,” said Cuthbert. “William, the 
mistress of Ravenshoc ought to be a lady.’ii • 

“The master of Ravenshoc ought to l>e a gentleman,” was 
^Villiaip’s reply. “ And, after your death (which 1 dop’t believe 
r in, mind you), he won't be. The master of Ravenshoc then 
'yill be only a groom ; and what sort of a fine lady would he 
buy with his money, think you ? A woman who would despise 
him and be ashamed of him. No, by St. Cleorge and the 
dragon, I will marry my old sweetheart or be single ! “ 

“Terhaps you are right, William,” said (iithbert; “and, if 
you are not, I am not one who has i\^ right to speak about it. 
'•Let us in future be honest and straightforward, and have no 
more miserable csc/umlrcSi in (lod’sname. W hat sort of a girl 
is she ? ” 

“ She is handsome enoiign for a duchess^ and .she is very 
quiet and shy.” 

“ All the beltej;. I shall offer not the slightest opposition. 
She had l)etter know what is in storolfor her.” 

“She shall \ and the blessings of all the holy saints be on 
you ! I must g(j now. I nuist be up at dawn.” 

“ Don’t go yet, William. Think of ihC: long night that is 
^ before me. Sit with me, and let me get used to your voice. 
Tell me about the horses, or anything — only don’t leave me 
^.ione yet.” 

W'illiam sat down with him. They sat long and late. When 
at last William rose to go, ('ulhbert said, — 

“You will make a good landlord, W’illiam. You have 
been always a patient, faithful servant, and you will make a 
good master. C)fir people will get to love you better than ever 
they would hn.ve loved me. Clinjf to the old faith. It has 
served us well so many hundred years. It seems as if Go<l 
ijvilled that Ravenshoe should not pass frdhi the hands of the 
faithful. And now, on6 thing more ; I must .see Chaile.s before 
he goes. When ygu go to wa|(e him in the morning, call me, 
aiid I wiy go with you. Good night 1 ” 
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In the morning they went up together to wake him. His 
window was open, and the fresh spring air was blowing in. His 
books, his clothes, his guns and rods, were piled about in their 
usual confusion. His dog was lying on the hearthrug, and 
stretched himself as he came to greet them. The dog had a 
glove at Jiis feet, and they wondered at it. The curtains of 
his bed were drawn close. Cuthbert went softly to them and 
drew them aside. He was not there. The bed was smooth. 

“(lone! gone!” cried Cuthbert. “I half feared it. Fly, 
William, for Clod’s sake, to Lord Ascot’s, to Ranford ; catch 
him there, and neter leave him again. Come, and get some 
money, and begone. You may be in time. If we should lose 
him after ^all — after all.” ^ 

William needed no second Indding. In an hour he was at 
Stonnington. Mr. C’harles Ravenshoe had arrived there at 
daybreak, and had gone on in the coach which started at eight. 
William posted to ICxeter, and at eleven o’clock in the evening 
saw Lady Ascot at Ranford. Charles Ravenshoc had been 
there that afternoon, but was gone. And then I^dy Ascot, 
weeping wildly, told hint such news as made him break from 
the room with an oath, and dash through the scared servants^ 
in the hall and out into the darkness, to try to overtake the 
carriage he had discharged, and ri‘^u:h London. 

The morning b,efore, Adelaide had eloped with Lord Welter. 


“CHARTKR XXVIII 

FI.IOHT 

When William left Charles in his room at Ravenshoe, the 
latter sat down in his chair and began thinking. 

The smart of the blow, which had fallen so heavily at first, 
had become less painful. He knew by intuition that it would 
be worse on the morrow, and on many morrows ; but at present 
it was alleviated. He began to dread sleeping, for fear of the 
waking. 

He dreaded the riight and dreams ; and, more than all, tht 
morrow and the departure. He felt that he ought to see Cuth- 
bert again, and he dreaded that. He dreaded the servants 
seeing him go. He had a horror of parting from aU he had 
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known so long, fdtnially. It was natural. It would be so 
much pain to all concerned ; were it not better avoided ? Ho 
thought of afl these things, and tried to persuad«? himself that 
VUhjso were the reasons which made him do what he had as 
good as determined to do an hour or Jwo before, what he had 
in his mind when he called William back in the co|ridor — to 
go away alone, and hide and mope like a wounded stag for a 
little time. 

It was his instinct to do so. Terhaps jt would have been 
the best thing for him. At all events, he determined on it, and 
packed up a portmanteau and carpet-bagf and then fiat down 
again, waiting. 

“ Yps,” he said to himself, “ it will b(‘ better to do this. I 
must get away from William, poor lad. lie must not follow 
my fortunes, for many reasons.’' 

His dog had been watching him, looking, with his bright 
loving eyes, first at him and then at his baggage, wondering 
what journey they were going on now. Wlien C'harles had 
done packing, and had sat tlown again in his chair, before the 
fire, the dog leapt up in his lap iinbkldeii, and laid his head 
' upon his breast. 

“ Grip, Grip ! ” said Charles, “ I am going away to leave you 
for ever, Grii). I logs don'j.* live so long as men, my hoy ; you 
will be (piieily under the turf and at rest ^vhen 1 shall have 
f forty long years more to go through with." 

U’he dog wagged his tail and jjawed his waistcoat. He 
wanted some biscuit. Charles got him some, and then went on 
talking. 

“lam goings to London, old dog. I am going to see what 
the world is like. 1 shan’t come back •before you are dead. 
Grip, I expect. I have g(it to w'in money and a name for llie 
sake of ^ne w'ho is worth winning it, for. Very likely I shall 
go abroad, to the land w'here the stuff comes from they make 
sovereigns of, and try my liu:k at .get ling some of the yellow 
rubbish. And she will wait in the old liouse at Ranford.” 

He paused here. The thought came upon him. “ Would 
it not be more honourable to absolve Adelaide from her 
engagement ? ^Vas he acting generously in demanding of hi;r 
to waste thelbest part of her life in waiting till a ruined man 
had won fortune and means ? ” 

r The answer came, “ She loves me. ff I can w'ait, w’hy not 
' she ? ” * • 

“I have wrongtjd^er by aich a thought. Grip. Haven't I, 
mybo^?” — And so on. I needn't continue telling you the 
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nonsense Charles talked to his dog. Men Vill talk nonsense 
to their dogs and friends when they are in love ; and such non- 
sense is but poor reading at any time. TJo us wlfo know what 
had happened, and how worthless and false Adelaide was,»it^ 
would be merely painful^ and humiliating to hear any more of 
it. I only gave you so much to show you how completely 
Charles was in the dark, poor fool, with regard to Adelaide’s 
character, and to render less surprising the folly of his behaviour 
after he heard the pews at Ranford. 

Charles judged every one by his own standard. She had 
told hirrwthat she l«ved him ; and perhaps she did, for a time. 
He believed her. As for vanity, selfishness, fickleness, calcula- 
tion, comipg in and conquering love, he knew it was imp^sible^ 
in his own case, and so he conceived it impossible in hers. I 
think I have been very careful to impress on you that Charles 
was not wise. At all events, if I have softened matters so faf 
hitherto as to leave you in doubt, his actions, which we shall 
have to chronicle immediately, will leave not the slightest doubt 
of it. I love the man. I love his very faults in a way. He is a 
reality to me, though I nv'iy not have the art to make him so to 
you. His mad, impulsive way of forming a resolution, and 
his honourable obstinacy in .sticking to that resolution after- 
wards, even to the death, are ver^^^reat faults ; but they are, 
more or less, the faults of men who have made a very great 
figure in the workl, or I have read history wrong.# Men withv 
Charles Ravenshoe’s character, and power ofjxitience and ap- 
plication superadded, turn* our very brilliant characters for the 
rnost part. Charles had not been drilled into habits of applica- 
tion early enough. Densil’s unthinking indulgf^nce had done 
him much harm, and he was just the sort of boy to be spoilt at 
school— a favourite among the masters and the boys ; always 
just up to his work and no more. It is possible that* Eton in 
one way, or Rugby in another, might have done for him whatv 
Shrewsbury certainly did ngt. At Eton, thrown at once into a 
great, free republic, he might have been forced to fight his way up 
to his proper place, which, I believe, would not have been a low 
one. At Rugby he would have had his place to win all the same; 
but to help him he would have had all the trdtiitionary school 
policy which a great man ifts left behind him aslan immortal 
legacy. It was not to be. He was sent to a good and manly 
school enough, but olie where there was for him too little of 
competition. Shrewsburj* is, in most res*pects, the third of the 
old schools in England ; but it w^is, unludkily, not the school 
for him. He was too great a man there. 
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At Oxford, too,^ie hardly had a fair chance. Lord Welter 
was there before him, and had got just such a^et about him 
as one would expect from that young gentleman’s character 
‘aifd bringing up. Thest; men were Charles’s first and only 
acquaintances at the University, ^^hat chance was there 
among them for correcting and disciplining himselC? None. 
The wonder was, that he came out from among them without 
being greatly deteriorated. The only friend (;harles ever had 
who could guide him on the way*to beinj^ a man was John 
Marston. Hut John Marston, to say the truth, was sometimes 
too hard and didactic, and very often rousetf Charles’s obstinacy 
^through want of tact, ^^arst()n lovt d CharU's, and thought 
him Nitter than the nim ty and nine who need no repentance ; 
but it did not fall to Marsion's lot to make a man of Charles. 
Some one took that in hand who never fails. 

This is the place for my poor apf)lf)gy for ('harles’s folly. If 
I had inserted it before, you would not have attended to it, or 
would have forgotten it. If 1 have doni‘ my work right, it is 
merely a statement of the very cf>m lusion yrm must have come 
^ to. In the humiliating scenes whi<'h fire to follow, I only beg 
^you to remember that ('harles Horton was Charles Ravenshoe 
once ; and that, while he was a gentleman, the |)eople loved 
him well. ,• 

Once, about twelve o’<'lock, he left his rooni, and passed 
■through the house to see if all was fpiiet. He heard the 
grooms and foc;4men talking in lln^ servants’ hall. He stole 
back again to his room, and sal before the fire,*. 

In half-an-hour he rose again, and put his portmanteau and 
carpet-bag outside his room dtjor. 'riien he took his hat and 
rose to go. 

One more look round the old room ! 'Hie* last for ever 1 
The present overmastered the past, and he looked round 
■ almost without recognition. I doubt whether at great crises 
men have much time for recolUfcting old associations. I 
looked once into a room, which had hi.-en my home ever since 
I was six years old, for five-and-lwenty years, knowing I should 
never see it again. lint it was to see that I had left nothing 
behind me. 'I'fie coach wars at thc^door, and they w'ere calling 
for me. I could draw you a correct map of all the 

blotches and cracks in the ceiling, as I usjid to see them when 
' £ lay in bed of a morning. But then, I only shut the door and 
ran down the pass^e, without even saying “ go<5d-bye, old 
bedroom.” Charles Ravenshoe looked round the room thought- 
lessly, £ind then blew out the candle, went out, and shut the door. 
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The dog whined and scratched to come after him ; so he 
went back again. The old room bathed in a fl(^d of moon- 
light, and, seen through the open windcw, the ousy chafing^ 
sea, calling to him to hasten. ^ ^ • * 

He took a glove fro mj, the table, and, laying it on the hearth- 
rug, told the dog to mind it. The dog looked wistfully at him 
and lay down. The next moment he was outside the door 
again. 

Through long pioonlit fcorridors, down the moonlit hall, 
through dark passages, which led among the sleeping house- 
hold, to the door i<4 the priest’s tower. The household slept, 
old men and young men, maids and matrons, quietly, and^ 
dreamt of this and of that. And he, who was yesterday nigh 
master of all, passed out from among them, and stood alone in 
the world, outside the dark old house, which he had called 
his home. 

7'ht;n he felt the deed was done. Was it only the night- 
wind from the north that laid such a chill hand on his heart ? 
Busy waves upon the shore talking eternally, — “ We have come 
in from the Atlantic, bdiiring messages ; we have come over 
foundered ships and the bones of drowned sailors, and we tell^‘ 
our messages and die ui)on the shore.” 

Shadows that came sweeping fj^m the sea, over lawn and 
flower-bed, and vvyapped the old mansion like a pall for one 
moment, and then left it shining again in the moonlight, clear,* 
pitiless. ^Vithin, warm rooms, warm beds^ and the bated 
breath of sleepers, lying secure in the lap of wealth and order. 
Without, hard, cold stone. The great world around awaiting 
to devour one more atom. The bright unsympathizing stars, 
and the sea, babblinj; of the men it had rolled over, whose 
names should never be known. 

Now the park, with lu;rds of ghostly startled deer,* and the 
sweet scent of growing fern j and then the rush of tlie brook,* 
the bridge, and the vista ^of woodland above ; and then the 
sleeping village. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

CHARLKS’S RETREAT UPON. LONDON 

Passing out of the park, Charles set down- his burden at the 
door of a small farm-house at the further end of the village, 
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and knocked. Fo^ some time he stood waiting for an answer, 
and heard no sound save the cows and horses moving about 
in the warm Straw-ya^i. The beasts were in their home. No 
kqrible new morrow for them. He was wiiliout in the street ; 
fhis home irrevocable miles behind him ; still not a thought of 
flinching or turning back. He knockefi again. 

The door was unbarred. An old man looked out, and 
recognised him with wild astonishment. 

“Mr. Charles! Ciood lord a-liierey I ^ My dear “tender 
heart, what be doing out at this time a-night ? AVith his port- 
mantle, too, and his carpet bag ! C^)me in, tiiy dear soul, come 
in. An* so pale and wild ! W'hy, you’in overlooketl. Master 
tharles.” . 

“No, Master Lee, I ain’t ovcrlooki'd. At least not that I 
kfllOW' of ” 

The old man shook his head, and reserved his opinion. 

“ Hut 1 want your gig to go to Stonningtrin.” 

“ To-night ? ” 

“Ay, to-night. 'I'he coach goes at eight in the morning ; I 
want to be there before that.’’ » 

“Why do’ee start so soon? 'rhey'll be all abed in the 
Chichester 

“I know'. I shall get int(i the stable. 1 don’t know where 
I shall get. 1 must go. 'I'liere is trouble at^the Hall.” 

. “Ay! ay W I thought as much, and you’m going away into 
the world ? ” , 

“Yes.” 

The old man said “ Ay ! ay ! ” again, and turned to go up- 
stairs. Then ht^ held his candle over his head, and looked at 
Charles; and then went upstairs mutterint; to himself. 

Presently was arou.sed from .sleep a young Devonshire giant, 
half Hercfules, half Anlinous, who lurubered down the stairs 
.' ■jid into the room, and made his obeisance to Charles with an 
air of wonder in his great sleepy black eyes, and departed to 
get the gig. 

Of course his first point was Ranford. He got there in the 
afternoon. He had in bis mind at this time, he thinks (for he 
does not remember it all very distinctly), the idea of going to 
Australia. Ifb had an idea, too, ol* being eminently practical 
* and business-like ; and .so he did a thing w'hich may appear to 
be trifling, but which was important -one cannot .say how 
*much so. He asked for Lord Ascot instead of I^dy Ascot. 

Lord Ascot was in ftie library. Charles was shown in to him. 
He was,, sitting before the fire, reading a novel. He looked 
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very worn and anxious, and jumped up nervously when Charles 
was announced. He dropped his book on the floor, and came 
forward to him, holding out his right hand. 

“ Charles,” he said, “ you will forgive me any participation m 
this. I swear to you — j— ” 

Cliarles thought that' by some means the news of what had 
happened at Ravenshoe had come before him, and that Lord 
Ascot, knew all about Father Mackworth’s discovery. Lord 
Ascot was thinking al)Oiit* Adelaide^s flight; so they were at 
cross purposes. 

“ Dear Lord A&cot,” said Charles, “ how could I think of 
blaming you, my kind old friend?” 

“It is devilish gentlemanly of you to speak so, Charles,® 
said I^ord Ascot. “1 am worn to death about that horse, 
Haphazard, and other things ; and this has finished me. 
have been reading a novel to distract my mind. I must win 
the Derby, you know; by Gad, I must.” 

“ Whom have you got, Lord Ascot ? ” 

“ Wells.” 

“ You couldn't do better, I suppose ? ” 

“I suppose not. You don’t know — Fd rather not talk an/ 
more about it, Charles.” 

“ Lord Ascot, this is, as you mci,y' well guess, the last time I 
shall ever see you. I want you to do me a favour.” 

“ I will do it, my dear Charles, with the greatest pleasurCi 
Any reparation ” , 

“ Hush, my lord ! I only want a certificate. Will you read 
this which I have written in pencil, and, if you conscientiously 
can, copy in your own hand, and sign it. Also, if I send to 
you a reference, will you confirm it?” 

Lord Ascot read what C'harles had written, and said — ‘ 

“ Yes, certainly. You are going to change your naihe then ? ” 

“ I must lx?ar that name now ; I am going abroad.” 

Lord Ascot wrote — •» 

“The undermentioned Charles Horton I have known ever 
since he was a boy. His character is beyond praise in every 
way. He is a singularly bold and dexterous rider, and is 
thoroughly up to the management of horses. 

“ Ascot.” 

“You have improved upon my text. Lord Ascot,” said 
Charles. “ It is like your kindheartednes^ 'I’he mouse may 
offer to help the lion, my lord ; and, although the |ion may 
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know how little likely it is that he should require help, yet he 
may take it as^ sign of goodwill on the part of the^^oor mouse. 
JWow, good-bye, niy Ic^-d ; I must see Lady Ascot, and then 

• Ix)rd Ascot wished him kindly goodjbye, and took up his 
novel again. Charles went alone up to ],ady Ascot’s K^om. 

He knocked at the door, and received no answer ; so he 
went in. I^dy Ascot was there, although she had not ansjvered 
him. She was sitting uj)right by th'e fire, staring at the door, 
with her hands folded on her lap. A line brave-looking old 
lady at all times, but just now, ('harles thouglit, with thift sweet 
look of pity showing itself f)rincipally about the corners of the 
gentle old mouth, more noble-locjking than ever ! 

“May I come in, Latly Ascot?” said Charles. 

My dearest own boy ! You must come in and sit down. 
You must be very (piiet over it. 'Fry not to make a scene, my 
dear. I am not strong enough. It has shaken me so terribly. 
1 heard you had come, and were with Ascot. And I have been 
trembling in every lindj. Not from terror sf> much of you in 
ijpur anger, as because my conscience is*nol clear. I may have 
hidden things from you, ('harle.s, which you ought to have 
known,” And J.ady Ascot began crying silently. 

Charles felt the Idood going from his cheeks to his heart. 
His interview with Lord Ascot had made him suspect some- 
thing further* was wrong than what he knew of, and his 
suspicions were getting stronger every, moment. He sat down 
quite quietly, looking at Lady Ascot, and spoke not one word. 
Lady A.scot, wiping her eyes, went on ; and (’harles’s heart 
began to beat with a dull heavy pulsation, Ijke the feet of those 
jvho carry a coffin. 

“ I ought to have told you what was going on between them 
^ before she* went to old I^dy Hainault.i 1 ought to have told 
yt/ii of what went on before Lord Hainault was married. 1 can 
never forgive myself, ('harlcs. You miay upbraid me, and I 
will sit here and make not one excuse. But i must say that I 
itever for one moment thought that she was anything more than 
light-headed. I,~oh, Lord ! 1 never dreamt it would have 
jcome to this.” • 

f “Are you sj^aking of Adelaide, Lady Ascot?” said Charles. 
J! “Of course 1 am,” she said, almost peeyishly. “If I had 
^>er ” 

“Lady Ascot,” saW Charles quietly, “you are evidently 
speaking of something of which” I have not heard. What has 
Adelaide done ? ” 
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'I’he old lady clasped her hands above her head. “Oh, 
weary, wearji day ! And I thought that he h^^ heard it all, 
and that the blow was broken. The cftwards ! they have lejt 
it to a poor old woman to tell hini at last.’’ • 

“Dear I^dy Ascot, ^you evidently have not heard of what a* 
terrible ‘fate has befallen me. I am a ruined man, and I am 
very patierit. I had one hope left in the world, and I fear that 
you are going to cut it away from me. I am very quiet, and 
w'ill make no scene ; only tell me what lias happened.” 

“ Adelaide ! — be proud, Charles, be angry, furious — you 
Ravenshoes ran 1- be a man, but don’t look like that. 
Adelaide, dead to honour and good fame, has gone off wi^ 
Welter ! ” 

(Charles walked towards the door. 

“That is enough. Tlease let me go. I can’t stand any m^re 
at present. You have been very kind to me and to her, and I 
thank you and bless you for it. 'fhe son of a bastard blesses 
you for it. T.et nu; go let me go !” 

Dady Ascot ha<l stepjied actively to the door, and had laid 
one hand on the door :\iui one on his breast. “ You shall nc^ 
go,” she said, “ till you have told me what you mean I ” ^ 

“ How? I cannot stand any more at present.” 

“ What do you mean by beinj^the son of a bastard ? ” 

“ I am the son of James, Mr. Ravenshoe’s keeper. He was 
the illegitimate son of Mr. Petre Ravenshoe.” 

“Who told you this?” said Lady Ascot. • 

“('uthbert,” 

“ How did he know it ? ” 

Charles told her all. r 

“ So the priest has found that out, eh ? ” said Lady Ascot^ 
“It seems true”: and, as she said so, she moved back froni 
the door. “(lO to your old bedroom. Charles. It'will always 
be ready for you while this house is a house. *\nd come do>tn 
to me presently. Where'- is Lord Saltire?” 

“At Lord Segiir’s.” 

Charles went out of the room, and out of the house, and was 
seen no more. l.ady Ascot sat down by the fire again. 

“ The one blow has sQftened the other,” she .said. “I will 
never keep another secret after this. It was for Alicia’s sake 
and for Petre’s that I did it, and now see what has become of* 
It. I shall send for Lord Saltire. The boy must have h'jj 
rights, aiid shall, too. ” 

So the brave old woman sat down ancl wrote to Lord Saltire. 
We shall see what she wrote to him in the proper pl-ce. Not 
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now. Shti sat calmly an<l mutliodicaDy writing, with her kind 
old face wreatliing into a smile as she went on. ^nd C'harles, 
the madman, left the thoiise, and i>osteil ofT to J^ondon, only 
ftikefit on seeking to lose Ijimself among the sordid crowd, so 
^hat no man he had ever called a frientl ^hould set eyes on him 
again. 


CHAITKK XX\ 


MK. SI.O.\NK 

Chari. Ks Ravkn.shok had commit leil suicide committed 
suicide as deliberately as any maddened wieleh had done? that 
day in all the wide miserable world. He knew it very well, and 
was determined to go on with it. He had not hung himself, 
0^ drowned himself, but he ha<l commifled deliberat»; suicide, 
and he knew kn(‘w well that his obslinac y would carry him 
through to the end. 

What is suicidi* nine eases*out of ten ? Any one can tell 
you. It is the act of a matl, proud cowanl, who flie.s, by his 
o.in deed, noPfrom liuiniliation or disgrac(‘, but, as he fancies, 
from feeling the cc^isequenccs of thenii wlio flies to unknown, 
doubtful evils, sooner than bear [positive, present, undoubted 
ones. All this had Charles done, buoying him up with this 
excuse and that excuse, and fancying that l^e was behaving, the 
jur, like llayard, or Lieiilenanl Willoughby a greaU r llian 
Dayard — all the time. 

The above is Charles’s idea of the matter himself, put in the 
th.rd person for form’s sake. I don’t agree with all he .says 
about himself. I don’t deny that he ^lid a very foolish thing, 
but I incline to believe that there was something noble and 
self-reliant in his dvkng it. Think a moment. He had only 
two courses open to him the one (I put it coarsely) to eat 
humble pie, to co T)ack to C'uthbert ayd Mackworth and accept 
jiheir offers ; the other to do as he had done- to go alone into 
Jhe world, and stand by himself. He did ihp latter, as we shall 
He could not face, Ravenshoe, or any connected with it, 
again. It had been proved- that he was an unwilling mipostor, 
of base, low blood, ttn3 his sister — ah ! one more pang, poor 
heart ! — h*s sister Ellen, what was she ? 



196 Ravenshoe 

Little' doubt — little doubt ! Better for Ijoth of them if they 
had never btjen born I He was going to T^ondoi^ and, perhaps, 
might meet her there I All the vjce and misery of the county 
got thrown into that cesspool. Wl^n anything had got too*foul 
for the pure country aijr, men said, Away with it ; throw it inta^ 
the great dunghill, ancf let it rot there. Was he not going there^ 
himself? It was fit she should be there before him ! They 
would meet for certain ! 

How would th'^y meet ?** Would she be in silks and satins, 
or in rags ? flaunting in her carriage, or shivering in anarchway? 
What matter? Was not shame the heritage of the “lower 
orders ” ? 'fhe pleasures of the rich must be ministered to Jjy 
the “ lower orders,” or what was the use of money or rank ? 
He was one of the lower orders now. He must learn his lesson ; 
learn to cringe and whine like the rest of them. ‘ It would ;be 
hard, but it must be learnt. The dogs rose against it some- 
times, but it never paid. 

'rhe devil was pretty busy with poor Charles in his despair, 
you see. This was all he had left after three and twenty years 
of careless idlene.ss and luxury. His creed had been, “ I amia 
Ravenshoe,” and lo ! one morning, he was a Ravenshoe 110 
longer. A poor crow, that had been fancying himself an eagle.' 
A crow ! “ Hy heavens,” he thought, “ he was not even that.” 

^ nonentity, turned into the world to find his own value ! 
What were honour, honesty, virtue to him ? Why, nothing^— 
words ! He must truckje and pander for hk living. Why not 
go back and truckle to Father Mackworth ? There was time 
yet. 

No! 

Why not ? Wtis* it pride only ? We have no right to sa^ 
what it was. If it was only pride, it was better than nothing. 
Better to have that strqw only to cling to, than to be all alone, 
in the great sea with nothing. We have seen that he has ddtie 
nothing good, with circumstances all in his favour ; let us see if 
he can in any way hold his own, with circumstances all against 
him. 

“America?” he thought once. “They are all gentlemen 
there. If I could only ^nd her, and tear *her jewels off, we 
would go there together. But she must be found — she must 
be found. I will never leave England till she goes with md' 
We shall be brought together. We shall see one another. * I 
love her as I never loved her before. What a sweet, gentle 
little love she was I My darling 1 Arid, when I have kissed 
her, 1 never dreamed she was my sister. My. pretty love ! 
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Ellen, Ellen, I anf coming to you. Where are you, my 
love?” ^ 

He was alorfe, in a v^ilway carriage, leaning out to catch the 
wind, as he said this. He said it once again, this time 
^loud. “ ^Vhere are you, niy sister ? ” 

' Where w'as she? Could he have on^ seen I /fV^may be 
allowed to see, though //t* could not. Come forward into the 
great Uabylon with me, while he is speeding on towards jt ; we 
will rejoin him in an instant. • , 

In a small luxuriously furnished hall, there stands a beautiful 
woman, dressed modestly in the garb of servant. •She is 
standing with her arms folded, and a cold, stern, curious look 
oR her face. She is looking towards the hall-door, which is 
held open by a footman. She is wailing for some oiuj who is 
cov>ing in ; and two travellers enter, a man and a woman. Slic 
goes up to the woman, and says (juietly, “ 1 bid you welcome, 
madam.” Who are lhe.se peo|)le? Is that waiting-woman 
Ellen? and these travellers, are they l.onl Welter and Adelaide? 
Let us get back to poor Charles ; belter be with him than here ! 

We must follow him closely. We mu.st .see why, in his despair, 
ttS took the extraordinary re.sohilion that ht; did. Not that 
J shall take any particular pains to follow the exact process of 
his mind in arriving at his^^leterminalion. If the .story has 
hitherto been told wi ll, it wilfappear nothing extraordinary, and, 
if otherwise, ail intelligent reader would very soon detect any 
attempt at bol.sterigg up ill-told fads by^ elaborate, .soul-analyzing 
theories. 

He could have wished the train would have run (m for ever; 
but he was aroused by the lights growing thicker and more 
brilliant, and he felt that they were nearing} London, and that 
1\ie time for action was come. 


The grecft plunge was taken, and he, was alone in the cold 
»st"<ct — alone, .save for the man who carried his baggage. He 
stood for a moment or .so, confused with the rush of carriages 
of all sorts which were taking the people from the train, till he 
was aroused by the man asking him where he was to go to. 

Charles said, without thinking, “The Warwick Hotel,” and 
thither they went.^ For a moment he regretted that he had .said 
fc), but the nex/ moment he said aloud, “lait us eat and drink, 
■for to-morrow we die I ” 

*, ;/rhe man turned round and begged his jiardon. Charles did 
itbt answer him ; and thfi man went on, wondering what sort of 
a young gentleman Ije had got hold of. 

The g(^ landlord was glad to see him. Would he have 
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dinner ? — a bit of fish and a lamb chop, fot instance? Then it 
suddenly str^ick Charles that he was hungry — ravenous. He 
laughed aloud at the idea ; and the landlord lafighed too, and 
rubbed his hands. Should it be whiting or smelts nowi ?le 
asked. • 

“ Anything, ” said Cftarles, “ so long as you feed me quick.^ 
And give me wine, will you, of some sort ; I want to drink, 
(live me sherry, will you ? And 1 say, let me taste some now, 
and then I can s^*e if I like it. I am very particular about my 
wine, you must know.” 

In ar few minutes a waiter brought in a glass of wine, and 
waited to know how Charles liked it. He told the man he 
could go, and he would tell him at dinner-time. When the man 
was gone, he looked at the wine with a smile. Then he took it 
up, and poured it into the coal-scuttle. 

Not yet,’ he said, “ not yet ! I’ll try something else befiire 
I try to drink my troubles away.” And then he plunged into 
the Times. 

He had no sooner convinced himself that Lord Aberdeen was 
tampering with the lujpour of the country by not declaring war, 
than he found himself profoundly considering what had causlfd 
that great statesman to elope with Adelaide, and whether, in caso 
w*tr. Lady Ascot would possibly convict Father 
Mackworth of having caused it. 'I'hen Lady Ascot came into 
the room with a large bottle of medicine amUa Testame^jit, 
announcing that she was going to attend a sick gun-boat. 
And then, just as he began to see that he was getting sleepy, 
to sleep he wt;nt, fast as a top. 

1 sleep restored him, and dinner made things 

look dilTerent. “After all,’’ he said, as he sipped his wine, 

* here is only the world on the one side and I on the other. 1 
am utterly reckless, and can sink no further. I will get all the 
pleasure out of life that I can, honestly ; for 1 am an honest n«n 
still, and mean to be. I. love you, Madame Adelaide, and you 
have used me worse than a hound, and made me desperate. 
If he marries you, 1 will come forward some day and disgrace 
you. If you had only waited till you knew everything, I could 
have forgiven you. I’ll get a place as a footntan, and talk about 
you in the servants hall. All London shall itnow you were 
engaged to me.” 

Poor dear, prefty Adelaide : as if I would ever hurt a Isair 

of your hedd, my sweet love ! Silly ” 

1 he landlord came in. Thtjjre was most excellent company 
in the smoking-room. Would he condescend to joiq, them ? 
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Company and tobacco ! Charles would certainly join them ; 
so he had his wine carried in. 

There was a fat gentleman, with a snub nosi?, who was a 
Conservative. 'I'liere was a tall gi*ntlcman, with a long nose, 
who was JJberal. 'I'here \^as a short gentleman, with no par- 
^ ticular kind of nose, who was Kadieal. il'here was a handsome 
gentleman, with big whiskers, who was commereial ; ;fnd there 
was a gentleman with bandy legs, who was horsy. 

I strongly object to using a slang^adji^etive, if any otlwr can 
be got to supply its place ; but by doing si) sometimes one 
avoids a perij)hrasis, and does not spoil oiu;’^ period. 'I'hus, I 
know of no predicate for a gentleman with a particular sort of 
^ hair, (X)mplexion, dress, whiskers, and legs, j'xcepl the one I 
have used above, and so it must stand. 

^As l*rovidence would have it, ('hailes sat down between the 
landlord and the horsy man, away from tht.‘ others. He 
smok(jd his cigar, and listened to tla; conversation. 

'i’he ('onservative gentleman coalescerl with the* Liberal 
gentleman on the subject of Lord Abtadeen’s having sold the 
country to the Russians ; the Radit al gentleman also came 
<4ver to them on that subject ; and for a time the Opposition 
. seemed to hold an ovcrwh<‘lming m.ijority, and to be merely 
allowing .\berdeen’s (lovernmenl to hold place longer, that 
they might commit theniselviPs deeper. In fact, things .seemed 
to be going^all one way, as is olhai the ('ase in coalition 
ihini.strics just before a grand crash, when the Radi< al gentle- 
man cau.sed a violent split in ih(3 cabinet, by saying that the 
whole complication had been brought about by the maf:hina- 
tions of the aristf)cracy -which assertion caused the ( Conserva- 
tive gentleman td retort in unmeasured lar’giiage ; and then the 
jffaberal gentleman, trying to trim, found himself distrusted and 
fdespi.sed by both partie.s. (Charles listened to tlitan, amused 
for the time to hear them quoting, qufle unconsciously, whole 
sequences out of their respi-t tive leading jjapers, and then was 
distracted by the horsy man saying to him -- 

“Darn politics ! What horse will win the Derby, sir?” 

“Haphazard,” said (Jharles, promptly. 'J’his, plea.se to 
remember, was ^^ord Ascot’s bor.se, whicli we have seen 
Jbefore. | • 

; 'I’he landlord immediately drew closer up. 

The horsy man looked at Charle.s, and .said, “ H’m ; and 
^ ^hat has made my load scratcli him for the I’wo Thou.sand, 
sir ? ” • 

And so on. Wfc have soirfething to do with Haphazard’.s 
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winning the Derby, its we shall see ; and './e have still more to 
do with the result of Charles’s conversation with the “horsy 
man.” But 'we have certainly nothing to do wiih a wordy dis- 
cussion about the various horses which stood well for the g^roilt 
race (wicked, lovely darlings, how many souls of heroes have_ 
they sent to Hades !),-«and so we will spare the reader. The v 
conclusion of their conversation was the only important part 
of it. 

(Charles said to the h.grsy man on the stairs, “Now you 
know everything.' 1 am penniless, friendless, and nameless. 
Can yqju put me ijji the way of earning my living honestly ? ” 
And he said, “ 1 can, and I will. 'I’his gentleman is a fast 
man, but he is rich. You’ll have your own way. Maybe, you'*!! 
see some ({ueer things, but what odds?” 

“ None to me,” said Charles ; “ I can always leave him.” 
“And go back to your friends, like a wise young gentleman, 
eh ? ” said the other, kindly. 

“ I am not a gentleman,” said Charles. “ I told you so, 
before, 1 am a gamc;keeper’s son ; I swear to you I am. 1 
have been petted and pampered till I look like one, but I am 
not.” ♦ 

“ You are a deuced good imitation,” said the other. “Good 
night; come to me at nine, mind.” 

At this time, r.ady As('ot had despatched her letter to I^rd 
Saltire, and had asked for (Charles. The groom of the chambers 
said that Mr. Ravenshoe' had left the house* immediately after 
his interview with her ladyship, three hours before. 

She started up — “(lone !- -Whither?” 

“'lo 'Twyford, my lady.” * 

“ Send after him, you idiot ! Send the grooms after him or^ 
all my lord’s horses. Send a lad on Haphazard, aad let him 
race the train to Londdn. Send the police ! He has stolen 
my purse, with ten thousand gold guineas in it !— I swear be 
has. Have him bound hand and foot, and bring him back, on 
your life. If you stay there, I will kill you ! ” 

The violent old animal nature, dammed up so long by creeds 
and formula.s, had broken out at last. 'Fh-J decorous Lady 
Ascot was transformed rti one instant into a ^terrible, grey- 
headed, magnificent old Alecto, hurling her awful words ^ 
abroad in a sharp,* snarling voice, that made the hair of hipi- 
that hear^ it to creep upon his head. The man fled, and shu^ 
Lady Ascot in alone. t 

She walked across the room, Ind beat hef withered old hands 
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against the wall. *“ Oh, miserable, wiciced old woman ! ” she 
cried aloud. “ How surely have your sins fo^d you out 1 
After conccaHng a cryue for so many years, to find the judg- 
iiii^it fall on such an innocent and beloved head ! Alicia, 
Alicia, I did this for your*sake. Charles, ('harles, come back 
to the old woman before she dies, ai^d tell her ytju forgive 
her.” 


CHAPTKR XXXI 

I. I K U T K NAN T II O R N » Y 

Charlks had always been passionately fond of horses and 
of riding. He was a consiiniinate horseman, and was so [>cr- 
fectly acctimplished in everything relating to horses, that I 
really believe that in time he might actually have risen to the 
dizzy height of being stud-groom to a great gentleman or noblc- 
^^an. He had been brought up in a great horse-riding house, 
and had actually gained so much experience, and had so much 
to say on matters of this kiod, that once, at Oxford, a promis- 
ing young nobleman cast, so to speak, an adverse opinion of 
Charles inUn Oeorge Simmonds’ own face. Mr. Simmonds 
looked round on the offender mildly ^nd compassionately, and 
.said, “If any undergraduate could know, my lord, that under- 
graduate’s name would be Ravenslioe of J^uil’s. J5ut he is 
young, my lord. *And, in con.sequence, ignorant.” His lordship 
didn’t say anything after that. 

1 have kept this fact in the background rather, hitherto, 
because it has not been of any very.great consecjuence. It 
I Jrcomes of some consec|uence now, for the first time. I en- 
larged a^ittle upon Charles being arrowing man, because row- 
ing and training had, for good or for evil, a certain effect on his 
character. (Whether for good or for evil, you must determine 
for yourselves.) And I now mention the fact of his being a 
consummate hofseman, because a considerable {xirt of the 
‘incidents whi^ follow arise from tne fact, 
k Don’t think for one moment that you are going to be bored 
?vy stable talk. You will have simply none of it. It only 
'amounts to this — that Charles, being fond of horsed, took up 
with a certain line pf fife, and^n that line of life met with cer- 
tain adventures which have made his history worth relating. 
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When he met the “ horsy ** man next morning, he was not 
dressed like ? gentleman. In his store he had sonie old clothes, 
which he used to wear at Ravenshoe, ia the merry old days 
when he would be up with daylighl^ to exercise the horses 
the moor— cord trousers, and so on, which, being now old and 
worn, made him look imcommonly like a groom out of place. 
And what contributed to the delusion was, that for the first 
time ip his life he wore no shirt collar, but allowed his blue- 
spotted neck-clotU to bordT.‘r on his honest red face, without 
one single fpiarter of an inch of linen. And, if it ever pleases 
your loitlship's noffle excellence to look like a blackguard for 
any reasori, allow me to recommend you to wear a dark neck^ 
tie and no collar. V^our success will be beyond your utmost 
hopes. 

( ’harles met his new friend in the bar, and touched his h^t 
to him. His friend laughed, and said, that would do, but asked 
how long he thought he could keep that sort of thing going. 
Charles said, as long as was necessary ; and they went out 
together. 

'I’hey walked as far fis a street leading out of one of the 
largest and best S()unrt‘S (1 mean H Ig — e Sfj -e, but I donT 
like to write it at full length), and stopped at the door of a 
handsome shop, (’harles knew ujough of London to surmise 
that the first fiooj was let to a man of some wealth ; and he 
was right. • > 

'rhe door was opened^ and his friend was shown up stairs, 
while he was told to wait in the hall. Now ('harles began to 
perceive, with considerable amusement, that be was acting a 
part —that he was playing, so to speak, at i)eing something 
other than what he* really wa.s, and that he was perhaps over- 
doing it. In this house, which yesterday he would have entered* 
as an equal, he was nyw playing at being a servan!. It was 
immen.sely amusing. He wi[)ed his shoes very clean, and fyit 
down on a bench in the hall, with his hat between his knees, 
as he had seen grooms do. It is no use wondering ; one never 
finds out anything by that. Rut I do wonder, nevertheless, 
whether Charles, had he only known in what relation the 
master of that house stoo^ to himself, woul4 would not have 
set the house on fire or cut its owner’s throat. 1\Vhen he did 
find out, he did neither the one thing i.or the other ; but he 4 
had been a good 3eal tamed by that time. 

Presently a servant came down,’ and, eyeing Charles*' 
curiously as a prospective fell 9 w-serval^t, ,told him civilly to 
walk up stairs. He went up. The room was one nf-a 
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some suite, and overlooked the street. Charles saw at a 
glance that it was the room of a great dandy.* A dandy, if 
not of the first watei^ most a.ssuredly liigh up in the second. 
Two things only jarretl oi^his eye in his luirried glance round 
the room, 'fhere was loo much hric-a-hrac, and too many 
flowers. wonder if he is a geiitle^ian,’' though! (Charles. 
His friend of the night before was standing in a resfiectful 
attitude, leaning on the back of a chair, anti ('harles .looked 
round for the master of the house* eagerly., lie had to cast 
his eyes downward to see him, for he was lying back on an 
easy chair, half hidden l>y the break fast-Pable. • 

There he was - (Charles's master: the man wliowas going to 
buy him. Charles cast one intensely eager glanct' at him, and 
was satisfied. “ He will do at a pinch," saiil he to himself. 

1 There were a great many handsome and spli iulid things in. 
that room, but the owner of them was liy far tlie handsomest 
and most splendid thing there. 

He was a young man, with very pale and delicate features, 
and a singularly amiable cast t>f lace, who w'ore a nuiustache, 
with the long whiskers which were ‘just then c*oming into 
i^shion I and he was drc’ssed in a splendid uniform of blue, 
gold, and scarlet, for he had be<‘n on duty that morning, and 
had just come in. 1 1 is saU'c was cast upon the floor before 
him, and his shako was <in the table. As (.‘harles looked at 
I'-'im, he pasj^ed his hand over his hair. There was one ring 
on it, but SNc/i a <-ing ! “'riiat's a |^igh bn'd hand enough,” 
.said (diaries to himself. “ .And he hasn’t got too much 
jewellery on him. J wonder who the deuce In; is?” 

“This is the y*)ung man, sir,’’ said ('harless new friend. 

Lieutenant Hornby was l<joking at (diaries, and after a 
'pause, said — 

“1 takt! him on your recommendivtion, Sloane. I have 
Redoubt lie will do. He seems a good fellow. Vou are a 
good fellow’, ain’t you?” he contimied, addressing (diaries 
personally, with that liap[iy graceful insolence which is the 
{x^culiar property of prosperous and entirely amiable young 
men, and which charms one in siiile of oneself. 

Charles replied, .“1 am quarrelso^^e sometimes among my 
equals, but I afci always good-tempered among horses.” 

“That will do very well. You may j^qnch the other two 
iids’ heads as much as you like. 'I’hey don’t mind me; 
^rhaps they may you.' You will be over them. "You will 
have the management t)f everything. You will have unlimited 
opportuf^ties of robbing and plundering me, with an entire 
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absence of all chance of detection. But you won’t do it. It 
isn’t your lintf^ I saw at once. Let me look at ycjpr hand.” 

Charles gave him the great ribbed paw* which served him iip 
that capacity. And Hornby said — • 

“Ha! Gcntleman’S| hand. No business of mine. Don’t' 
wear thaP ring, will you? A groom mustn’t wear such 
rings as that. Any character?” 

Charles showed him the letter Lord Ascot had written. 

“ Lord Ascot, eh ? I know Lord Welter, slightly.” 

“ 'I'he deuce you do I ” thought Charles. 

“ Were you in Lord Ascot’s stables ? ” 

“ No, sir. 1 am the son of Squire Ravenshoe’s gamekeeper 
The Ravenshoes and my Lord Ascot’s family are connected by 
marriage. Ravenshoe is in the west country, sir. Lord Ascot 
knows me by repute, sir, and has a good opinion of me.” | 

“ It is perfectly satisfactory. Sloane, will you put him in 
the way of his duties ? Make the other lads understand that 
he is master, will you? You may go.” 


CHAPTER XXXTI 

SOME OF THE HVMOURS OF A I.ONBON MEWS 

So pursuing the course of our story, we have brought our- 
selves to the present extraordinary position That Charles 
Ravenshoe, of Ravenshoe, in the county Devonshire, Esquire^ 
and some time of St. Paul’s College, Oxford, has hired himsell 
out as groom to Lieutenant Hornby, of the 140th tfussars, and 
that also the above-named Charles Ravenshoe was not, ajftd 
never had been, ("harles Ravenshoe at all, but somebody else 
all the time, to wit, Charles Horton, a gamekeeper’s son, il 
indeed he was even this, having been christened under a false 
name. ^ 

The situation is so extraordinary and so sad, that having 
taken the tragical view of it in the previous chapter, we must 
of necessity begin, to look on the brighter side of it nowj 
And this, is the better art, because it, is exactly what Charikj 
began to do himself. One blow succeeded the other sc 
rapidly, the utter bouleversemetit of all* that he cared about ir 
the world. Father, friends, position, mistress, all lott in one 
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day, had brought on a kind of light-hearted desperation, which 
had the effget of making him seek company, and talk 
boisterously and loixl all day. It was not unnatural in so 
young and vigorous a n^n. Hut if he woke in the night, 
there was the cold claw grasping his heart. Well, I said we 
would have none of this at present, ana we won’t. • 

Patient old earth, intent only on doing her duty in her set 
courses, and unmindful of the mites whiirh had beeiv set to 
make love or war on her bosom, aiuAhe least of whom was worth 
her whole wel 1-organ i/ed mass, had rolled on, and on, until by 
bringing that portion of her which conf?iins the inland of 
yjiritain, gradually in greater proximity to the sun, she had 
produced that stale of things on that particular part of her 
which is known among mortals as spring. Now, I am very 
.vhxious to please all parties. .Sr)me peopK; like a little (‘ircuni- 
locution, and for them the above paragraph was written ; 
others do not, and for them, I slate that it was tlu* latter etui 
of May, and beg them not to read the above flight of fancy, 
but to consider it as never having betit written. 

. It was spring. On the sea-coast, the walclu;rs at the light- 
nouses and the preventive stations began to walk about in 
their shirt-sleeves, and trim up their |)alclu s of spray-beaten 
garden, hedged with tree-n>{dlow and tamarisk, and to thank 
God that the long howling winter nights wi-re past for a lime. 
The fishernfUn shouted merrily one to another as they put off 
from the shore, n« longer dre ading a twelve hours’ purgatory of 
sleet and freiczing mist and snow ; saying tr) one another how 
green the land looke;d, and how pleasant maerkerel time was 
after all. 'rhekr wives, light hearted at the thought that the 
^wild winter was past, and that they were not widows, brought 
their work out to the doors, and gossii)ed jdeasantly in the 
sun, while some of the bolder boys l\^.*gan to paddle about in 
, he surf, and try to believe that the (Julf .Stream had come in, 
and that it was summer again, and not only spring. 

In inland country places the barley was all in and sj)ringing, 
the meadows were all bush-harrowed, rolled, and laid up for 
hay; nay, in early places, brimful of grass, spangled with 
purple orchij^s,*and in moist rich j)laces golden with marsh 
marigold, over which the south-west wind passed pleasantly, 
bringing a sweet perfume of grow'ing ^^^^etation, which gave 
Vhose who ^rnelt it a tendency to lean against gates, and stiles, 
and such places, and tliink what a delicious season It was, and 
wish it were to laet fbr ever. • The young men began to slip 
away fiwm work somewhat early of an evening, not (as now) 
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to the parade ground, or the butts, but to take their turn at 
the wicket or%the green, where Sir John (our young landlord) 
was to be found in a scarlet flannel shirt,# bowling away like .'t 
catapult, at all comers, till the secoijd bell began to ring, wid* 
he had to dash off and dress. Now lovers walking by moon- 
light in deep banked lanes began to notice how dark and 
broad the shadows grew, and to wait at the lane’s end by the 
river, tp listen to the nightingale, with his breast against the 
thorn, ranging on from heij^t to height of melodious passion, 
petulant at his want of art, till he broke into one wild jubilant 
burst, artd ceased, having night silent, save for the whispering 
of new-born insects, and the creeping sound of reviving^ 
vegetation. ” 

Spring. The great renewal of the lease. The time when 
nature worshi[)pers made good resolutions, to be very ofte|i 
broken before the leaves fall. The time the country becomes 
once more habitable and agreeable. Does it make any 
difference in tlie hundred miles of brick and mortar called 
London, save, in so far as it makes every reasonable (Christian 
pack up his portmanteau and fly to the green fields, and» 
lovers’ lanes before-mentioned (though it takes two people for 
the latter sort of business) ? Why, yes ; it makes a difference 
to London certainly, by bringing somewhere about 10,000 
people, who havQ got sick of shooting and hunting through 
the winter months, swarming into the west end of it, ani^^ 
making it what is called, full. 

I don’t know that they arc wrong after all, for London is a 
mighty ])leasant place in the sea.son (wc don’t call it spring on 
the paving-stones). At this time the windows of the great 
houses in the sijuares begin to be brilliant with flowers ; and,, 
under the awnings of the balconie.s, one sees women moving 
about in the shadow. f»fow, all through the short night, one 
hears the ceaseless low rolling thunder of beautiful carriagep^ 
and in the daytime also thi: noise ceases not. .All through the 
west end of the town there is a smell of flowers, of fresh- 
watered roads, and Macas.sar oil ; w'hile at Covent (jarden, 
the scent of the peaches and pine-apples begins to prevail 
over that of rotten cabbage-stalks. The fiddldi s are all fiddling 
aw'ay at concert pitch for their lives, the actors ^are all acting 
their very hardest, and the men who look after the horses, 
have never a minute* to call their own, day or night. 

It is neither to dukes nor duchesses, to actors nor fiddlers, 
that >ye must turn our attention -just noV, but to a man who 
was sitting in a wheelbarrow, watching a tame jackdaw^i 
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The place was a London mews, behind one of the great 
squares — the^time was afternoon. 'I’he weather H’as warm and 
sunny. All the pro[?rictors of the horses were out riding or 
arhring, and so the stabWs were empty and the mews were 
quiet. I 

This was about a week after (liarles’s degradatiftn, almost 
the first hour he had to himself in the daytime, and .so ho sat 
pondering on his unhappy lot. ^ • 

Lord Hallyroundtower’s roarhmaivs wifcp was hanging out 
the clothes. She was an Irishwoman off the estate (liis lord- 
shi])’s Irish residences, I see on refi rring to the |)eemge, are, 
11^‘The drove,” blarney, and ‘LSwntewaihers,’’ near Avoca). 
When I say that she was hanging out tint clothes, I am 
iVirdly correct, for she was only fixing the lines up to do .so, 
*ftid being of short stature, and having to reach was naturally 
showing her heels, and the jackdaw perceiving this, began to 
hop stealthily across tlur yard. ( ‘harles siiw what was 
coming and became deeply interested. lie would not have 
spoken for his life, 'flie Jackdaw sidled up to lu*r, and began 
^^igging into her tendon Ai hilles with his hard bill with a force 
and rapidity which showed that he w^as fully aware of the fact, 
that the amusement, like most pleasant things, could not last 
long, and must therefore bo^made the most of. Some women 
would have screamed and faced r<mnd at* the first assault. 
Not so our Msh friend. She endured the anguish until she had 
succeeded in fastening the clothesline round the post, and 
then she turned round on the jackdaw, who had fluttered 
away to a safe distance, and denouiHt;*! him. 

“ Had cess to^ ye, ye impident divvlt:, surer its Sathan^s own 
sSister's son ye are, ye dirty prothestant, pcrcking at the hales 
of an honest woman, daughter of my lord’s own man, Corny 
O* Brine, *as was a dale bether nor Ahem as sits on whale- 
Jarrows and sets ye on too’t — ” (this was levelled at Charles, 
so he politely took off his cap, and 4>owed). 

** Though, fiod forgive me, there’s some sitting on whale- 
barrows as should be sitting in drawing-rooms, may be (here 
the jackdaw raj.sed one foot, and said ‘Jark’;. (ict out ye 
baste ; don’t ^e hear me blessed Igdy’s own bird swearing at 
ye, like a gentleman’s bird as he is. A pretty dear.” 

This was strictly true. Lord Ballyroupcltowcr’s brother, the 
'Honourable Frederick.Mulligan, was a lieutenant in the navy. 
A short time before this, being on the Australian station, and 
wishing to make his sister-in^aw a hand.some present, he had 
oommiflbioned a Sydney Jew bird-dealer to get him a sulphur- 
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crested cockatoo, price no object, but the best talker in the 
colony. Tho Jew faithfully performed his beljest; he got 
him the best talking cockatoo in the (X)lony, and the Honk 
Fred, brought it home in triumph tc^his sister-in-law’s drawing^ 
room in Belgrave Square. 

The biid was a beaufiful talker. There was no doubt about 
that. It had such an amazingly distinct enunciation. But 
then the bird was not always discreet. Nay, to go further, 
the bird never rtwj discreet. He had been educated by a 
convict bullock-driver, and finished off by the sailors on board 
H.M.S. "'Ac/aon ; ahd really you know, sometimes he did say 
things he ought not to have said. It was all very welL 
pretending that you couldn’t hear him, but it rendered convers^ 
ation impossible. You were always in agony at what was to^ 
come next. One afternoon, a great many people were thert^ 
calling. Old I^dy Hainault was there. 'I'he bird was worse 
than ever. Every body tried to avoid a silence, but it came, 
inexorably. 'J’hat awful old woman, I^ady Hainault, broke it 
by saying that she thought Fred Mulligan must have been 
giving the bird private tessons himself. After that you know^ 
it wouldn’t do. Fred might be angry, but the bird must go to 
the mews. 

So there the bird was, swearing, dreadfully at the jackdaw. 
At last her ladyship’s pug-dog who was staying with the 
coachman for medical treatment, got excited, bundled out oi 
the house, and attacked .the jackdaw. The jackdaw formed 
square to resist cavalry, and sent the dog howling into the 
house again quicker than he came out. After which the bird 
barked and came and sat on the dunghill by Charles. 

The mews itself, as I said, was very quiet, with a smell 
of stable, subdued by a fresh scent of sprinkled water ; but at * 
the upper end it joined a street leading from Belgrave Square 
towards the Park, which was by no means quiet, and which 
smelt of geraniums and heliotropes. Carriage after carriage 
went blazing past the end of the mews, along the street, like 
figures across the disk of a magic lanthorn. Some had scarlet 
breeches, and some blue ; and there were pink bonnets, and 
yellow bonnets, and Mageijta bonnets ; and C^h’arles sat on the 
wheelbarrow by the dunghill, and looked at it - all, perfectly 
contented. 

A stray dog lounged in out of the street. It was a cur dog 
— that anyone might see. It was a dog which had bit its 
rope and run away, for the rope was routed ks neck now ; and 
it was a thirsty dog, for it went up to the pump and liof:ed the 
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stones. Charles*went and pumped for it, and it drank. 
Then, evidently considering that Charles, by l^s act of good 
nature, hacf ac()uirtd authority over its |)erson, and having 
Nt^ed to do without a piaster already, and having found it 
wouldn’t do, it sat down beside Charles and declined to 
proceed any further. ^ , 

There was a public liouse at the corner of the mews, where 
it joined the street ; and on the other side of the st/eet you 
could see one house. No. i6. 'rfte footiniyi of No. i6 was in 
the area, looking through the railings. A lliirsly man came to 
the public-house on horseback, and (Irani? a pot of 4)eer at a 
draught, turning the pot upside down. It was too much for 
the footman, who disappeaii'd. 

Next came a butcher with a tray of meat, who turned into 
dhe area of No. j 6, and left the gale o|)en. After him c'ume 
a blind man, led by a dog. 'I'he dog, instead of going straight 
on, turned down the area steps after the butcher. 'Fhe blind 
man thought he was going round the (‘orner. (.'harles saw 
what would happen ; but, i)efore he had tinui to cry out, the 
blind man had plunged headlong down the art,a steps and 
disappeared, while fr<mi the bottom, as from the pit, arose the 
curses of the bul('her. 

Charles and others as^sted the blind man up, gave him 
some beer, and sent him on his way. ('Ivirles watched him. 
’After he had gone a little way, he began striking spitefully at 
where he thought his dog was, witji his stick. 'The dog was 
evidently used to this amusement, and dexterously avoided the 
blows. I'inding vertical bh^ws of no avail, tlie blind man 
tried hori/.onltd ones, and ( aught an old gentleman across the 
shins, making him droji his umbrella and catch up bis leg. 
The blind man |)rompily asked an alms from him, and, not 
getting *one, turned the corner ; ;yid Charles saw him no 
/more. 

The hot street and, beyond, lh(*s(juare, the dusty lilacs and 
laburnums, and the crimsem hawthorns. What a day for a 
bathe ! outside the gentle surf, with the sunny headlands right 
and left, and the mo(jr sleeping (|uietly in the afternoon sun- 
light, and Tifhdy, like a faint ^blue cloud on the Atlantic 

horizon, ana the old house He was away at Ravenshoe 

on a May afternoon. 

They say poets are never .sane ; but are they ever mad ? 
Never. Even old Cowper saved himself from achjal madne.ss 
by using his imagiAation. /Ilharles was no poet ; but he wa.s 
a good day-dreamer, and so now, instead of maddening himself 
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in his squalid brick prison, he was away in tile old bay, bathing 
and fishing, ^d wandering up the old stream, breast high 
among king-fern under the shadowy oakg. , 

Bricks and mortar, carriages an^ footmen, wheelbarrows ‘ 
and dunghills, all came back in one moment, and settled on 
his outwai^ senses wi<i a jar. For there was a rattle of 
horse’s feet on the stones, and the clank of a sabre, and 
Lieutenant Hornby, of the 140th Hussars (Prince Arthur’s 
Own), came brankipg into the yard, with two hundred pounds’ 
worth of trappings on him, looking out for his servant. He 
was certainly a splindid fellow, and Charles looked at him 
with a certain kind of pride, as on something that he had a, 
share in. 

“Come round to tlie front door, Horton, and take my horse 
up to the barracks ” (the Queen had been to the station tha(i 
morning, and his guard was over). 

Charles walked beside him round into Grosvenor Place. 
He could not avoid stealing a glance up at the magnificent 
apparition beside him ; and, as he did so, he met a pair of 
kind grey eyes looking down on him. 

“You mustn’t sit and mope there, Horton,” said the' 
lieutenant ; “ it never does to mo[)e. 1 know it is infernally 
hard to help it, and of course you Ciin't associate with servants, 
and that sort of thing, at first ; but you will get used to it. If 
you think I don’t know you are a gentleman, you ar.j mistaken.; 
I don’t know who you are, and .shall not try tp find out. I’ll 
lend you books or anything of that sort ; but you mustn’t 
brood over it. I can’t stand seeing my fellows wretched, more 
especially a fellow like you.” , 

If it had been to save his life, ('harlcs couldn’t .say a word. 
He looked up at the lieutenant and nodded his head. The 
lieutenant understood hiiu well enough, and said to himself— 

“ Poor fellow ! ” ‘ / 

So there arose between tbese two a feeling which lightened 
Charles’s servitude, and which before the end came, had grown 
into a liking. Charles’s vengeance was not for Hornby, for the 
injury did not come from him. His vengeance was reserved 
for another, and we shall see how he took it ^ 
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CILVPTKR XXXIIl 

A r.U Ml'SK OK SOMK OI.I) FRIKNDS 

Hithkrto 1 have been able to follow (Charles right on without 
leaving him for one instant : now •however* that he is "reduced 
to sitting on a wheelbarrow in a stable-yartl, we must see a 
little less of him. lie is, of course, our jJl-incipal object; but 
.yhe has removed himself from the imm»‘diate sphere of all our 
other accjuaintances, and s«) we must look up some of them, 
iWid see how far they, though absent, are acting on his destiny 
^nay, we must look up every one of them sooner or later, for 
there is not one who is not in some way concerned in his 
adventures past and future. 

liy reason of her age, Iut sex, and her rank, my I^idy 
Ascot claims our attention first. Wc. left the dear old woman 
^in a* terrible taking, rai finding that bMiarles had suddenly left 
the house and disappeared. Her wrath gave way to tears, 
and her tears to memory. HitU*rly she blamed herself now 
for what seemed, years ago, such a harmless deceit. It was 
not too late, (’harles might be found; .would come back, 
surely- wc^ild come ba<’k to his poor old aunt! He would 
never hush ! it won't do to thinly of that ! 

Lady Ascot thought of a brilliant plan, and put it into 
immediate execution. She communicated with Mr. Scotland 
Yard, the eminent ex-detective officer, forwarding a close 
description of ( 'harles, and a request that he might be found, 
alive or dead, immediately. Her efforts were fTOwned with 
inimcdiifte and unlooked-for success. In a week's time the 
detective had disccjvcTed, not one (diaries Ravenshoe, but 
three, from whicdi her ladyship rwight take: her choice. Hut 
the w'orst of it was that neither of the three was (diaries 
Ravenshoe. d’here was a remarkable [loint of similarity 
between Charles and them, certainly ; and that [loint wa.s, 
that they w'ere*all three young gentlemen under a cloud, and 
had all three dark hair and prominent features. Here the 
similarity ended. 

“ The first of the cases placed so promptly before her ladyship 
by Inspector Yard presented .some startling featuresKif similarity 
with that of CharUs. d’hev young gentleman was from the 
West of England, had been at College .somewhere, had been 
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extravagant (**God bless him, poor dearl when lived a 
Ravenshoe th^il wasn’t?” thought Lady Ascot), had been 
crossed in love, the inspector believed (lady Asxot thought, 
she had got her fish), and was now^ in the Coldbath Fields' 
Prison, doing two years’ hard labour for swindling, of which 
two months were yet td run. The Inspector would let her 
ladyship know the day of his release. 

This could not be Charles : and the next young gentleman 
ofiered to her noti/pc was a® worse shot than the other. He 
also was dark-haired ; but here at once all resemblance ceased. 
This onethad started* in life with an ensigncy in the line. He 
had embezzled the mess funds, had been to California, had, 
enlisted, deserted, and sold his kit, been a billiard-marker, had 
come into some property, had spent it, had enlisted again, had 
been imprisoned for a year and di.scharged — here I^dy Ascot| 
would read no more, but laid down the letter, .saying, “ Pish ! ” 

But the inspector’s cup was not yet full. I’he unhappy man 
was acting from uticertain information, he says. He affirmed, 
throughout all the long and acrimonious discussion which 
followed, that his only •instructions were to find a young 
gentleman with dark hair and a hook nose. If this be the * 
case, he may possibly be excused for catching a curly-headed 
little Jew of sixteen, who was drinking hims'elf to death in a 
public-house off Regent Street, and producing him as Charles 
Ravenshoe. His name was ('ohen, and he had stolen some; 
money from his father and gone to the races. I’his was so 
utterly the wrong article, that I^dy Ascot wrote a violent 
letter to the ex-inspector, of such an extreme character, that he 
replied by informing her ladyship that he had .sent her letter to 
his lawyer. A very pretty (luarrel followed, which I have not 
time to describe. 

No tidings of Charles ! He had hidden himself too effect- 
ually. So the old woman wept and watched — watched for her* 
darling who came not, and. for the ruin that .she saw settling 
down upon her house like a dark cloud, that grew evermore 
darker. 

And little Mary had packed up her boxes and passed out of 
the old house, with the hard, bitter world befole her. Father 
Mackworth had met her in the hall, and had shaken hands 
with her in silence. He loved her, in his way, so much, that 
he cared not to say anything. Cuthbert was outside, waiting* 
to hand her to her carriage. When she was seated he said, 

“ I shall write to you, Mary, for I. can’t sa;^ all I would.” And 
then he opened the door and kissed her affectionate!)! ; then 
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ihe carriage went on, and before it entered the wood, she had 
a glimpse of the grey old liouse, and C'uthberl on the steps 
before the porch, bareheaded, waving his hand; then it was 
aiaong the trees, and sh^ had seen the last of him for ever ; 
then she buried her Hice in her haiuls, and knew, for the first 
time, perhaps, how well she had lovedihim. ^ 

She was going, as we know, to be nursery-governess to the 
orphan children of Lord llainault's brother. She went straight 
to London to assume her chargrf It wai^very late when she 
got to Paddington. One of ].ortl llainault’s carriages was 
waiting for her, and she was whirletl ihrc^gh “ the f^^ason ” to 
^Grosvenor Square, 'fhen she had to walk alone into the great 
lighted hall, with the servants staiuling right and left, and 
booking at nothing, as well-bred servants are bound to do. 
.^she wished for a moment that the pt>or little govcTiiess had 
been allowed to conit; in a cab. 

The groom of the chambers informed her that her ladyship 
had gone out, and would not be home till late ; that his 
lordship was dressing ; and that <linner was ready in Miss 
^ Corby’s room whenever she ])lease(k 

So she went u|). She did not eat much dinner ; the 
steward’s-rooin boy in attendance hail his foolish heart moved 
to pity by seeing how ||yor an appetite she had, when he 
, thought what he could have done in that line too. 

' Presently she asked the lad where was the nursery. 'Phe 
second door to, the right. When all was (juiet, she opened 
her door, and thought she woulu go and see the children 
asleep. At that moment the nursery-door o[)ened, and a tall, 
hand.some, quii;t-l()oking man came out. It was Lord llainault ; 
she had seen him before. 

“I like this,” said she, as she drew back. “ It was kind of 
him to fto and see his brother’s children before he went out ; ” 
>and so she went into the nursery. 

An old nurse was silting by th<i fire sewing, 'fhe two elder 
children were asleep ; but the youngest, an audacious young 
sinner of three, had refused to do anything of the kind until 
the cat came to bed with him. The nursery cat being at that 
time out a-wsAking on the leads, the nursemaid had Ijeen 
dispatched xo borrow one from Ae kitchen. At this state of 
affairs Mary entered. The nurse rose and curtsied, and the 
rebel clambered on her knee, and took*her into his confidence. 
He told her that that day, while walking in the square, he had 
seen a chimney-sw«^p ; tha^ he had called to Gus and Flora to 
come^and look ; that Gus had been in time and seen him go 
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round the corner, but that Flora had come too late, and cried 
and so Gus ha^ lent her his hoop, and she had left off, &c. 
&c. After a time he requested to be allovied to his prayer 
to her : to which the nurse objected, ^n the theological grouac 
that he had said them twice already that evening, which wai 
once more^ than was u/ually allowed. Soon after this tht 
little head lay heavy on Mary’s arm, and the little hand loosec 
its hold on hers, and the child was asleep. 

She left the nurs(;ry with a*lightened heart; but, nevertheless 
.she cried herself to sleep. “I wonder, shall I like I^d> 
Hainault 5 C'harles ifeed to. liut she is very proud, 1 believe. 
I cannot remember much of her. — How those carriages growl 
and roll, almost like the sea at dear old Ravenshoe.” 'rhen, 
after a time, she slept. 

'rhere was a light in her eyes, not of dawn, which woke her.. 
A tall, handsome woman, in silk and jewels, came and knelt 
beside her and kissed her ; and said that, now her old home 
was broken up, she must make one there, and be a sister to 
her, and many other kind words of the same sort. It was 
I^dy Hainault (the long llurton girl, as Madam Adelaide 
called her) come home from her last party ; and in such kind 
keeping I think wo may leave little Mary for the present. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

IN WHICH KRKSH MI.SCHIKF IS HREWKD 

Ch.xrlks’s duties were light enough ; he often wi.shed they 
had been heavier. There were sucli long idle periods left for l 
thinking and brooding. He rather wondered at first why he 
was not more employed. He never >vas in attendance on the 
lieutenant, save in the daytime. One of the young men under 
him drove the brougham, and was out all night and in bed all 
day ; and the other was a mere .stable-lad from the country.^, 
Charles’s duty consisted almost entirely in dre^ng himself 
about two o’clock, and loitering about town after his master; 
and, after he had been at this work about a fortnight, it seemed 
to him as if he had been at it a year or more. 

Charles soon found out all he. cared 10 know about the 
lieutenant. He was the only son and heir of an eniinent 
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solicitor, lately deceased, who had put him into the splendid 
regiment to which he belonged, in order to get Ijim into good 
society, 'flfb young* fellow had done well enough in that way. 

was amazingly rich, apia/.ingly handsome, and [Kissionately 
fond of his profession, at which he really worked hard ; but he 
was terribly fast. Charles soon foiimllthal out; arul the first 
object which he placed before himself, when he began to awaken 
from the first dead torpor which canu* on him after his fall ; 
was to gain inlluence with him anct save liiiy from ruin.* 

“He is burning the can<lli.‘ at both inds,” said ('harles. 
“ He is too good to go to the deuce. In lime, if I am careful, 
he may listen to me.” 

And, indeed, it seemed pnibable. ^V^uu the very first, 
Hornby had treated (diaries with great n spect and considera- 
hon. Hornby knew he was a gentleman. One morning, 
before (diaries had been many days with him, the brougham 
had not come into the mews till seven o’cloc k ; .ind (.diaries, 
going to his lodg^ng^s at idglit, had found him in uniform, 
Ixilting a cup of coffee before going on duty, d'here was a 
great pile of money, sovereigns and luHes, on the dressing-table, 
and he caught (diaries looking at it. 

Hornby laughed. “What arc you looking at with that 
solemn hxce of yours?" satid he. 

“Nothing, sir,” said Charles. ^ 

“ You am; looking at that nuiney,” said Hornby ; “and you 
are thinking it would be as well if \ di<ln’l stay out all night 
playing- eh ? ” 

“ I might have thought so, sir,” said (Jharles. “ 1 did think 
so.” 

“(Juite right, too. Some day I will leave off, perhaps.” 

And then he rattled out of the r(K>m, and Charles watched 
him ridihg down the street, all bliR% and scarlirl, and gold, a 
|>rave figure, with the worhl at his feet. 

“d'here is time yet,” said (diarle*;. 

d’he first time (diaries made his appearance in livery in the 
street he felt horribly guilty. He was in continual terror le.st 
he should meet some one he knew ; but, after a time, when he 
found that day* after day he could walk about and see never a 
familiar face, he grew bolder. He wished sometimes he could 
see some one he knew from a distance, so as not to be 
I'ecognised — it was so terribly lonely. * 

Day after day he saW the crowds jlass him in the street, and 
recognised no on^. ♦ In old ^ime.s, when he used to come to 
London on a raid from Oxford, he fancied he u.sed to recognise 
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an acquaintance at every step ; but now, day after day went 
on, and he sa^ no one he knew. The world had become to 
him like a long uneasy dream of strange f^ces. • 

After a very few days of his new life, there began to grow ^n^ 
him a desire to hear of those he had *left so abruptly ; a desire 
which was^.at first mer<j curiosity, but which soon developed 
into a yearning regret. At first, after a week or so, he began 
idly wondering whore they all were, and what they thought of 
his disappearance; and at this time, perhaps, he may have felt 
a little conceited in thinking how he occupied their thoughts, 
and of what import ince he had made himself by his sudden 
disappearance. But his curiosity and vanity soon wore away,^ 
and were succeeded by a deep gnawing desire to hear something , 
of them all — to catcli liold of some little thread, however thin, 
which should connect him with his past life, and with those h£> 
had loved so w'cll. He would have died in his obstinacy sooner 
than move one inch towards his object : but every day, as he 
rode about the town, dressed in the livery of servitude, which 
he tried to think was his heritage, and yet of which he was 
ashamed, he stared hither and thither at the passing faces, 
trying to find one, w’ere it only that of the meanest servant, 
which should connect him with the past. 

At last, and before long, he saw some one. 

One afternoon he was under orders to attend his master on 
horseback, as usual. After lunch, Hornby came out beautifully; 
dressed, handsome and happy, and rode up Grosvenor Place 
into the park. At the entrance to Rotten Row he joined an 
old gentleman and his tw'o daughters, and they rode together, 
chatting pleasantly. Charles rode behind jvith the other 
groom, who talked to him about the coming Derby, and would 
have betted against Hapha;iard at the current odds. I'hey 
rode up and dow’ii the Row tw'ice, and then Honiby, calling 
Charles, gave him his horSe and w'alked about by the Serpentines 
talking to every one, and getting a kindly welcome from great 
and small; for the son of a great attorney, with w'ealth, 
manners, and person, may get into very good society, if he is 
worth it ; or, quite possibly, if he isn’t. 

Then Hornby and Charles left the Park, and, coming down 
Grosvenor Place, passed irfto Pall Mall. Here flornby went 
into a club, and left Charles w'aiting in the street* with his 
horse half an hour or* more. 

Then he mounted agair^ and rode up St. James’s Street into 
Piccadilly. He turned to the left; and, at the bottom of the 
hill, not far from Halfmoon Street, he went into a private 



Mhouse, and, giving Charles his reins, told him to wait for him ; 
^d so Charles waited there, in the afternooi^ sun, watching 
^ what went iby. 

It was a sleepy afternoon, and the horses stood quiet, and 
Charles was a contentefi fellow, and he rather liked dozing 
there and watching the world go by.| 'J'here is pjenty to see 
in Piccadilly on an afternoon in the season, even for a passer- 
by ; but, sitting on a (]uiet horse, with nothing to tlo or think 
about, one can see it all better. And (:harlcs had some 
humour in him, and so he was amused ?it what he saw, and 
would have sat there an hour or more without in\|)atience. 

Opposite to him was a great iMuinel shop, and in front of it 
was an orange-woman. A grand carriage? dashed up to the 
^bonnet-shop, so that he had to move his lutrses, and the 
^orange-woman had to g(‘l/)ut of the way. 'I’wo young ladies 
got out of the carriage, went in, and (as he believes) Iwught 
bonnets, leaving a third, and older one, sitting in a back seat, 
who nursed a pug dog, with a blue riband. Neither the 
coachman nor footman belonging to the carriage seemed to 
mind this lady. 'I'lie footman thought he would like some 
oranges; so he went to the orange-woman. 'J'he orange-woman 
was Irish, for her speecli bewrayed her, and the footman was 
from the county (.'hire ; so those two instantly began comparing 
notes about those delectal^e regions, to such purp(xse, that the 
.two ladies,, having, let us hope, suited ihem.selves in the bonnet 
way, had to open their <iwn carriage-door and gel in, before the 
footman was recalled to a sense of liis diili(?s after which he 
shut the door and they drove away. 

Then there^came by a blind man. It was not the same 
blind man that ('harles saw fall down the area, b(?cause that 
blind man’s dog was a brown one, with a curly tail, and this 
one’s dog was black with no tail at all. Moreover, the present 
idog carried a basket, which the otheV one did not. Otherwise 
they were so much alike (all blind men are), that ('harles might 
have mistaken one for the other. This blind man met with no 
such serious accident as the other, either. Only, turning into 
the public-house at the corner, opposite Mr. Ho[>e’.s, the dog 
lagged behind,«and, the swing-doors closing between him and 
his master, Charles saw him pulled through by his chain, and 
nearly throttled. 

^ Next there came by Lord Palmerstoft, with his umbrella on 
his shoulder, walking 'airily arm-in-a^n with Ix)rd John Russell. 
They were talking t<»gether ;^and, as they passed, Charles heard 
Lord falmerston say that it was much warmer on this side of 
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the street than on the other. With which pro{*)sition Lord John 
Russell appeared to agree ; and so they passed on westward. 

After this tnere came by three prize fij^hters, urm-in-arm ; 
each of them hail a white hat and a cigar ; two had white bull- 
dogs, and one a black and tan terrier. * They made a left whe?l, 
and looked^ at Charles ^yul his horses, and then they made a 
right wheel and looked into the bonnet-shop ; after which they 
went into the public-house into which the blind man had gone 
before ; itnd, from the noise which immediately arose from inside, 
(Jharles came to tiTe conclusion, that the two white bull-dogs 
and the bjack and ta# terrier had set upon the blind man’s dog, 
and tou/.led him. 

After the prize-fighters came Mr. Gladstone, walking veryl 
fast. A large N<Jwfoundland dog with a walking-stick in 
his mouth, blundered up against Ijini, and nearly tnrew him 
down. Jlefore lie got under way again, the Irish orange-woman^ 
bore down on him, and faced him with three oranges in each 
hand, offering them for sale. Did she know, with the s;igacity 
of her nation, that he was then on his way to the house, to 
make a Great Statement, ^and that he would want (^ranges ? I 
cannot say. lie probably got his oranges at Bellamy’s, for he 
bought none* of her. After him came a (juantity of indifferent 
people; and then CharliJs’s heart beat high -for here was 
some one coming whom he knevT'with a vengeance. 

J,<ord Welter, wiilking calmly down the street, \gth his big 
chest thrown out, and liis broad, stupid face in moody repose.* 
He was thinking. He caifle so close to Charles that, stepping 
aside to avoid a passer-by, he whitened the shoulder of his 
coat against the pipe clay on Charles’s knee ; then he stood 
stock still within six inches of him, but looking*the other way 
towarils the houses. 

He pulled off one of his gloves and bit his nails, .'rhough 
his back was towards diaries, still Charles knew well what* 
expression was on his face as he did that. 'Lhe old cruef 
lowering of the eyebrows, and pinching in of the lips was there, 
he knew. Lhe same expression as that which Marston 
remarked the time he quarrelled with Cuthbert once at 
Kavenshoe — mischief ! ^ 

He went into the hous<? where Charles’s maAer, Hornby, 
was ; and Charles sat and wondered. 

Presently there came^ut on to the balcony above, six or seveq , 
well-dressed young men, lounged wkh their elbows on the 
red cushions which were fixed to the railing, and talked, looking 
at the people in the street. * * 
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Lord Welter and Lieutenant Hornby were together at the 
end. There was no seowl on Welter’s face now he was making 
himself agiheahle. , ( harles watt hed him and Hornby ; the 
' conversation between them got eager, and they seemed to make 
an appointment. After* that they parted, and Hornby came 
downstairs and got on his horse. , 

They rode very slowly home. Hornby I)owed right and left 
to the j)eople he knew, hut seemed absent. When Charles 
took his horse at the door, he saivi suddenjLv ('liarles — 

“1 have been talking to a man who knows something of you, 

I believe — Lord Welter.’* ' 

** Did you mention im* to him, sir?" 

“No; 1 didn't think of it.’’ 

“You wouhl do iiu‘ a great kindness if yf)U would n«)t do 
so, sir.’’ • 

“Why,” said Hornby, looking suddenly up. 

“ I am sorry I cannot enter into j)artieiilars, sir ; but, if I 
thought he would know where 1 was, 1 should .it once (|uil your 
.service and try t(j lose myself onc e more*.” 

“ Lose yourself? ” 

“ Yes. sir.” 

“ H'm !”.said Hornby thoughtfully. “ Wt‘ll, I know there is 
something about you whicji I don’t understand. I ain’t sure it 
is any business of niim? though. 1 will say nothing. You are 
not a nian«to c hatter about anything you sec*. Mind you don’t. 
You see hejw Intrust you. ” And so he went in, and C'harles 
went round to the stable. 

“ Is the brougham going out to-night ? ’’ he asked of his 
fellow-.servant., 

“Ordercid at ten,” said the man. “Night-work again, 1 
expect. I wanted to get out tcjcj. (Consume; the darned crard- 
playing.* Was you going anywhere to-night ? ” 

“ Nowhere, ” siiid (.’harles. 

“It’s a beautiful evening,” said should 

by chance saunter up towards (irosvenor .Sr|uar(r, and could 
leave a note for me, I should thank you very much ; upon my , 
soul I should.” ' 

I don’t think C Charles ever he.silated at doing a good-natured ■ 
action in hi! life. A rec4uest tohinfwas like a cjommand. 1 1 came 
as natural to him now' to take a dirty, scrawled love-letter from a 
groom to a scullery-maid as in old times it did to lend a man 
fifty pounds. He said at once he ^uld go with gseat pleasure. 

The man (a surly fellow ^nough at ordinary times) thanked ; 
hitn heartily ; and, when Charles had got the letter, he ^ 
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sauntered away in that direction slowly, thinking of man" 
t/j/ngs, r 

** By Jove ! '^he said to himself, scheme of^iding does 
not seem to be very successful. Little more than a fortnig]}! 
gone, and I am thrown against VV^elter. What a strange thing*! ' 

It was stijl early in thf afternoon — seven o’clock, or there- 
abouts — and he was opposite Tattersall’s. A mail phaeton, 
with a pair of splendid horses, attracted his attention and 
diverted liis thoughts. He turned down. Two eminent men 
on the turf walked passed him up the nearly empty yard, and he 
heard one say to the^'other — 

** Ascot will run to win ; that I know. He wus/. If 
Haphazard can stay, he is safe.” 

To which the other said, “ Pish ! ” and they passed on. 

“There they are again,” said Oiarles, as he turned back. 

“ The very birds of the air are talking about them. It gets 
interesting, though — if anything could ever be interesting 
again.” 

St. (leorge’s Hospital. At the door was a gaudily dressed, 
handsome young woman, *who was asking the porter could she 
see some one inside. No. Hie visiting hours were over. She 
.stood for a few minutes on the steps, impatiently biting her 
nails, and then fluttered down the street. 

What made him^ think of his sister Ellen ? She must be 
found. That was the only object in the world, so to speak. 
There was nothing to be done, only to wait an^ watch. 

“ I shall find her some day, in God’s good time.” 

The world had just found out that it was hungry, and was 
beginning to tear about in wheeled vehicles to its neighbours’ 
houses to dinner. As the carriages passed Charles, he could 
catch glimpses of handsome girls, all a mass of white muslin, 
swan’s-down fans, and fal-lals, going to begin their night’s work ; 
of stilT dandies, in white ties, yawning already ; of old ladies in j 
jewels, and old gentlemen buttoned up across the chest, going, 
as one might say, to see fair play among the young people. 
And then our philosophical Charles pleased himself by picturing 
how, in two months more, the old gentlemen would be among 
their turnips, the old ladies among their flowers and their poor 
folks, the dandies creeping, creeping, weary hours "^through the 
heather, till the last maddening moment when the big stag was 
full in view, sixty yards'olf ; and (prettiest thought of all), how 
the girls, with their thick sl.oeson, would be gossiping with old 
Goody Blake and Harry Gill, or romping with the village school- 
children on the lawn. Right, old Charles, with all bi*t fhe 
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dandies ! For now the apotheosis of dandies was approaching. 
The time w^s coming when so many of them should disappear 
into that black thurAier-cloud to the south, and be seen no more 
in park or club, in hcatlier or stubble. 

But, in that same year, the Ixmdon season went on much as 
usual ; only folks talked of war, andk the Krench* were more 
popular than they are now. And through the din and hubhub 
poor Charles passed on like a lost sheep, and left l\is fellow- 
servant’s note at an area in (Irosvenor Sf|ii4ire. 

“And which,” said he to the man who took it, with promises 
of instant delivery, “ is my l.ord Jiainaull’.s huiiSL*, now, for 
instance ? ” 

Lord Hainaull’s house was the f)ther side of the square ; 
number something. ( ‘liarh's thanked tlie man, and went across. 
When he had made it out he leant bat'k against the railings of 
the square, and watched it. 

I'he carriage was at the door. 'I'Ih* coac'hman, seeing a 
hand.somely-dressed groom leaning against the rails, called to 
him to come over and altcT some .strap or another. Charles 
ran over and h<*lped him. ('harles .'vupposed her lady.ship was 
going out to dinner. \’es, her ladyship was now (*oming out. 
And, almost before ('Iiarles had time to move out of the way, 
out .she came, with her l>ead in the air, more beautiful than 
ever, and drove away. 

He weitl bac k to his post from men; idleness. He w'ondcred 
whether Mar}' bad come there ye-t or not. He had half a 
mind to incpiirc, but was afraid of being seen, ffe still leant 
against the railings of the gate, as I said, in mere idleness, 
when he heanl the sound of children’s voices in the .square 
behind. 

“ That woman,” said a c hild’s voice, “ was a gipsy-woman. 

I lookecl through the rails, and I .said, ‘ 1 lallo, ma’am, what are 
you doing there ? ’ Ancl she askc;d me for a. penny. And I 
said I couldn’t give her anything; for I had given three half- 
pence to the I’unch and Judy, and I shouldn’t have any more 
money till next Saturday. Which was cjuite true. Flora, a.s you 
know.” 

“ But, .said another chiltUs voice, “ if she had been a 
gipsy-woman she would have trieef to steal you, and make you 
beg in the streets ; or else she would have told your fortune in 
V coffee-grounds. I don’t think she was a real gipsy.” 

“ I should like to have my iVrtune told irf the coffee- 
grounds,'* said Gus^ “ but, she had tried to steal me, I should , 
have ‘^kicked her in the stomach. There is a groom outside \ 
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there ; let us ask him. Grooms go to the races, and see heaps 
of gipsies ! 1 iay, sir.” 

Charles turned. A child’s voice was aUvays music to him. 
He had sucli a look on his face as hc^urned to them, tliat tke ' 
children had his conlideiKx* in an instant. 'J'he gipsy (piestion 
was laid before him in#tantly, by both Gus and Flora, with 
immense volubility, and he was just going to give an oracular 
(Opinion through the railings, when a voice -a low, gentle voice, 
which made him st;vt- -('amtf from close by. 

“(ius and Flora, my dears, the dew is falling. Let us go 
in.” • • 

“'I'here is Miss ('orby,” said Gus. “ f.et us run to her.” » 

'I'hey ra('ed to Mary. Soon after the three came to the gate, ^ 
laughing, and passed close to him. 'I'he children were clinging 
to her skirt and talking merrily, 't'hey formed a pretty littky 
grouj) as they went across the street, and Mary’s merry little 
laugh t'omforted him. “ She is happv there,” he sakl ; “ best 
as it is ! ” 

Once, when halfway a«'ross the strec;t, she turned and looked 
towards him, before he had time to turn away. He saw' that 
she did not dream of his being there, and went on. And so 
('harles sauntered home through the pleasant summer (jvening, 
saying to himself, “1 think she is haj)]))'; I am glad she 
laughed.” 

“ 'I’liree meetings in one day ! I shall be found out, if I don't < 
mind. I must be very carvful.” . 


CHAFTKR XXXV 

IN WHICH AN ENTIRELY NEW, ANO, AS WILI. UK SEEN HERE * 
An’ER, A MOST IMPORTANT CHARACTER IS INTRODUCED 

The servants, I mean the stable-servants, who lived in the 
mews w'here Charles did, had a club ; and, a night or two after 
he had seen Mary in the square, he was elected a member of 
it. The duke’s coachman, a wiry, grey, stern-looking, elderly 
man, waited upon him^ and informed him of the fact. He 
said that such a course was very unusual — in fact, without''* 
precedent. 'Men, he said;^ were seldom* elected to the club 
until they were known to have be(»n in go(!W service for some 
years ; but he (coachman) had the ear of the club pretty *much, 



« 1.CI.11 b v^iicti ctL.i.Ul JlllLrOGUCCCi 223 

• 4 

and had brought him in triumphant. He added that he could 
see through a brick wall as well as most men, ^nd that, when 
he see a ^i,v////r///////<dresscd in a livery, mtiping and brooding 
about the mews, he had said to himscH' that he wanted a little 
company, such as it was, to c-heer him up, and so he had 
requested the I'lub, iVc. ; and the cli^) had donevas he told 
them. 

“Now this is conf<»unde<lly kind of you,” said (diaries; 
“but I am not a gentleman ; I am a gamel eejier’s son.” 

“ I suppose you can read (Ireek, now, ean’l you?” said the 
coachman. “ * 

Charles was oliliged to confess lu‘ <'ouId. 

“Of (’ourse,” said the coachman ; “all gamekeepers' sons 
ys forced h) learn Creek, in order as they may slang the 
IJioachers in an unknown fongue. huldle cledee ! I know all 
about it; leastwise, guess. (*ome along with im* ; why, I’ve 
got sons as old as you. (dime along.” 

“Are they in service ?” said (*harh*s, by way of something 
to .say, 

“ i'wo of ’em are, but one’s in the Army.” 

“ Indeed I ’’ said ( diarl«*s, with more inten sl. 

“ Ay ; he is in your governor’s regiment.” 

“ I)ue.s he like it ?” saidr (diaries. “ 1 should liker to know 
’him.” 

} “Lik(; K? don’t lie?” said the coachman. “See what 
society he gets -into. I suppose there ain’t no gentlemen’s 
sons troopers in that re*giim;nt, eh ? Oh rlear no. Don’t for a 
moment supiiose it, young man. Not at all.” 

(diaries was -very mu< h interested by this news. He made 
up his mind there and then that he would enlist immediately. 

\ But he didn’t ; he only thought about it. 

f Charles found that the < liib was compo.sed of about a dozen 
fVroachmen and superior pad-grooni.s. d liey were very civil to 
him, and to one another, d hero* was nothing to laugh at. 
There was nothing that could be tortured into ridicule, d liey 
talked about their horses and their bu.siness cjuite naturally 
d’here was an air of kindly fellowship, and a desire for 
mutual a.ssi^^*art^:e among them, w’hich, at time.s, (diaries had 
not noticed at the university. One man sang a .song, and .sang 
it very prettily, too, about .stag-hunting. He had got so far as — 

As every breath with sobs \e drew, 

The lal^uring buck strainca full in view, 

when the door opened, and an oldish groom came in. 
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The song was not much attended to now. When the singer 
had finished, t]»e others applauded him, but impayently ; and 
then there was a general exclamation of “ Well ? ” 

“ I’ve just come down from the eorner. There has been 
a regular run against Haphazard, and no one knows why. 
Something ‘wrong with the horse, I suppose, because there’s 
been no run on any other in particular, only against him.” 

“ Was. Lord Ascot there ? ” said some one. 

“Ah, that he wasf. Woul3n’t bet, though, even at the long 
odds. Said he’d got every sixpence he was worth on the horse, 
and would stand wnere he was ; and that’s true, they say. 
And master .says, likewise, that I^)rd Welter^would have taken, 
’em, but that his father stopped him.” 

“ 'I’hat looks (pieerish,” said some one else. 

“ Ay, and wasn’t there a jolly ro\^, too ? ” 

“Who with ?” asked several. 

“ Lord Welter and I^ord Hainault. It happened outside, 
close to me. Lord Hainault was walking across the yard, and 
Lord Welter came up to him and said, ‘ How d’ye do, 
Hainault ? ’ and Lord Hainault turned round and said, quite 
quiet, ‘Welter, you are a scoundrel !’ And Ix)rd W’^elter said,* 
'Hainault, you are out of your .senses ;’ but he turned pale, 
too, and he looked — Lord ! I shouldn’t like to have been 
before him — and Lord Hainault says, ‘You know what I mean;’ 
and Lord Welter says, ‘No, I don’t ; but, by Gad, you shall 
tell me ’ ; and then the olher says, as steady as a rock, ‘ I’ll 
tell you. You are a man that one daren’t leave a woman alone 
with. Where’s that Casterton girl ? W’here’s Adelaide 
Summers? Neither a friend’s house, nor your own father’s 
house, is any protection for a woman against you.’ ‘Gad,’ 
says Lord Welter, ‘you were pretty sweet on the last-named 
yourself, once on a time.’ ” * 

“ W’ell ! ” said some one, “ and w'hat did I^rd Hainaullj 
say?” ^ 

“ He said, * You are a liar and a scoundrel. Welter.’ And 
then Lord Welter came at him ; but Lord Ascot came between 
them, shaking like anything, and .says he, ‘ Hainault, go away, 
for God’s sake ; you don’t l^ow what you are ^yjpg. — Welter, 

be silent.’ But they made no more of he than ” (here our 

friend was at a loss for^ simile). 

“ But how did it end ? ”^ked Charles^ i 

“Well,” Said the speal^r, “General Mainwaring came up, 
and laid his hand on Lord Welterls shoulder, and took him off 
pretty quiet. And that’s all I know about it.” 
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It was clearly all.* Charles rose to go, and walked by him- 
Ilf from street to street, thinking. 

f Suppose li« 71UIS t(^ be thrown against Lord Welter, how 
kojild he act ? what should he say ? 'I'ruly it was a puzzling 
uestion. The anomaly of his position was never put before 
him more strikingly than now. What oo’^ld he say ? could 
he do ? 

After the first shock, the thought of Adelaide s unfaithfulness 
was not so terrible as on the first day or two ; many little 
unamiable traits of character, vanity, sellisliness, and so on, 
unnoticed before, began to come forth in Lomewhat startling 
relief. Anger, indignation, and love, all three jumbled up 
together, each one by turns in the ascendant, were the frames 
of mind in which CHiarles found himself when he began 
thinking about her. One m.')ment he was saying to himself, 
“ How beautiful she was ! and the next, “ She was as 
treacherous as a tiger ; she never could have cared for me.” 
Hut, when he came to think of Welter, his anger overmastered 
jverything, and he would clench his teeth as he walked along, 
ind for a few moments feel the blood r-isliing to his head and 
i^iging in his ears. FvCt us hope that Lord Welter will not come 
Across him while he is in tliat mood, or there will be mischief. 

But his anger was soon ov<;r. He had just had one of these 
fits of anger as he walked along ; and he was, like a good 
‘ellow, trying, to coiupier it by thinking of jJord Welter as he 
A^as as a Ijoy, and pefore he was a villain, when hi.- came before 
5t. Peter’s Church, in Eaton Sijuare, and stojiped to look at 
;ome fine horses which were coming (jut of Salter’s. 

At the east end of St. I’eter’s Church there is a piece of bare 
vhite wall in a corner, and in front of the wall was a little 
tioeblack. 

,\He was not one of the regular brigade, with a red shirt, but 
111*' Arab” of the first water. He might have been seven or 
:ight years old, but was small. Hi|> whole dre.ss consisted of 
wo garments ; a ragged shirt with no buttons, and half of one 
leeve gone, and a ragged pair of trousers, which, small as he 
vas, were too small for him, and barely reached below his 
:nees. His feei and head were bare ; and under a wild, 
angled shock 'of hair looked a pretty, dirty, roguish face, with 
. pair of grey, twinkling eyes, which was amazingly comical. 
Charles stopped, watching him, and, as he did so, felt what we 
lave most of us felt, I dare say — t.^at, at certain, times of 
exation and anger, the company and conversation of children 
i the b^iSt thing for us. 


H 
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The little man was playing at fives against the bare wall 
with such tremendous energy, that he did not notice thai 
Charles hacf stopped, and was looking at him# Every nerve 
in his wiry lean little body was braceef up to the game : his 
heart and soul were as deeply enlisfcd in it, as though he were 
captain of the eleven, ^r stroke of the eight. 

Me hJd no ball tef play with, but he pjayed with a brass 
button. The button flew hither and thither, being so irregular 
in shape, and the boy da^ed after it like lightning. At last, 
after he had kept*up five-and-twenty or so, the button flew over 
his head, and ligl^eil at Charles’s feet. 

As the boy turned to get it, his eyes met Charles’s, and he 
stopped, parting the long hair from his forehead, and gazing dn 
him till the beautiful little face, beautiful through dirt and 
ignorance and neglect, lit up wi|h a smile, as C'harles looked 
at liim, with the kind, honest old exi)ression. And so began 
their acquaintance, almost comically at first. 

Charles don’t care to talk much about that boy now. If he 
ever does, it is to recall his comical, humorous sayings and 
doings in the first par^ of their strange friendship. He never 
speaks of the end, even to me. 4 

The boy stood smiling at him, as I said, holding his long 
hair out of his eyes ; and ('harles looked on him and laughed, 
and forgot all about Welter and tfie rest of them at once. 

“ I want my libots cleaned,” he said. 

The boy .said, “ I can’t clean they dratted top-boots. I 
cleaned a groom’s boots‘a Toosday, and he punched my block 
because I blacked the tops. Where did that button go ? ” 

And Charles said, “ You can clean the lower part of my 
boots, and do no harm. Your button is ^cre against the 
lamp-post.” ^ 

The boy picked it up, and got his apparatus ready. But, 
before he began, he looked up in Charles’s face, as if he was 
going to speak ; then he began vigorously, but in half a minute 
looked iq) again, and stopped. 

(Charles saw that the boy liked him, and wanted to talk to 
him ; so he began, severely — 

“ How came you to be playing fives with a l^jrass button, eh ? ” 
The boy struck work ak once, and answered, I ain’t got no 
ball”. 

“ If you begin kniocking stamped pieces of metal about lA 
the Streep,” continued/ Charles, “you will come to chuck-* 
farthing ; and from chuoc-farthing to the^gallows is a very short 
step indeed, I can assure you.” " 
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The boy did not*seem to know whether C'harles was joking 
pr not. He cast a tiuick glance up at liis face ; l|ul, seeing no 
sign of a smite there, Jie sjxit <»n one of his brushes and said, — 
“ Not if you don’t cheal^ it ain’t.’’ 
ti (Charles suficred the penalty, which usuiilly follows on talking 
nonsense, of iinding himself in a t^ilemma. S<j he said 
imperiously, — 

“ 1 shall buy you a ball to-morrow ; I am not going to have 
you knocking buttons about again-st [)eople’s walls in* broad 
daylight, like that.” * 

It was the first time that the boy had eviT heard nonsense 
talked in his life. It was a new si nsation. 1 le gave a shar[) look 
up into Charles’s face again, and then went on with his work. 

“ Where do you live, my little mannikin ? ” said (.!harle.s 
directly, in that (juiet pleasunf voice I know so well. 

'J'he boy did not look up this lime. It was not very often, 
possibly, that he got spoken to so kindly by his patrons ; he 
worked away, and answered that he lived in Marcjuis (‘ourt, 
in Southwark. 

“ Why do you come so far then ? ” a^ked ('harles. 

The boy told him why he plodded so we arily, day after day, 
over here in the West-end. It was for family reasons, into 
5 which I must not go too closely. Somebody, it appeared, still 
came home, now and then, just once in a way, to see her 
mother, ancLto visit the den where she was bred ; and there 
was still left one who would wait for her, week after week still 
one pair of chiUlish feet, bare and dirty, that wouUl j^atler back 
beside her -still one childish voice that would prattle with 
her on her way^to her hideous home, and call her sister. 

“ Have you any brothers ? ” 

^ Five altogether. Jim was gone for a sojer, it ap[xjared, and 
Nipper Wi>s sent over the water. Harry was on the cross — 

“ On the cross ? ” said ( 'harles. * 

“ Ah 1 ” the boy said, “ he goes ^out cly-faking, and such. 
He’s a prig, and a smart »;ne, too. He’s fly, is Harry.” 
“But what is cly-faking?” .said (diaries. 

“ Why a-prigging of wipes, and .snee/.e-boxes, and ridicule.s, 
and such.” • 

Charles wa^ not so ignorant of sfang as not to understand 
' his little friend meant now. He said — 

^ “ But you are not a thief, are you ? ’’ • 

The boy looked up at him frankly ^id honestly, ajid said — 

“ Lord bless you, lo ! I shouldn’t make no hand of that, 

I ain’t trave enough for thafl” 



228 Kavenshoe 

He gave the boy twopence, and gave orciers that one penny 
was to be spent in a ball. And then he sauntered listlessly 
away — every day more listless, and not threte weeks gone 
yet. • 

His mind returned to this child very often. He found* 
himself thinking more about the little rogue than he could 
explain. The strange Inbble of the child, prattling so 
innocently, and, as he thought, so prettily, about vice, and 
crime, and misery ; about One brother transported, one a thief 
— and you see he could love his sister even to the very end 
of it all Strange Sjabble indeed from a child’s lips. 

He thought of it again and again, and then, dressing himsQlf 
plainly, he went up to (irosvenor Square, where Mary would be / 
walking with Ix)rd Charles Herries’s children. He wanted to 
hear them talk. 

He was right in his calculations ; the children were there. 
All three of them this time ; and Mary was there too. They 
were close to the rails, and he leant his back on them, and 
heard every word. 

“Miss ('orby,” said- Gus, “if Lady Ascot is such a good 
woman, she will go to heaven when she dies?” ^ 

“ Yes, indeed, my dear,” said Mary. 

“ And when grandma dies, w'ill she go to heaven, too ? ” said 
the artful Gus, knowing as W'cll as {X)ssible that old l^dy 
Hainault and Lady Ascot were deadly enemies»i 

“ I hope so, my dear,” said Mary. 

“But does Lady Ascot hope so? Do you think grandma 
would be happy if ” 

It became high time to stop Master Cius, who was getting on 
too fast. Mary having bowled him out. Miss Flora had an 
innings. 

“ When I grow up,” said Flora, “ I shall wear knefc-breeches 
and top-boots, and a wHite bull-dog, and a long clay pipe, and ^ 
I shall drive into Henley on a market-day and put up at the 
Catherine Wheel.” 

Mary had breath enough left to ask why. 

“ Because Farmer Thompson at Casterton dresses like 
that, and he is such a dear old darling. Ke gives us straw- 
berries and cream ; and in his garden are gooseberries and 
peacocks ; and the peacocks’ wives don’t spread out their taik 
like their husbands do, — the foolish things. Now, when I am 
married—. — ” ^ 

Gus was rude enough to interrupt her here. He remarked — 

“ When Archy goes to heaven, hell want the cat to come to 



Important Character Introduced 229 

Kd with him ; and, if he can’t get her, there will be a pretty 
bise." , • 

I “ My dears,” said ‘Mary, “ you must not talk any more 
poncense ; I can’t permit it.” 

“ But, my dear Sfiss Corby,” said Mora, “ we haven’t been 
talking nonsense, have we ? I told you fhe truth aboflt Farmer 
Thompson.” 

“ I know what she means,’* said Giis ; “ we have bcen«saying 
what came into our heads, and it vexes her. •It is all nonsense, 
you know, about your wearing breeches and^preading out your 
tail like a peacock ; we mustn’t vex her.” • 

'Flora didn’t answer Cus, but answered Mary by climbing on 
to her knee and kissing her. “ 'I ell us a story, dear,” said ( lus. 

“ What shall 1 tell ? ” said Miiry. 

“Tell us about Ravenshoef” said Flora ; “ tell us about the 
fishermen, and the priest that walked alK)ut like a ghost in the 
dark passages ; and about (!uthbert Ravi;nshoe, who was 
always saying his prayers ; and about the other one who won 
the boat race.” 

4 “ Which one ? ” said silly Mary. * 

“Why, the other; the one you like Ix'St. What was his 
name ? ” 

“ Charles 1 ” • 

How quietly and softly she said it I 'I'he word left her lips 
like a deep figh. One who heard it was a gentleman still. He 
had heard enough, perhaps too nnich, and walked away 
towards the stable and the public^housc, leaving her in the 
gathering gloom of the summer’s evening under the red haw- 
thorns, and lalifirnums, among the cliildren. And, as he 
•talked away, he thought of the night he left Ravenshoc, when 
the little ficure was standing in the hall all alone. “ .She might 
^havc loveame and I her,” he said, “ i& the world were not out 
^of joint ; God grant it may not be so ! ” And, although he said, 
“ God grant that she may not,” he Pcally wished it had been 
so ; and from this very time Mary began to take Adelaide’s 
place in his heart. 

Not that he was capable of falling in love with any woman 
at this time. says he was crazyf and I believe him to a 
certain extent It was a remarkably lucky thing for him that 
had so diligently neglected his education. If he had not, 
find had found himself.in his presenllposition, with three or 
four times more of intellectual cravings to be safisfied, he 
would have gone matl, or taken to drinking. I, who write, 
have se^n the thing happen. 
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Rut, before the crash came, I have seen Charles patiently 
spending th(!? morning cutting gun-wads from aji old hat, in 
preference to going to his books. It was this interest in trifles 
which saved him just now. He could think at times, andliad^ 
had education enough to think logically ; but his brain was not 
so active but that he c'buld cut gun-wads for an hour or so ; 
though his friend William could cut one-third more gun-wads 
out of ‘an old hat than he. 

He was thinkiiig now, in his way, about the.se children — 
about (lus and b'hwa on the one hand, and the little shoeblack 
on the other. Roth so innocent and pretty, and yet so different. 
He had taken himself from the one world and thrown himsi?If 
into the other. There were two worlds and two stantlards — 
gentlemen and non-g(!ntlemen.: The “ lower orders ” did not 
.seem to be so particular about the character of their immediate 
relations as the upper. 'Fhat was well, for he belonged to the 
former now, and had a sister. If one of Lord Charles Herries’s 
children had gone wrong, (lus and k'lora would never have 
talked of him or her to a stranger. He must learn the secret 
of this armour which Snade the |)oor .so invulnerable. Hfe 
must go and talk to the little .shoeblack. 

He thought that was the reason why he went to look after 
the little rogue next day ; but thUt was not the real reason. 
'Fhe reason was, that he had found a friend in a lower grade 
than himself, who would admire him and look up to him. The 
first friend of that sort h^i had made since his fall. What that 
friend accidentally saved him from, we shall sec. 


CHAPTKR XXXVI 

j'llE DERBY 

Hornby was lying on his back on the sofa in the window, 
and looking out. He had sent for Charles, and Charles was 
standing beside him ; but-he had not noticeef ham yet. In a 
minute Charles said, “ You sent for me, sir.’' 

Hornby turned sharply round. “By Jove, yes!” he saidj 
looking straight at him ^“Lord Welter is married.” 

Charles did not move a muscle, and Hornby looked dis- 
appointed. Charles only said-— ♦ 

** May I ask who she is, sir ? ” 
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“She is a Miss Summers. I )o you know anything of her ? ” 

Charles knew Miss Summers {|iiite well sight -- had 
attended her \vhile ridmg, in fact. A statement which, though 
.strictly true, misled Hornby more than fifty lies. 

^ “ Handsome ? ” 

“ Remarkably so. Probably the handsomest (he was going 
to say ‘ girl,’ but said ‘ lady,’) I ever saw in my life.’’ 

“ H’m ! ” and he sat silent a moment, and gave ('harlystime 
to think. “ I am glad he has nfarried liwr, and bi'fore to- 
morrow, too.” 

“Well,” said Hornby again, “we shall go*down in Hie drag 
tc^^morrow. Ferrers will drive, he says. I suppri.se he had 
better; he drives better than I. Maki; the other two lads 
come in livery, but comt* in |)lack trousers yourself. W’ear 
your red waistcoat; you can tuition your coal over it, if it is 
necessary.” 

“Shall I wear my cockade, sir?” 

“ Yes ; that won’t matter. ( an you fight ? ” 

Charles said to himself, “I siipjiosi; we shall be in Queer- 
fi^freet to-morrow, then *’ ; but he rallfl r liked the idea. “ I 
u.sed to like it,” .said hi^ aloud. “ I don’t think I care about it 
now. I^iist year, at Oxford, 1 and three other Univi;rsity men, 
three Pauls and a Pirazenos#, had a noble stramash on Folly- 
bridge. That is the la.st fighting I have seer;.” 

“ What (Jf)llege were you at? ” .said Hornby, looking out of 
the window ; “ HrAzenose ? ” • 

“ Paul’s,” said (.Charles without thinking. 

“'Fhen you are the man Weller was telling me about - 
Charles Raven.shoe.” 

f Charles saw it was no good to fence, and said “ Yes.” 

“ Ry Jove ! ” .said Hornby, “ yours is a .sad story. You must 
have ridd*en out with Lady Welter moj-e than once, I take it.” 

“Are you going to .say anything to I/jrd Welter, sir?” 

“ Not I. I like you too well to l#.se you. You will stick by 
me, won’t you ? ” 

“I will,” .said Charles, “to the death. 15ut oh, Hornby, for 
my sake mind tho.se d— — d bones ! ” 

“I will. Ruf don’t bean a.ss ; I ^jon’t play half as much as 
^ou think.” 

“ You are piaying with Welter now, ; are you not?*” 

> “You are a pretty dutiful .sort of|i groom, I don’t think,” 
said Hornby, looking round and iiughing good-naturedly. 
“What the dickens fto you mean by cros.s-< 4 uestioning me like 
that ? * Yes, I am. There — and for a noble purpose too.” 
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Charles said no more, but was well pleased enough. If 
Hornby had only given him a little more of his confidence ! 

“I suppose,” said Hornby, “if Haphazard •don’t win to- 
morrow, Lord Ascot will be a begggr.” • 

“They say,” said Charles, “that he has backed his own*^ 
horse through thick jpid thin, sir. It is inconceivable folly ; 
but things could not be worse at Ranford, and he stands to 
win some sum on the horse, as they say, which would put 
everything right ;^nd the Horse is favourite.” 

“Favourites never win,” said Hornby; “and I don’t think 
that Ix>rd Ascot lifts so much on him as they say.” 

So, the next day they went to the Derby. Sir Robert FerreWf 
of the Guards drove (this is Inkerman Jiob, and he has got a 
patent cork leg now, and a Victoria Cross, and goes a-shooting 
on a grey cob) ; and there wa.*# Red Maclean, on furlough 
from India ; and there was I^ord Swansea, youngest of existing 
Guardsmen, who blew a horn, and didn’t blow it at all well ; 
and there were two of Lieutenant Hornby’s brother-officers, 
besides the Lieutenant : and behind, with Hornby’s two 
grooms and our own Charles, dressed in sober black, was little 
Dick Ferrers, of the Home Office, who carried a peashooter, 
and pea-shot the noses of the leading horses of a dragful of 
Plungers, which followed them — \^iich thing, had he been in 
the army, he wouldn’t have dared to do. And the Plungers 
swore, and the dust flew, and the wind blew, and* Sir Robert 
drove, and Charles laugli^id, and Lord Swansea gave them a 
little music, and away they went to the Derby. 

When they came on the course, Charles and his fellow'- 
servants had enough to do to get the horses o«t and see after 
them. After nearly an hour’s absence he got back to the drag^ 
and began to look about him. 

The Plungers had drawn up behind them, and wdre lolling 
about. Before them was a family party — a fine elderly gentle- 
man, a noble elderly lady, and two uncommonly pretty girls, 
and they were enjoying themselves. They were too well bred 
to make a noise ; but there was a subdued babbling sound of 
laughter in that carriage, which was better music than that of 
a little impish German whj), catching Charles’# eje, played the 
accordion and waltzed before him, as did Salome before 
Herod, but w'ith a different effect. , • 

The carriage beyond that was a very handsome one, and in 
sat a lady most beautifully dressed, alone. By the step of the 
carriage were a crowd of men—^Homby? Hornby’s brother- 
officers, Sir Robert Ferrers, and even little Dick Ferrers. 
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Nay, there was a Plunger there ; and they were all talking and 
laughing at the top of their voices. • 

Charles, ^ose as 4 ie was, used to be very fond of Dickens's 
navels. He used to say that almost everywhere in those novels 
you came across a sketch, may be unconnected with the story, 
as bold and true and beautiful as lliose chalk sketches of 
Raphael in the Taylor— scratches which, when once seen, you 
could never forget any more. An<l, as lie looked at Uiat lady 
in the carriage, lie was reminded ‘of one I )ickens’s master- 
pieces in that way, out of the “Old ('uriosity Shop ” of a lady 
sitting in a carriage all alone at the races, who bought Nell’s 
•poor flowers, and bade her go home and stay there, for Coil’s 
sake. 

Her back was towards hinj, of course ; yet he guessed she 
was beautiful. “She is a^l’ast woman, Cod help her!” said 
he ; and he determined to go and look at her. 

He sauntered past the carriage, and turned to look at her. 
It was Adelaide. 


As faultlessly beautiful as ever, but ah - how changed I 'J’he 
^winning petulance, so charming in oflier days, was gone from 
that face forever. Hard, stern, proud, defiant, she sat there 
upright, alone. Fallen from the society of all women of her 

^ own rank, she knew who«better? that not one of these men 

chattering around her would have borne #10 see her in the 
company <?f his sister, viscountess though she were, countess 
and mother of earls as she w’ould# be. 'fhey laughed, and 
lounged, and joked before her ; and she tolerated them, and 
cast her gibes hither and thither among them, bitterly and 
contemptuously. It was her first appearance in the world. 

^^She had been married three days. Not a woman would 

speak to her: Lord Welter had coarsely told her so that 

. morning*; and bitterness and halrgd were in her heart. It 

^ was for this she had bartered honour and good fame. She 

had got her title, flung to her* as a bone to a dog by 
Welter; but her social power, for which she had sold her- 
self, was lower, far lower, than when she was poor Adelaide 
Summers. 


It is right ihflt it should be so, a# ^ rule ; in her case it was 
doubly right. 

tv Jharles knew all this well enough, ^nd at the firs! glance 
j at her face he knew that “ the iron Imd entered into her soul ” 
• (I know no better expVession), and hi was revenged. He had 
ceased to love her, Out revenge is sweet — to some. 

Not to him. When he looked at her, he would have given 
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his life that she might smile again, though sfie was no more to 
him what she»had betin. He turned, for fear of being seen, 
saying to himself — • • 

“ Poor girl ! Poor dear Adelaide ! • She must lie on the b§d 
she has made. God help her !” 

Haphazard was the finst facile princeps. He was 

at two and a half to one. Bill Sykes, at three and a half, was 
a very (Jangerous horse. Then came Carnarvon, Lablache, 
Lickpitchcr, Ivanhqe, Ben Quint, Bath-bun, Hamlet, Allfours, 
and Colonel Sibthorp. The last of these was at twenty to one. 
Ben Cauiit was to inake the running for Haphazard, so they 
said ; and Colonel Sibthorp for Bill Sykes. 

So he heard the men talking round Lady Welter’s carriage. 
Hornby’s voice was as loud as aiiy one’s, and a pleasant voice 
it was ; but they none of them talk&d very low. ("harles could 
hear every word. 

“ I am afraid T.ady Welter will never forgive me,” said 
Hornby, “but I have bet against the favourite.” 

“ I beg your pardon,” said Adelaide. 

“ I have bet against ycAir horse, I.ady AVelter.” ^ 

“My horse?” said Adelaide, coolly and scornfully. “My 
horses are all post-horses, hired for the day to bring mo here. 

1 hope none of them are engaged in the races, as I shall have 
to go home with a pair only, and then I shall be disgraced for 
ever.” • 

“ I mean Haphazard.” t • 

“ Oil, that horse ? ” said Adelaide ; “ that is T.,ord Ascot’s 
horse, not mine. I hope you may win. You ought to win 
something, oughtn’t you ? Welter has won a great deal from 
you, I believe.” 

The facts were the other way. But Hornby said no more to 
her. She was glad of this, though she liked him well 'enough, 
for she hoped that she had offended him by her insolent 
manner. But they were afc cross-purposes. 

Presently Lord Welter came swinging in among them ; he 
looked terribly savage and wild, and Charles thought he had 
been drinking. Knowing what he was in this mood, and 
knowing also the mood 4^olaide was in, hc^dijeaded some 
scene. “But they cannot quarrel so soon,” he thought. 

“ HoV d’ye do ? ” s^id Lord Welter to the knot of men 
round his ivife’s carriage.# “ I^dy \\"elter, have your people 
got any champagne, or ^ything of that sort?” 

“ I suppose so ; you had better ^sk then!?.”. 

. She had not forgotten what he had said to her that morning 
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SO brutally. She *saw he was madly angry, and would have 
liked to make him commit himself before lht«e men. She 
had fawnedf and wjieedled, and llatlered for a month ; but 
nqjv she was l^uly Well^T, and he should feel it. 

Lord Welter looked still more savage but said nothing. A 
man brought him some wine ; and, gis he gave •it to him, 
Adelaide said, as (juietly as though she were telling him that 
there was some dust on his eoat, - , 

“ You had better n(;t take too ifluch of it,: you seenf^o have 
had enough already. Sir Kobert Ivarers here is very taeilurn 
in his cups, I am told ; but jou make sTirh a terrible to do 
jjvhen you are drunk.'’ 

They should feel her tongue, these f(‘llo\vs ! 'I’hey might 
come and dangle al)out her^carriage door, and joke to one 
another, and look on her «l)eauty as if she wen* a doll; but 
they should feel her tongue ; Charles's luart sank within him 
as he heard her. Only a month gone, and she desperate. 

lint of all the mischievous things done <jn that ra<*e-course 
that day -and they were many the most mischievous and 
uncalled-for was Adc'laide’s attack uf)on Sir Kobert Ferrers, 
who, though very young, was as sober, clever, and discreet a 
young man as any in the (lU.irds, or in Fngland. Ihil Adelaide 
had heard a story about liiiii ; to wit, that, g»Mng to dinner at 
Greenwich with a number of friends, and .having taken two 
gla.sses or hd of wine at his dinner, he gf>l it into his head that 
he was getting tiiviy ; and n fused to#|)i ak another word all the 
evening for fear of t'omniittiiig himself. 

The other men laughed at I-'errers. And I.ord Welter chose 
to laugh too ; Ije was determined that his wifesliould not make 
a fool of him. Hut now every one began to draw off and take 
*\heir places for the race. Little Dick I'errers, whose whole life 
was one'long effort of gexid nature,^ stayed hy Lafly Welter, 
though horribly afraid of her, because he did not like to see 
her left alone. Charles forced hmiself into a front position 
against the rails, with his friend Mr. Sloane, and held on 
thereby, intensely interested. He was passionately fond of 
horse-racing; and he hjrgot everything, even his poor, kind old 
'|friend Lord in scrutinising ^very horse as it came by 

«.*rom the Warren, and guessing which was to win. 

" Taphazard was the horse, there co^ld be no dodbt. A 
'cheer ran all along the line, as he (fime walking majestically 
down, as though he k*new he was thfr hero of thef day. Bill 
Sykes and Cama^vcm were |is good as good could be ; but 
Haphaeard was better. Charles remembered Lady Ascot’s 
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tearful warning about his not being able to stay; but he 
laughed it to -corn. The horse had furnished so since then ! 
Here he came, flying jjast them like a whirlwind,** shaking the 
earth, and making men’s ears tingle with the glorious music^of 
his feet on the turf. Haphazard, ridden by Wells, must win ! 
Hurrah for Wells ! 

As the horse came slowly past again, he looked up to 
see the ,calm stern face ; but it was not there. There were 
Lord Ascot’s colours, dark ‘blue and white sash ; but where 
was Wells ? The jockey was a smooth-faced young man, with 
very while teeth, wno kept grinning and touching his cap at . 
every other word Lord Ascot said to him. Charles hurriedly 
borrowed Sloane’s card, and read, — 

"Lord Ascot’s Haphazard — -^J. Brooks.” 

Who, in the name of confusion; was J. Brooks? All of a 
sudden he remembered. It was one of I .ord Ascot’s own lads. 
It was the very lad that rode Haphazard on the day that 
Adelaide and he rode out to the Downs, at Ranford, to see 
the horse gallop. Lord Ascot must be mad. 

"But Wells was to have ridden Haphazard, Mr. Sloane,”- 
said Charles. 

" He wouldn’t,” said Sloanc, and laughed sardonically. But 
there was no time for Charles to as k why he laughed, for the 
horses were off. 

Those who saw the race were rather surprised that Ben 
Caunt had not showed more to the front at first to force the 
running ; but there was not much time to think of such things. 
As they came round the corner, Haphazard, who was lying 
sixth, walked through his horses and laid himself alongside of 
Bill Sykes. A hundred yards from the post, Bill Sykes made, 
a push, and drew a neck a-head ; in a second or so more 
Haphazard had passed him, winning the Derby by a clear 
length ; and poor Lord Ascot fell headlong down in a fit, like 
a dead man. 

Little Dicky Ferrers in the excitement of the race, had 
climbed into the rumble of Adelaide’s carriage, peashooter and 
all ; and, having cheered rather noisily as the favourite came in 
winner, he was beginning jto vrondcr whether he hadn’t made 
a fool of himself, and what Lady Welter would say when she 
found Where he had g^t to, when Lord Welter broke through 
the crowd, and came up tp his wife, looking like death. 

“ Get home, Adelaide*! You see wHat has happened, and 
know what to do. Lady Weltet; if I get hold of that boy, 
Brooks, to-night, in a safe place. I’ll murder him, by 1 ” 
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“ I believe you will, Welter. Keep away from him, unless 
you are a madman. If you anger the boy it wilf all come out. 
Where is Lord Asccit ? ” 

Dead, they say, or dying. He is in a fit.’’ 

“ I ought to go to him, Welter, in common decency.” 

“Go home I tell you. Get the thii^s you kno\f of jxacked 
and taken to one of the hotels at London bridge. Any name 
will do. Be at home to-night, dressetl, in a state of jubilation ; 
and keep a couple of hundred pounds imthe house. Here, 
you fellows! her ladyship’s horses look^sharp!” 

Poor little Dicky h-errers ha<l heard more than he Intended, 
^ut Lord Welter, in Ins madness, had not noticed him. He 
didn’t use his peashooter going home, and spoke very little. 
There was a party of all of th^m in Hornby's rooms that night, 
and Dicky was so dull at^lirst, that his brother made .some 
e.xcuse to get him by himself, and say a few eager, afTectionatc 
words to him. 

“ Dick, my child, you have lost some money. How much ? 
You shall have it to-morrow.’’ 

“Not a halfpenny, Bob; but 1 w;is with l.ady Weller just 
after the race, and I heard more than I ought to have heard.” 

“You couldn't help it, I hoju.*?” 

“ I ought to have helpe<l*it ; but it was so sudden, 1 couldn't 
help it. And now I can't ease my mind b)* telling anylKjdy.” 

“ 1 supPo.se it was .some rascality of Welter's,” said Sir 
Robert, laughing. “It <Ion’t much matter; only don’t tell 
any one, you know.” And then they went in again, and Dicky 
never told any one till every one knew. 

For it came* out soon that Lord A.scot had been madly 
(^betting, by commission, against In’s own hor.se, and that forty 
years’ rents of his estates wouMn’t set my lord on his legs again. 
With hi.s' usual irresolution, he had changed his |)oli(:y — partly 
owing, I fear, to our dear old friend Lady Ascot's perpetual 
croaking about “ Ramoneur blood,” and its staying ({ualities. 
So, after betting such a sum on his own horse as gave the 
betting world confidence, and excusing himself by pleading his 
well-known poverty from going further, he had hedged, by 
commission ;• a Ad, could his hor.se thave lost, he would have 
-Won enough to have set matters right at Ranford. He dared 
5riol ask a great jockey to ride for him under such circum.stances, 
and so he puffed one pf his own lad^ to the world, and broke 
with Wells. The lad had .sold him IHte a sheep. Meanwhile, 
thinking himself a Aian of honour, poor fool I he had raised 
every fkrthing possible on his estate to meet his engagements 
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on the turf in case of failure~in case of his horse winning by 
some mischance, if such a thing could be. And so it came 
about that the men of the turf were all honouraflly paid, and 
he and his tradesmen were ruined, il'he estates were entailed ; 
but for thirty years Ranford must be in the hands of strangers. 
Ix)rd Welter, too, had laised money, and lost fearfully by the 
same speculation. 

Thery are some men who arc always in the right place when 
they are wanted — Jilways rejfdy to do good and kind actions — ■ 
and who are generally found “ to the fore ” in times of trouble. 
Such a man was CltSieral Mainwaring. When Lord Ascot fell 
down in a fit, he was beside him, and, having seen him doing 
well, and having heard from him, as he recovered, the fearful 
extent of the disaster, he had ported across country to Ranford 
and told Lady Ascot. 

She took it very (juietly. 

“ Win or lose,” she said, “it is all one to this unhappy house. 
Tell them to get out my horses, dear general, and let me go to 
my poor darling Ascot. Vou have heard nothing of Charles 
Ravenshoe, general ? ” • 

“ Nothing, my dear lady.” 

Cliarles had brushed his sleeve in the crowd that day, and 
had longed to take the dear old blown hand in his again, but 
dare not ! Poor Charles ! If he had only done so ! 

So the general and T^dy Ascot went off together, "and nursed 
Lord Ascot ; and Adelaide, i)ale as death, bu^ beautiful as ever, 
was driven home through the dust and turmoil, clenching her 
hands impatiently together at every stoppage on the road. 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

LORD welter’s MENAGE 

There was a time, a time we have seen, when Lord Welter 
was a merry, humorous, thoughtless boy. A "bc^*, one would 
have said, with as little real mischief in him as might be. He 
might *liavc made a <Jt-’cent member of society, who knows 
But to do him justice, hefhad had everything against him from 
his earliesf childhood. iHe had never knowm w’hat a mother 
was, or a sister. His earliest companions <were grooms and 
gamekeepers ; and his religious instruction was got mostly from 
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his grandmother, whose old-fashioned Sunday-morning lectures 
and collect learnings, so rigidly pursued that he i^eaded Sunday 
of all days ki the wyek, were succeeded by cock-fighting in the 
Qfoft with his father in^the afternoon, and lounging away the 
evening among the stable-boys. As Lord Saltire once said, in 
the former part of this story, “ Ranf^rd was whiy^ the young 
men of the day called an uncommon fast house.” 

Fast enough, in truth. “All downhill and no drag on.” 
Welter soon (Icfied his grandmother. For his father *he cared 
nothing. Lord Ascot was so foolishly foiul of the boy that he 
never contradicted him in anything, aiu? used evey to laugh 
riwhen he was impudent to his grandmother, whom, to do Lord 
Ascot justice, he respected more than any living woman. 
Tutors were tried, of whom Welter, by a happy combination 
of obstinacy and recklessness, managed to vaiujuish three, in 
as many months. It was ho[)eless. Lortl Ascot would not 
hear of his going to school, fie was his only boy, his darling. 
He could not part with him; and, whim Lady Ascot pressed 
the matter, he grew obstinate, as he could at times, and said he 
would not. 'Fhe boy would do well t;nough ; lie had been just 
' like him at his age, and look at him now I 

Lord Ascot was mistaken. He hail not been (juite like Lord 
Welter at his age. He Jiad bivn a very ijuiet sort of boy 
indeed. Lord Ascot was a great stii'kler for blood in horses, 
and understood sui’h things. I wonder Ik; could not have seen 
the difference between the sweet,, loving face of his mother, 
capable of violent, furious passion though it was, and that of 
his coarse, stupid, handsome, gipsy-looking wife, and judged 
accordingly. ,He had engrafted a new strain of blood on the 
old Staunton stock, and was to reaj) the conseiiuences. 

What was to become of Lord Welter was a great jiroblem, 
still unsolved ; when, one night, shortly before Charles paid his 
first visit to Ranford, vice Cuthbert, 'disapproved of, Lord Ascot 
came up, as his custom was, intojiis mother’s dressing-room, to 
have half-an-hour’s chat with her before she went to lied. 

“ I wonder, mother dear,” he said, “ whether I ought to ask 
old Saltire again, or not ? He wouldn’t come last time, you 
know. If J thought he wouldn’t come, I’d ask him.” 

“ You must ask him,” said I^dy Ascot, brushing her grey 
hair, “and he will come.” • 

“ Very well,” said Lord Ascot. H’s a bore ; but you must 
have some one to flfrt with, I suppose.” , 

Lady Ascot laughed. In^fact, she nad written before, and told 
him that he must come, for she wanted him ; and come he did. 
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“ Now, Maria,” said Lord Saltire, on the first night, as soon 
as he and La^y Ascot were seated together on a quiet sofa, 
“what is it? Why have you brought me down 10 meet this 
mob of jockeys and gamekeepers ? ^ fortnight here, and ivot 
a soul to speak to but Mainwaring and yourself. After I was 
here last time, dear old ,Mdy Hainault croaked out in a large 
crowd that some one smelt of the stable.^ 

“ Dear old soul,” said I^dy Ascot. “ What a charming, 
delicate wit she has. You will have to come here again, 
though. Every year, mind.” 

“ Kism,et,” said Lurd Saltire. “ But what is the matter ? ” 

** What do you think of Ascot’s boy ? ” 

“Oh, Lord ! ” said Lord Saltire. “ So I have been brought 
all this way to be consulted about a schoolboy. Well, I think 
ho looks an atrocious young cub, ' s like his dear mamma as 
he can be. I always used to expect that she would call me 
a pretty gentleman, and want to tell my fortune.” 

l^dy Ascot smiled: s/te knew her man. She knew he 
would have died for her and hers. 

“ He is getting very troublesome,” said Lady. Ascot. “ What , 

would you reco ” 

“ Send him to Eton,” said Ix)rd Saltire. 

“ But he is very high-spirited, Jan\p.s, and ” 

“ Send him to Eton. Do you hear, Maria ? ” 

“ But Ascot won’t let him go,” said I^dy Ascot. 

“ Oh, he won’t, won’t h(; ? ” said Lord Saltire. “ Now, let 
us hear no more of the cub, but have our picquet in 
peace.” 

The next morning Lord Saltire had an interview with Lord 
Ascot, and two hours afterwards it was known that Lord 
Welter was to go to Eton at once. 

And so, when Lord Welter met Charles at Twyford, *he told 
him of it. 

At Eton, he had rapidly found other boys brought up with 
the same tastes as himself, and with these he consorted. A 
rapid interchange of experiences went on among these young 
gentlemen ; which ended in Lord ^Vclter, at all events, being 
irreclaimably vicious. 

Lord Welter had fallen iii love with Charles, as boys do, 
and their friendship had lasted on, waning as it went, till they 
permanently met again' Oxford. There, though their 
intimacy wa^ as close as ^ever, the old love died out, for a 
time, amidst riot and debauchery. Charles l\ad some sort of 
creed about women ; Lord Welter bad none. Charles drew 
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St line at a certain point, low down it might be, which he 
never passed; Welter set no bounds anywhere.^ What Lord 
Hainault said of hin\ at Tattersall's was true. One day, when 
th^ had been arguing op this point rather sharply, Charles 
said — 

“ If you mean what you say, you ar^‘ not fit to, come into 
a gentleman’s house. But you don’t mean it, old cock; so 
don’t be an ass.” 

He did mean it, and Charles wai right. AUis ! that *ever he 
should have come to Ravenshoe ! 

Lord Welter had lived so long in the hftuse with Adelaide 
tfciat he never thought of making love to her. They used to 
quarrel, like Benedict and Beatrice. What happened was her 
fault. She was worthless. Worthless. Let us have done 
with it. 1 can expand ow*l-.«rd Saltire and L.ady Ascot, 
and such good people, but I cannot over her, more than is 
necessary. 

Two things Lord Welter was very fond of — brawling and 
dicing. He was an arrant bully ; very strong, and perfect in 
the use of his fists, and of such coirage and tenacity that, 
having once begun a brawl, no one had ever made him leave 
it, save as an uiuiualified victor. 'I'his was getting well known 
now. Since he had left jOxford and had been living in 
London, he had been engaged in two ^or three personal 
encounters in the terribly fast society to which he had betaken 
himself, and men, were getting afrait^ of him. Another thing 
was, that, drink as he would, he never played thii worse for it. 
He was a lucky player. Sometimes, after winning money of 
a man, he woujd ask him home to have his revenge, lhat 
plan generally went again and again to Lord Welter’s house, 
in St. John’s Wood, and did not find himself any the richer. 
It was the most beautiful little gambling den in London, and 
it was presided over by one of th^ most beautiful, witty, 
fascinating women ever seen. A ^voman with whom all the 
men fell in love ; so staid, so respectable, and charmingly 
behaved. I^rd Welter always used to call her I.ady Welter; 
so they all called her l^dy Welter too, and treated her as 
though she \;(eit;. 

But this I^dy Welter was soon to be dethroned to make 
.room for Adelaide. A day or two before they went off 
together, this poor woman got a not^ ffom Welter to tell her 
to prepare for a new Aiistress. It w^s no blow tQ her. He 
had prepared he^ f«r it for some time. There might have 
been tears, wild tears, in private ; but what cared he for the 
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tears of such an one? When Lord Welter and Adelaidt 
came home,^ancl Adelaide came with him into the hall, she 
advanced towards her, dressed as a waiting-woaian, and said 
(luictly— , , 

“ You are welcome home, madam.** 

It was Jillen, and I^rd Welter was the delinquent, as you 
have guessed already. When she fled from Ravenshoe, she 
was flying from the anger of her supposed brother William ; 
for he 'thought he knew at about it ; and, when Charles and 
Marston saw her passing round the cliff, she was making her 
weary \vay ()n foclL towards Exeter to join him in I^ondon. 
After she was missed, William had written to Lord Weltcy, 
earnestly begging him to tell him if he had heard of her. And 
Welter had written back to him that he knew nothing, on his 
honour. Alas for Welter’s ifouour, and William’s folly in 
believing him ! 

Poor Ellen ! Lord Welter had thought that she would have 
left the house, and had good reason for thinking so. But,' 
when he got home, there she was, all her finery cast away, 
dressed plainly and r|ui«tly. And there she stayed, waiting on 
Adelaide, demure and (juiet as a waiting-woman should be. 
Adelaide had never been to Ravenshoe, and did not know 
her. Ix)rd Welter had calculated on her going ; but she 
stayed on. Why^? 

You must bear with me, indeed you must, at such times as 
the.se. I touch as lightly as I can ; but I have undertaken to 
tell a story, and I must tell it. These things are going on 
about us, and we try to ignore them, till they are thrust 
rudely upon us, as they are twenty times a yenr. No English 
story about young men could be complete without bringing in 
subjects which some may think best left alone. Ixit lis 
comfort ourselves with one great, undeniable fact, — the immense 
improvement in morals which has taken place in the last ten 
years. I’he very outcry which is now raised against such 
relations shows plainly one thing at least — that undeniable 
facts arc being winked at no longer, and that some reform is 
coming. Every younger son who can command £200 a year 
ought to be allowed to marry in his own rankpiri^life, whatever 
that may be. They will be uncomfortable, and have to save 
and push ; and a very good thing for them. They won’t lose 
caste. There are soifte, things worse than mere discomfort 
Let us looli: at bare facts, which no onfl dare deny. There is 
in the great world, ana the upper middle-^ilass world too, a 
crowd of cadets; younger sons,' clerks, officers in the army, 
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and so on ; non-marrying men, as the slang goes, who are 
asked out to dine and dance with girls who art# their e(]uals 
in rank, ancf who Ivive every opportunity of falling in love 
witli them. And yet if gne of this numerous crowd were to 
dare to fall in love with, and to propose to, one of these girls, 
he would be denied the house. It is t^e fathers awd mothers 
who are to blame, to a great extent, ft)r the very connexions 
they denounce so loudly. But yet the very outcry they are 
raising against these connexions fs a hop«;ful sign. 

Lieutenant Hornby, walking up and down the ixirth to see 
what mischief he could get into, had dotie a smarUstroke of 
•business in that way, by making the acipiainlance of Lord 
Welter at a gambling-house. Hornby was a very good fellow. 
He had two great pleasures iy life. One, 1 am haj)i)y to say, 
was soldiering, at which hetvorked like a horse, and the other, 
I am very sorry to say, was gambling, at which he worked a 
great deal harder than he should. He was a marked man 
among professional players. Every one knew how awfully 
rich he was, and every one in succession had a “ shy ” at him. 
^e was not at all particular. He would accept a battle with 
any one. Oaniing men did all sorts of dirty things to get 
introduced to him, and play with him. 'I’he greater number 
of them had their wicked *vill ; but the worst of it was that he 
always won. Sometimes, at a game of cl^nce, he might lose 
enough tef encourage his enemies to go on ; but at games of 
skill no one couWl touch him. His,billiard |)laying was simply 
masterly. And Dick Ferrers will tell you, that lie and Hornliy, 
being once, I am very sorry to say, together at G -- n -ch 
F — r, were ac(¥)sted in the ])ark by a skittle-sharper, and that 
. Hornby (who would, like Faust, have played chess with Old 
Gooseberry) allowed himself to be taken into a skittle ground, 
from which he came out in half-an-hoiir victorious over the 
skittle-sharper, beating him easily. 

In the heyday of his fame. Lard \\'elter was told of him, 
and saying, “ Give me the daggers, got introduced to him. 
They had a tournament at ecarte^ or billiards, or something 
or another of that sort, it don’t matter ; and I.ord Welter 
asked him ilp^to St. John’s Woo^, where he saw Ellen. 

He lost that night liberally, as he could afford to ; and, with 
^ very little persuasion, was induced to come there fhe next. 
He lost liberally again. He had fallen in love with Ellen. 

Lord Welter saw i{, and made ust^ of it as a bait to draw on 
Hornby to play. • Ellen’s, presence was, of course, a great 
attraction to him, and he came and played ; but unluckily for 
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Lord Welter, after a few nights his luck changed, or he took 
more care, ar.d he began to win again ; so much so that, about 
the time when Adelaide came home, my L.ord Wielter had had 
nearly enough of Lieutenant Hornby, and was in hopes 4hat 
he should have got rid of Ellen and him together ; for his 
lordship was no fool a^out some things, and saw plainly this — 
that Hornby was passionately fond of Ellen, and, moreover, 
that poor Ellen had fallen deeply in love with Hornby. 

So, when he catpe home,*he w'as surprised and angry to find 
her there. She would not go. She would stay and wait on 
Adelaides She had been asked to go ; but had refused sharply 
the man she loved. Poor girl, she had her reasons ; and \fvj 
shall sec what they were. Now you know what I meant when 
I wondered whether or no Charjes would have burnt Hornby^s 
house down if he had known aK. But you will be rather 
inclined to forgive Hornby presently, as Charles did when he 
came to know everything. 

But the consequence of Ellen’s staying on as a servant to 
Adelaide brought this with it, that Hornby determined that he 
would have the entrh of the house at St. John’s Wood, at anj^ 
price. Lord Welter guessed this, and guessed that Hornby 
would be inclined to lose a little money in order to gain it. 
When he brushed Charles’s knee indh'ccadilly he was deliberat- 
ing whether or no he should ask him back there again. As 
le stood unconsciously almost touching Charles, hte came to 
he determination that ho would try what bargain he could 
nake with the honour of Charles’s sister, whom, he had so 
ihamefully injured already. And Charles saw them make the 
ippointment together in the balcony. How little he guessed 
or what ! 

Lord Hainault was right. Welter was a scoundrel. But 
3ornby was not, as we shall see. 

Hornby loved play for play’s sake. And, extravagant 
landy though he was, the attorney blood of his father came 
•ut sometimes so strong in him that, although he would have 
►aid any price to be near, and speak to Ellen, yet he could 
lot help winning, to Lord Welter’s great disgust, and his own 
reat amusement. Their gpme, I believe, was gbnsrally picquet 
T icartk^ and at both these he was Lord Welter’s master. 
Vhat with his luck and his superior play, it was very hard to 
?se decently sometimes ; and sometimes, as I said, he would 
ast his plans to the winds and win terribly. But he always 
jpented when he saw Lord Welter gei savage, and lost 
utifully, though at times he could barely keep his counten- 
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ance. Nevertheless the balance he allowed to Lord Welter 
made a very important item in that gentleman’s somewhat 
precarious irtiome. , 

gut, in spite of all hig sacrifices, he but rarely got even 
a glimpse of Ellen. And, to complicate matters, Adelaide, 
who sat by and watched the play, and^saw Hornb)^ purposely 
losing at times, got it into her silly head that he was in love 
with her. She liked the man; who did not? But she had 
honour enough left to be rude to <him. Hornby saw *all this, 
and was amused. I often think that it must have been a fine 
spectacle, to see the honourable man playing with the s«oundrel, 
and give him just as much line as he chose. And when I call 
Hornby an honourable man, I mean what I say, as you will 
see. 

This was the state of tilings when the Derby crash came. 
At half-past five on that day, the Viscountess Welter dashed 
up to her elegant residence in St. John's Wood, in a splendid 
^barouche, drawn by four horses, and when “ her people ” came 
and opened the door and let down the steps, lazily descended, 
and, followed by her footman bearing* her fal-lals, lounged up 
the st^ps as if life were really too ennuyant to be born any 
longer. Three hours afterwards, a fierce eager woman, plainly 
dressed, with a dark veil, W 4 'is taking apartments in the Bridge 
Hotel, London Bridge, for Mr. and Mrs. Spiunton, who were 
going abroad in a few days ; and was overseeing, with her 
confidential servajU, a staid man in black, the safe stowage of 
numerous hasped oak boxes, the most n.-markable thing about 
which was their great weight. 'I'lic lady was [.ady Welter, and 
the man was .Lord Welter’s confidential scoundrel. The 
landlord thought they had robbed Hunt and Roskell’s, and 
\ere off with the plunder, till he overheard the man say, “ I 
think that is all, my lady ; ” after which he was quite satisfied. 
The fact was that all the Ascot race i)late, gold salvers and 
dpergnes, silver cups rough with .designs of the chase, and 
possibly also some of the Ascot family jewels, were .so dis^sted 
with the state of things in England, that they were thinking of 
going for a little trip on the Continent. What should a dutiful 
wife do but|S(ie to their safe stowage? If any enterprising 
buxglar had taken it into his head to “ crack ” that particular 
; crib ” known as the Bridge Hotel, and got clear off with the 
(‘“swag,” he might have retired on* the hard-earned fruits of 
a well-spent life into Tiappier lands—might have been “ run ” 
for M.L.C., or iy)S9ibly for ^Congress in a year or two. Who 
can tell? 
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Kavensfioe' 


.> Welter’s confidential scoundrel had taken 

It into his heiid to waylay and rob his lordship’s noble consort 
on her way home— which he was quite capable of doing— and 
if he also had got clear off, he wopid have found hiLeff a 
better man by seven hundred and ninety-four pounds three 
aff-crown% and a tlirc^-penny piece; that is, if he had done it 
core her ladyship had paid the cabman. But both the 

Sl'hlr.la';::' the latter rjets B 

At eleven o’clock that night, I.adv Welter wno inii: 
u;f ^ tfrawing-room sofa, quite bored to dentlf 

When I^rd Welter and Hornby, and .Sb Robert f i 

some Dragoons came in, she was yawning as if life wis renll^ 
to) much of a plague to be endured. Would she play loo? 

’"’8 such a wretehed, lonely^ewninB 
I hat wa.s the game where you had three cards wasn’t h 3 
you needn t go on unless you liked WmilH 

rrpisSiS 

between them, and laughed in his sleeve. <''' oUnce pass 

X have been given to understand that guinea unlimited loo 

.Sm ir- Stt™'TS.3 z 

peuni £"3.;' TK“-.“ ' '•“'1' 

I SM stop it." ® ^ «"y longer. 
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« 

“ Where are we to go to, sir ? 

“To Sf. John’s VV’ood. We shall he up late.^ Leave the 
servants’ hall,' and coiiie up and lie in the hall, as if you were 
;p. Don’t let yoursclf»be seen. No one will notice you.” 
harles little thought w'herc he was going. 


CHAPTER XXXVII1„ 

THE HOUSE FULL OF ('.HOSTS 

Charles had really no idea ^vIktc he was g(u‘ng. Although 
he knew that Hornby had bften playing with Lord Welter, yet 
he thought, from what Hornby had said, that he would not 
bring him into collision with him ; and india'd he did not — 
^nly taking (^.harles with him as a reserve in case of accidents, 
for he thoroughly distrusted his lordship. 

u At half-past six in the evening Hornby rode slow’ly away, 
followed by Charles. He had told Charles that he should 
dine in St. John’s Wood at seven, and should ride there, and 
CharUiS was to wait with tho» horses. Put it was nearly seven, 
and yet Hornby loitered, and seemed undetermined. It was 
a wild, gust^r evening, threatening rain. 'I'here were very f(iw 
people abroad, and those who were- rode or walked rapidly. 
And yet Hornby dawdled irresolutely, as thrjugh his deter- 
mination \vere hardly strong enough yet. 

At first he r«de (piite away from his destination, but by 
^egrees his horse’s head got changed into the right direetiem ; 
then he made another detour, but a sh(;rter one ; at last he 
put spurs* to his horse, and rode n.'S(dulely up the short 
^carriage-drive before the door, and, giving the reins to 
Charle.s, walked firmly in. • 

Charles put up the horses and went into the servants’ 
hall, or the room which an.swered that end in the rather 
small house of Lord \Velter. No one was there. All the 
ser\’anls werel^t^sy with the dinn^^r, and Charles was left 
unroticed. 

4 By and by a page, noticing a strange seivant in passing 
j die door, brought him some beer^ and a volume of the 
Newgate Calendar, 'f his young gentleman called* his atten- 
tion to the print, of a lady cutting up the body of her 
husband w’ith a chopper, assisted by a young Jew, who was 
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depicted “ walking off with a leg,” like* one of the Fans 
(the use oft which seems to be, to cool the warm imagin- 
ation of other travellers into proper limits), while the woman 
was preparing for another effort, ^fter having recommenced 
Charles to read the letterpress thereof, as he would find it’ 
tolerably rpicy, he de^narted, and left him alone. 

The dinner was got over in time; and after a time there 
was silence in the house — a silence so great that Charles 
rose and left the room. Me soon found his way to another ; 
but all was dark and silent, though it was not more than 
half-past. nine. ' 

He stood in the dark passage, wondering where to ge, 
and determined to turn back to the room from which he 
had come. There was a light there, at all events. 

There was a light, and the H*:wgate Calendar. The wild 
wind, that had eddied and whirled the dust at the street 
corners, and swept across the park all day, had gone down, 
and the rain had come on. He could hear it drip, drip, 
outside; it was very melancholy. Confound the Newgate 
Calendar. * 

He was in a very queer house, he knew. What did 
Hornby mean by asking him the night before whether or 
no he could fight, and whether he would stick to him? 
Drip, drip ; other, wise a dead silence. Charles’s heart began 
to beat a little faster. 

Where were all the servants? He had heard plenty of them 
half an hour ago. He had heard a French cook swearing at 
English kitchen-girls, and had heard plenty of other voices ; 
and now — the silence of the grave. Or o^ Christie and 
Manson’s on Saturday evening; or of the Southern Indian- 
Ocean in a calm at midnight ; or of anything else you like ; 
similes are cheap. 

He remembered now that Hornby had said, “ Come and lie 
in the hall as if asleep : no one will notice you.” He 
determined to do so. But where was it? His candle was 
flickering in its socket, and, as he tried to move it, it went 
out. 

He could scarcely keep from muttering an catSp, but he did. 
His situation was very uncomfortable. He did not know in 
what house he was — only that he was in a quarter of the town 
in which there were n6t few uncommonly queer houses. He 
determined to grope his way to the light! 

He felt his way out of^ the room and along a passage. The 
darkness was intense, and the silence perfect Suddenly a dull 
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red light gleamed in his eyes, and made him start. It was 
the light of the kitchen fire. A cricket woiJd have been 
company, b^t thero was none. 

•He continued to advance cautiously. Soon a ghostly square 
of very dim grey light on his left showed him where was a 
long narrow window. It was barrel with iron* bars. He 
was just thinking of this, and how very queer it was, when 
he uttered a loud oath, and came crashing down. .He had 
fallen upstairs. ** > 

He had made noise enough to waken ,lhe seven sleepers ; 
but those gentlemen did not seem to be in the neighbourhood, 
■or, at all events, if awakened gave no sign of it. I )eacl silence. 
He sat on the bottom stair and rubbed his shins, and in spite 
of a strong suspicion that he lyid got into a scrape, laughed to 
himself at the absurdity of Ms position. 

“ Would it be worth while, 1 wonder,” he said to himself, 
“to go back to the kitchen and get the poker? I’d better 
%ot, 1 suppose. It would be .so deuced awkward to be caught 
in the dark with a poker in your hand, being on the premises 
Jor the purpose of committing a felony — that is what they 
^ould say ; and then they would be sure to siiy that you were 
the companion of thieves, and had been convicted before. 
No, -•Under this staircase#, in the nature of things, is the 
housemaid’s cupboard. What should I find' there as a weai)on 
of defence? A dust pan. A great deal might be done with a 
dust-pan, mind you, at close (juartei-s. How would it do to 
arrange all her paraphernalia on the stairs, and cry fire, so that 
mine enemies, rushing forth, might stumble and fiill, and be 
taken unawares.? But that would be acting on the oflensive, 
i^nd I have no safe grounds for pitching intfj anyone yet.” 

Though Charles tried to comfort himself by talking nonsense, 

. he was v6ry uncomfortable. Staying where he was, was intol- 
* erable ; and he hardly dared to ascend into the upper regions 
unbidden. Besides, he had fully persuaded himself that a 
disturbance was imminent, and though a brave man, did not 
like to precipitate it. He had mistaken the character of the 
house he was in. At last, taking heart, he turned and felt his 
way upstairs. I Me came before a dqpr through the keyhole of 
wh'-^h the light streamed strongly ; he was dcliberating*whethcr 
ato open it or not, when a shadow crossed it, though he" hcard< 
no noise, but a minute after the distant sound of a closing 
door. He could stand it no longer# He opened the door, 
and advanced into a*blaze of^ight. 

He entered a beautiful flagged hall, frescoed and gilded. 
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There were vjscs of flowers round the walls, and strips of 
Indian matting on the pavement. It was lit |^y a single 
chandelier, which was reflected in foui* great pier-glasses 
reaching to the ground, in which Charfes’s top-boots and brown 
face were re-duplicated most startlingly. The tout ensemble was 
very beautiful ; but whaP struck Charles was the bad taste of 
having an entrance-hall decorated like a drawing-room. “That 
is just the sort of thing they ^o in these places,” he thought. 

There were only* two hats on the entrance table; one of 
which he was rcjoiciri to recognise as that of his most respected 
master. “ May the deuce take his silly noddle for bringing me 
to such a place ! ” thought Charles. 

'Fhis was evidently the front hall spoken of by Hornby; 
and he remembered his advice to pretend to go to sleep. 
So he lay down on three hall-clfiirs, and put his hat over 
his eyes. 

Hall-chairs are hard ; and, although Charles had just been 
laughing at the proprietor of the house for being so lavish in 
his decorations, he now wished that he had carried out his 
system a little farther, and had cushions to his chairs. Ru^ 
no ; the chairs were dc ri^teur^ with crests on the back of them. 
Charles did not notice whose. 

If a man pretends to go to sleep, and, like the Marchioness 
with her orangc-peiil and water, “ makes believe very much,” 
he may sometimes succeed in going to sleep in good earnest. 
Charles imitated the thin^so well, that in fivO minutes he w^as 
as fast off as a top. 

Till a night or two before this, Charles had never dreamt of 
Ravenshoe since he had left it. When the firsC sharp sting of 
his trouble was in his soul, his mind had refused to go back 
farther than to the events of a day or so before. He had 
dreamt long silly dreams of his master, or his fellow-servants, 
or his horses, but always, all through the night, with a dread 
on him of waking in the dark. But, as his mind began to 
settle and his pain got dulled, he began to dream about 
Ravenshoe, and Oxford, and Shrewsbury again ; and he no 
longer dreaded the waking as he did, for the reality of his life 
was no longer hideous to him. With the fatal ‘^plasticity ” of 
his nature, he had lowered himself, body and soul, to the level 
of it. f 

But to-night, as he slept on these ,chairs, he dreamt of 
Ravenshoe, and of Cuthbert, and of Ellen. And he woke, 
and she was standing within ten feet of‘ him, under the 
chandelier. 
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He was awake in an instant, but he lay as stijl as a mouse, 
staring at h^r. She had not noticed him, but was standing 
in profound thought. Found, and so soon! Mis sister! 
Hdw lovely she was, standing, dressed in light pearl grey, like 
some beautiful ghost, with her speaking eyes fixed on nothing. 
She moved now, but so lightly that her footfall *was barely 
heard upon the matting, 'fhen she turned and noticed him. 
She did not seemed surprised at^ .seeing a groom stretched 
out asleep on the chairs- -she was used tA that sort of thing, 
probably — but she turned away, gliding Ihroiigh a door at 
the further end of the hall, and was gone. * 

Charles’s heart was leaping and beating madly, but he heard 
another door open, and lay still. 

Adelaide came out of a door opposite to the one into 
which Ellen had passed, diaries was not surprised. He 
was beyond surprise. Ihit, when he saw her and ICllen in 
*Xhe same house, in one instant, with the f|iiickness of light- 
ning, he understood it all. It was ^V(‘lter liad tempted Ellen 
f-om Ravenshoc. h'ool 1 fool I he might have prevented it 
if he had only guessed. 

If he had any doubt as to where he was now, it was soon 
dispelled. Lord Wiilter came rapidly out of tlui door after 
Adtitfffde, and called her fli a whisper, “ Adelaide.” 

“Well,” she said, turning round sharply. • 

“Comeback, do you hear?” said Lord Welter. “Where 
the deuce are ydu going ? ” * 

“To my own room.” 

“Come back, 1 tell you,” said T.ord Welter, savagely, in a 
low voice. “ Toil are going to .sj)oil everything with your 
confounded airs.” 

“ I sh^ll not come back. I am not going to act as a decoy- 
duck to that man, or any other man.# l.et me go, Welter.” 

Lord Welter was very near having to let lier go with a 
vengeance. Charles was ready fof a spring, but watched, and 
waited his time. Lord Welter ha<l only caught her firmly by 
the wrist to detain her. He was not hurting her. 

“ Look you here, my Lady Welter,” he said, slowly and 
distinctly. * listen to what Fve grjt to say, and don’t try the 
'•*' dow of a tantrum with me, for I won’t have it .for one 
moment. I don’t mind your chaff and nonsense in public ; it 
i blinds people, it is racf and attracts people ; but in private I am 
master, do you hear? Master. Yoa know you are afraid of 
me, and have gdbci cause to be, by Jove I You are shaking 
now. Go back to that room.” 
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“ I won’t, I won't, I won’t. Not without you. Welter. How 
can you use me so cruelly, Welter ? Oh, Welter, how can you 
be such a villain ? ” ' 

“ You conceited fool,” said Lord^ Welter, contemptuously. 
“ Do you think he wants to make love to you ? ” 

“ You know he does, Welter ; you know it,” said Adelaide 
passionately. 

Ivord Welter laughed good-naturedly. (He could be good- 
natured.) He drev/ her towards him and kissed her. “My 
poor little girl,” he 5 ^aid, “ if I thought that, I would break his 
neck. But it is utterly wide of the truth. Ixjok here, Ade- 
laide ; you are as safe from insult as my wife, as you were at 
Ranforcl. What you are not safe from is my own temper. 
Let us be friends in private and, not squabble so much, eh ? 
You are a good shrewd, clever Wife to me. Do keep your 
tongue quiet. Come in and mark what follows.” 

They had not noticed Charles, though he had been so sure, 
that they would, that he had got his face down on the chair, 
covered with his arms, feigning sleep. When they went \nt^ 
the room again, Charles 'caught hold of a coat which was 01 
the back of a chair, and, curling himself up, put it over him. 
He would listen, listen, listen for every word. He had a right 
to listen now. 

In a minute a bdl rang twice. Almost at the same moment 
some one came out of the door through which Lord W elter had 
passed, and stood silent. In about two minutes another door 
opened, and some one else came into the hall. 

A woman’s voice — Ellen’s — said, “Oh, are you come again?” 

A man’s voice — Lieutenant Hornby’s — said iii answer, “ You 
jsee I am. I got I^dy Welter to ring her bell twice for you, 
and then to stay in that room, so that I might have an interview 
with you.” 

“ I am obliged to her ladyship. She must have been 
surprised that I was the object of attraction. She fancied 
herself so.” 

“ She was surprised. And she was more so when I told her 
what my real object was.” ^ 

“ Indeed,” said Ellen bitterly. “ But her lad^siiip’s surprise 
does not appear to have prevented her from assisting you.” 

“On the contrary,” said Hornby, “she wished me God 
speed — her own words.” 

“Sir, you are a gentleman. Don’t disgrace yourself and me 
— if I can be disgraced — by quoting that woman’s blasphemy 
before me. Sir, you have had your answer. I shall go.” 
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“ Ellen, you must stay. I have got this interview with you 
to-night, to ask you to be my wife. I love yoli as I believe 
woman was* never Joved before, and I ask you to be my 
. wi(p.” , 

t “ You madman ! You madman ! " 

“ I am no madman. I was a madnvjn when I s[>oke to you 
before ; I pray your forgiveness for that. You must forget that. 
I say that I love you as a woman was never loved before. 
Shall I say something more, EllAi ? ” 

« Say on.” 

“ You love me.” 

J “ I love you as man was never loved before ; and I swear to 
you that I hope I may lie stilf and cold in my unhonoured 
coflin, before I’ll ruin the man I love by tying him to such a 
wretch as myself.” * 

“Ellen, Ellen, don’t say that. Don’t take such vows, which 
you will not dare to break afterwards. 'J’liink, you may regain 
■^11 that you have lost, and marry a man who loves you -ah, so 
dearly ! — and whom you love too.” 

^ “ Ay j there’s the rub. If I did not* love you, I would marry 
you to-morrow. Regain all I have lost, say you ? bring my 
mother to life again, for instance, or walk among other w'omen 
agaiu^^s an honest one? .You talk nonsense, Mr. Hornby — 
I nonsense. I am going,” , 

> “ Ellen W Ellen ! Why do you .stay in this house? Think 
once again,” , • 

“ I shall never leave thinking ; but my determination is the 
same. I tell you, as a de.sperate woman like me dare tell you, 
that I love you*far too well to ruin your prospects, and I love 
my own soul too well ever to make another false stej). I stayed 
in this house because I loved to see you now and then, and 
hear youf voice ; but now I shall leave it.” 

“ See me once more, Ellen — only once more ! ” 

“ I w’ill .see you once more. I will tear my heart once more, 
if you wish it. You have deserved all 1 can do for you, God 
knows. Come here the day after to-morrow ; but come with- 
out hope, mind. A woman who has been through what I have 
can trust hen|bl& Do you know that 1 am a Catholic ? ” 

.. “No.” 

,* “ I am. Would you turn Catholic if I were to marr/ you ? ” 

God forgive poor Hornby! Hevsafd, “Yes.” What will 
not men say at such 'times ? ^ • 

“ Did I not say^you w'ere a madman ? Do you think I would 
ruin you in the next world, as well as in this ? Go away, sir ; 
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and, when your children are round you, humbly bless God’s 
mercy for saving you, body and soul, this night.” 

“ I shall see you again ? ” , c, 

“Come here the day after to-mprrow; but come without 
hope.” 

She passed through ^hc door, and left him standing alone. 
Charles rose from his lair, and coming up to him, laid his hand 
on his shoulder. 

“You have hear^ all this,” said poor Hornby. 

“ Every word,” said Charles. “ I had a right to listen, you 
know. She is my sister.” 

“ Your sister ? ” 

Then Charles told him all. Hornby had heard enough from 
Lord Welter to understand it. 

“ Your sister ! Can you helpAr>‘, Horton ? Surely she will 
hear reason from you. Will you persuade her to listen' to 
me?” 

“No,” said Charles. “She was right. You are mad. I 
will not help you do an act which you would bitterly repent all 
your life. You must forget her. She and I are disgraced, and 
must get away somewhere, and hide our shame together.” 

What Hornby would have answered, no man can tell ; for 
at this moment Adelaide came out of the room, and ivissed 
quickly across the Jiall, saying good night to him as she passed. 
She did not recognise Charles, or seem surprised at seeing 
Hornby talking to his groom. Nobody who had lived in Lord 
Welter’s house a day or two was surprised at anything. 

13ut diaries, speaking to Hornby more as if he were master 
than servant, said, “Wait here;” and, stepping quickly from 
him, went into the room where Lord Welter sat alone, and shut 
the door. Hornby heard it locked behind him, and waited in 
the hall, listening intensely for what was to follow. 

“There’ll be a row directly,” .said Hornby to himself ; “and • 
that chivalrous fool, Charh\s, has locked himself in. I wish 
Welter did not send all his servants out of the house at night. 
There’ll be murder done here some day.” 

He listened and heard voices, low as yet — so low that he 
could hear the dripping of the rain outside. D:ip —drip ! The 
suspense was intolerable. iVhen would they be ^ one another’s 
throats*? 
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PHAl'TKR XXXIX 

, • 

CHARLES S EXPLANATION WITH LORD WELTER 

There is a particular kind of (ihost or Devil, which is 
represented by an isosceles triangle (more or less correctly 
drawn) for the body ; straight lin<4s turneil up at the ends for 
legs ; straight lines divided into five at the ends for arms ; a 
round O, with arbitrary dots for the featuiis, for a Ir^uI ; with 
if hat, an umbrella, and a pipe. Drawn like* this, it is a suffici- 
ently terrible object, but if you take an aei; of clubs, make 
the club repre.sent the head, add horns, and fill in the body and 
limbs as above, in deep bla(;Jv,*with the leather end of the pen, 
it becomes simijly appalling, and will strike terror into the 
stoutest heart. 

Is this the place, say you, for talking sm h nonsense as this? 
if you must give us balderdash of this sort, could not you do so 
in a chapter with a less terrible heading than this one has? 
A.nd I answer, Why not let me tell my story my own way ? 
Something depends even on this nonsense of making devils out 
of the a ce of clubs. 

ims rather a favourite amusement of Charles’s and Lord 
Welter’s, old times at Hanford. 'They used, on rainy after- 
noons, to collect^ all the old aces pf clubs (and there were 
always plenty of them to be had in that house, (iod help it), 
and make devils out of them, each one worse than the first. 
And now, when Charles had locked the door, and advanced 
softly up to W'^elter, he saw, over his shoulder, that he had got 
^In ace of clubs, and the pen and ink, and wa s making a devil. 

It was. a trifling circumstance enough, ])erhaps ; but there 
, was enough of old times in it to alter the tone in which Charles 
said, “Welter,” as he laid his handpn his shoulder. 

Lord Welter was a bully ; but he was as brave as a lion, with 
nerves of steel. He neither left off his drawing, nor looked 
up ; he only said — “ Charley, boy, come and sit down till I 
have finished^h^ fellow. Get an ace of clubs and try your own 
hand. I am .out of practice.” * 

/*■ ’.\jrhaps even Lord Welter might have started when he heard 
Charles’s voice, and felt his hand on Shoulder ; but he had 
> had one instant — only one instant — of preparation. * When he 
heard the key turn the door, he had looked in a pier-glass 
opposite to him, and seen Vho and what was coming, and 
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then gone on with his employment. Even allowing for this 
moment’s prcj^oaration, we must give him credit for the nerve 
of one man in ten thousand; for the apparitioi; of Charles 
Ravenshoe was as unlooked for as tl^t of any one of Charles 
Ravenshoe’s remote ancestors. 

You see,«I call himjC^harles Ravenshoe still. It is a trick. 
You must excuse it. 

Charles did not sit down and draw devils ; he said, in a 
quiet, mournful tone, ^ 

“ Welter, Welter, why have you been such a villain ? ” 

Lord Welter fourM that a difficult question to answer. He 
let it alone, and said nothing. 

“ I say nothing about Adelaide. You did not use me well 
there ; for, when you persuaded her to go off with you, you had 
not heard of my ruin.” " 

“On my soul, Cliarles, there was not much persuasion 
wanted there.” 

“Very likely. I do not want to speak about that, but about- 
Ellen, my sister. Was anything ever done more shamefully 
than that?” 

Charles expected some furious outbreak when he said that. 
None came. What was good in Lord Welter came to the 
surface, when he saw his old friend, .and playmate there ,^fore 
him, sunk so far J)elow him in all that this world considers 
worth having, but rising so far above him in his fearless honour 
and manliness. He was humbled, sorry, and, ashamed. Bitter 
as Charles’s words were, he felt they were true, and had man- 
hood enough left not to resent them. To the sensation of fear, 
as I have said before, Lord Welter was a total ^ stranger, or he 
might have been nervous at being locked up in a room alone, 
with a desperate man, physically his equal, whom he had so 
shamefully wronged. He rose and leant against the chimney- 
piece, looking at Charles.' 

“ I did not know she wa.s your sister, Charles. You must do 
me that justice.” 

“ Of course you did not. If ” 

“ I know what you are going to say — that I should not have 
dared. On my soul, Charles, I don’t know ; J Relieve I dare 
do anything. But I tell you one thing — of all the men who 
walk tills earth, you are the last I would willingly wrong. 
When I went off with Adelaide, I knew she did not care six- 
pence for you. I knew she would have made you wretched. 

I knew better than you, 'because I never was in love with her, 
and you were, what a heartless, ambitious jade it ivas ! She 
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sold herself to me for the title I gave her, as she had tried to 
sell herself to that solemn prig, Hainault, before. /Ind I bought 
her, because ajhandsogie, witty, clever wife is a valuable chattel 
to a man like me, who has tp live by his wits.” 

|r “ Ellen was as handsome and as clever as she. Why did not 
you marry her?” said Charles bitterly. ^ • 

“ If you will have the real truth, Ellen would have been Lady 
Welter now, but ” 

Lord Welter hesitated. He was 4a great rjiscal, and he had 
a brazen front, but he found a difficulty in going on. It must 
be, I should fancy, very hard work to tell alf the little ivis and 
ov!<s of a piece of villany one has been engaged in, and to tell, 
^Jas Lord Welter did on this occasion, the exact truth. 

“I am waiting,” .said (’harles, “to hear you tell me why she 
was not made Lady ^Velter.”•, * 

“ What, you will have it then ? Well, she was too scrupulous. 
She was too honourable a woman for this line of business. She 
■wouldn’t play, or learn to play— d -n it, sir, you have got the 
>vhole truth now, if that will content you.” 

/* I believe what you say, my lord.-" Do you know that 
Lieutenant Hornby made her an offer of marriage to- 
night.” 

, “ LSili*POsed he would,” sqjd Lord Welter. 

' “ And that she has refused him ? ” 

“ I guessed that she w’ould. She is your own sister. Shall 
you try to persuadi; her ? ” 

“I would see her in her coffin first.” 

“ So I .suppose.” 

“She must cqpie away from here, Lord ^Velter. I must 
kf^ep her and do w'hat I can for hc^r. W’e must pull through it 
together somehow.” 

“She had better go from here. She is too good for this 
jj^le. I must make provision for her td live with you.” 

^ “Not one halfpenny, my lord. ii^is lived too long in 

dependence and disgrace already. We will pull through 
together alone.” 

Lord Welter said nothing, but he determined that Charles 
should not ha^ diis way in this respect. 

Xbarles continued, “ When I came into this room to-night I 
to quarrel with you. You have not allowed me to do so, 

» Vld I thank you for it.” Here he paus€d,*and then went on in 
lower voice, “ I think you are sorry. Welter ; are you not ? 

I am sure you are sqrry. I am sure you wouldn’t have done it 
if you had foreseen the consequences, eh ? ” 
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Lord Welter’s coarse under-lip shook for half a second, and 
his big chestaieavcd once ; but he said nothing. 

“ Only think another time ; that is all. .Now d% me a favour : 
make me a promise.” < 

“ I have made it.” 

“ l)on’t*tell any hurjan .soul you have seen me. If you do, 
you will only entail a new disguise and a new hiding on me. 
You have promised.” 

“ On my honoiy.” 

“If you keep your promise, I can stay where I am. How is 
-- Ascot?" * 

“ Well. Nursing my father.” 

“Is he ill?” 

“ Had a fit the day before yesterday. I heard this morning 
from them. He is much better, i‘.nd will get over it.’! 

“ Have you heard anything from Ravenshoe?” 

“Not a word. Lord Saltire and (leneral Mainwaring are 
both with my father, in London. Orandma won’t see either riitr 
or Adelaide, Do you know she has been moving heaven and 
earth to find you ? ” ‘ 

“ Good soul ! I won’t be found, though. Now, good- 
night ! ” 

And he went. If any one had told him three monthg^ffore 
that he would have been locked in the .same room with a man 
who had done him such irreparable injury, and have left it at 
the end of half an hout with a (juiet “ good night,” he would 
most likely have beaten that man there and then. Rut he was 
getting tamed very fast. Ay, he was already getting more than 
tamed ; he was in a fair way to get broken-hearted. 

“1 will not .see her to-night, sir,” he .said to Hornby, whom 
he found with his head resting on the table ; “I will come to- 
morrow and prepare her for leaving this house. You are to see 
her the day after to-morrow ; but without hope, remember.” *' 

He roused a groom from above the stable to help him to 
saddle the horses. “Will it .soon be morning?” he asked. 

“ Morning,” said the lad ; “it’s not twelve o’clock yet. It’s 
a dark night, mate, and no moon. But the nights are short 
now. The dawn will be on us before we haje time to turn 
in our beds.” 

He’ rode slowly home after Hornby. “The night is dark, 
but the dawn will be upon us before we can turn in our beds ! ” 
Only the idle words of a sleepy groom, yet they echoed in his 
ears all the way home. The night is daik yideed ; but it will 
be darker yet before the dawn, Charles Ravenshoe. 
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. CHAPTER XL 

A DINNER PARTY AMONG SOME OLD FRIENDS 

Lady Hainauit {uh lUirton, not the 1 )o\vagcr) had asked 
some one to dinner, and the (|uestion had been wlioin to ask 
to meet him. Mary had been ealled into eonsiiltation, as she 
generally was on most occasions, and she and Lady Hainault 
had made up a list together. Iwery one ^lad accep<^*d, and 
v;4is coming; and here were Mary and Lady Hainault, dre.ssed 
^for dinner, alone in the drawing-room with the children. 

“We could not have done biTter for him, Mary, I think. 
You must go in to dinner wit^i Inm.” 

Is Mary going to stop down to dinner?" saiil the youngest 
boy ; what a shame ! I shan’t say my prayers to-night if she 
“OBn’t come up.” 

The straightforward (ius let his brother know what would be 
t^e consequences of such neglect here#iftcr, in a plain-spoken 
way peculiarly his own. 

“Gus! Gus! don’t say such things,” said T.ady Hainault. 

\ “JJ'S hym n-book says so„aunt,” said Gus, triumphantly ; and 
•ip quoted a charming little verse of Dr. \Vatls, beginning, 
** There is £w dreadful Hell.” 

V, I^dy Hainault /night have been puzzled what to s iy, and 
'£ary would not have hel]ied her, for they had had an argument 
about that same hymn-book (.Mary conttmding that one or two 
of the hymns w^reas well left alone at first), when Elora struck 
iQ and saved her aunt, by remarking — 

“ I shall save up my money and buy some jewels for Mary 
^like aunt’s; so that when she stays down to dinner some of the 
5men may fall in love with her, and milrry her.” 

“ Pooh ! you silly goose,” said Gys, “ those jewels cost sixty 
million thousand pounds a piece. I don’t want her to be 
married till I grow up, and then I shall marry her myself. Till 
then, I shall buy her a yellow wig, like grandma Hainault’s, and 
then nobody ^il^ want to marry her.” 

“ Be quiet, Gus,” said I^dy Hainault. 

A was one thing to say “ Be fiuiet, (Jus,” and it was another 
*^ingto make him hold his tongue. But,* to do Gus justice, he 
was a good fellow, and never acted “ enfant terrible ” but to 
the most select an<J piivate audience. ^low he had begun : “ I 
wish some one would marr/ grandma,” when the door was 
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thrown open, the first guest was announced, and Gus was 
dumb. ^ 

“General Mainwaring.” The general sat down between 
Lady Hainault and Mary, and, whilp talking to them, reached 
out his broad brown hand and lifted the youngest boy on his 
knee, who‘^played with Jiis ribands, and cried out that he would 
have the orange and blue one, if he pleased ; while Gus and 
Flora came and stood at his knee. 

He talked to th^m both «idly in a low voice about the ruin 
which had conic on Lord Ascot There was worse than mere 
ruin, h& feared. He feared there was disgrace. He had been 
with him that morning. He was a wreck. One side of hrs 
face was sadly pulled down, and he stammered in his speech. 
He would get over it. He was only threc-and-forty. But ' 
he would not show again in J?ojicty, he feared. Here was 
somebody else ; they would change the subject. 

Lord Saltire. They were so glad to see him. Every one’s 
face had a kind smile on it as the old man came and sat dowrr^ 
among them. His own smile was not the least pleasant of the 
lot, I warrant you. 

“So you arc talking about poor Ascot, eh?” he said. “I 
don't know whether you were or not ; but, if you were, let us 
talk about something else. You sqg, my dear Miss CorJbw^that 
my prophecy to you on the terrace at Ravenshoe is fatted. 

I said they would not fight, and lo ! they are as good as at it.” 

They talked about the. coming war, and Lprd Hainault came 
in and joined them. Soon after, another guest was announced. 

Lady Ascot. She was dressed in dark grey silk, with her 
white hair simply parted under a plain lace c^p. She looked 
so calm, so bravo, so kind, so beautiful, as she came with firm 
strong step in at the door, that they one and all rose and came 
towards her. She had always been loved by them all; how 
much more deeply was sne loved now, when her bitter troubles “ 
had made her doubly sacred ! 

Lord Saltire gave her his arm, and she came and sat down 
among them with her hands calmly folded before her. 

“ 1 was determined to come and see you to-night, my dear,” 
she said. “ I should break down if I couldi?’t(see some that 
I loved. And to-night, in particular ” (she looked earnestly at 
Lord Saltire). “ Is he come yet ? ” 

“ Not yet, dear grandma,” said Mary. 

“No one is coming besides, I suppose ?” asked Lady Ascot. 
“No one ; we are waiting for him.” ' . 

The door was opened once more, and they all looked 
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t iriously round. This time the servant announced, perhaps in 
somewhat louder tone than usual, as if he were aware that 
ey were mofe interested — 

“^r. Ravenshoe.” • 

i A well-dressed, gentlemanly-looking man came into the room, 
earing such a wonderful likeness to Charles Ravefishoe, that 
ady Hainault and General Main waring, the only two who had 
ever seen him before, starteil, and thought they saw Charles 
Jmself. It was not Charles, tJioitgh ; it was our old friend, 
J'/J/iam, whilom pad-groom to Charles Ravenshoe, Esquire, 
low himself William Ravenshoe, Estiuire, of Riivenslfoe. 

*He was the guest of the evening. He would be heir to 
[iavenshoe himself some day ; for they had made up their 
ninds that Cuthbert would »^ever marry. Ravenshoe, as 
^uthbert W'as managing it ntAv, would be worth ten or twelve 
housand a year, and, if these new tin lodes came to anything, 
^haps twenty. He had been a stable-helper, said old I.ady 
Hainault — the companion of the drunken riots of his foster- 
Drother impostor, and that quiet gentlemanly creature Welter, 
^he entered the house, she left it. To which young Lady 
Hainault had replied that .some one must ask him to dinner in 
common decency, if it was only for the sake of that dear 
Eha»l*c,*who had been loved by every one who knew him. 
^^-at she intended to ask him to dinner, and that, if her dear 


nother-in-litTv objected to meet him, why the remedy lay with 
lerself. Somebody mu.st introduce him to some .sort of society; 
uid Lord Hainault and herself had made up their minds to do 
t, so that further argument on the subject would be wasted 
Dreath. To which the Dowager replied that she really wished, 
tfter all, that Hainault had married that ])reUy chit of a thing, 
Adelaide Summers, as he was thinking of doing ; as she, the 
Dowager, could not have been treatecj with greater insolence 
2ven by her, bold as she was. With which Parthian piece of 
spite she had departed to Casterton»with Miss Hicks, and had 
so goaded and snapped at that unfortunate reduced gentle- 
woman by the way, that at last Hicks, as her wont was, had 
mrned upon her and given her as good as she brought. If the 
Dowager coulfl Wave heard Lady H.vnault telling her lord the 
^-*'2 business that night, and joking with him about his 
Sieged penchant for Adelaide and heard the jolly laugfi that 
Lilose two good souls had about it. Her ladyship would have 
l)een more spiteful still. • • 

But, nevertheless, Lady Hainault was very nervous about 
William. When Mary was consulted, she promptly went bail 
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for his goo^ behaviour, and pled his case so warmly that the 
tears stood in her eyes. Her old friend William ! What 
innocent plots she and he had hatchecf together against the 
priest in the old times. What a bofid there was between #lien>, 
in their mutual love for him who was lost to them. ( 

But J^ady Hainault<» would be on the safe side ; and so only 
the party named above were asked. All old friends of the 
family. 

Before dinner nvas announced they were all at their ease 
about him. He ^vas shy certainly, but not awkward. He 
evidently knew that he was asked there on trial, and he 
accepted his position. But he was so handsome (handsonier^ 
than poor ("harles), he was so gentle and modest, and— 
perhaps, too, not least — had si^'h a well modulated voice, that, 
before the evening was over h6 had won every one in the 
room. If he knew anything of a subject he helped the con- 
versation quietly, as well as he could ; if he had to confe-s*! 
ignorance (which was seldom, for he was among well-bred 
people) he did so frankly, but unobtrusively. He was a great 
success. 

One thing puzzled him, and pleased him. He knew that 
he was a person of importance, and that he was the guest of 
the evening. But he soon found ‘that there was anotia^'iFUause 
for his being interesting to them all, more powerful than his 
curious i)osition, or his prospective wealth ; and that was his 
connexion with C'liarles 'Ravenshoe, now Ht)rton. He was the 
hero of the evening. Half William\s light was borrowed from 
him. He quickly became aware of it, and it made him 
happy. • 

How strange it is that some men have the pcnver of winning 
such love from all they meet. I knew one, gone from us now 
by a glorious death, who had that faculty. Only a few knew 
his great worth and goodness ; and yet, as his biographer most 
truly says, those who Once saw his face never forgot it. 
Charles Ravenshoe had that faculty also, though, alas, his 
value, both in worth and utility, was far inferior to that of the 
man to whom I have alluded above.^ But ho had the same 
infinite kindness towards* everything created; Which is part of 
the s<^cret. 

The first hint that William had, as to how deeply importaiit 
a person Charles was among the present company, was given 
him at dinner. Various subjects had been talked of indiffer- 


' 1 mean C. M. 
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ently, and William had listened, till Lord Hainault said to 
William, « 

“ What a strange price people are giving for cobs ! 1 saw 

on^ sold to day at TattersttH’s for ninety guineas.” 

VVilliam answered, “ Good cobs arc very hard to get, Lord 
Hainault. I could get you ten good Jiorscs overall fteen, for 
one good cob.” 

Lord Saltire said, “ My cob is the best I ever had ; and a 
sweet-tempered creature. Our d%ar boy l^roke it for me at 
Ravenshoe.” 

“Dear Charles,” said I^ady Ascot. “A\1iat a sj)ler>di(l rider 
fic was! Dear boy I He got Ascot to write him a ceriificatc 
about that sort of thing before he went away. Aii, dear ! ” 

“ I never thought,” said Lord Saltire, (piietly, “that 1 ever 
should have cared half as niacli for anyl)ocly as I do for that 
lad. Do you remember, Mainwaring,” lie continued, speaking 
^till lower, while they all sat hushed, “ the first night 1 ever 
saw him, when he marked for you and me at billiards, at 
Ranford? I don’t know why, but 1 loved the boy from the 
tfrst moment I saw him. lloth there 'and ever afterwards, he 
reminded me so strongly of Harkham. He had just the same 
gentle, winning way with him that llarkham had. Harkham 
waiw’ little taller, though, J. fancy,” he went on, looking straight 
at Lady Ascot, and taking snuff. “ Dcyft you think so, 
Maria?” • 

No one spoke for a moment. . 

Lord Harkham had been Lord Saltire s only son. He had 
been killed in a duel at nineteen, as I liave mentioned before. 
Lord Saltire ^ery rarely spoke of him, and, when he did, 
..generally in .a cynical manner. But (ieneral Mainwaring and 
Lady Ascot knew that the memory of that poor boy was as 
fresh in’ the true old heart after forty years, as it was on 
the morning when he came out fr6m his dre.ssing-room, and 
met them carrying his corpse ujistairs. 

“ He was a good fellow,” said Lord Hainault, alluding to 
Charles. “ He was a very good fellow.” 

“This gr(^t disappointment which^I have had about him,” 
said Lord Satire, in his ow'ii dry tgne, “ is a just judgment on 
for doing a good-natured and virtuous action many years 
\ ago. When his poor father Den.sil was in jirison, I weht to see 
him, and reconciled him with his fsrtnify. I*oor Densil was so 
grateful for this act of folly on my pjirt, that I grew personally 
attached to hi mi; And hence all this misery. Disinterested 
actions are great mistakes, itlaria, depend upon it.” 
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When the ladies were gone upstairs, William found Lore 
Saltire besidtf him. He talked to him a little time, and then 
finished by saying — • • 

“ You are modest and gentlemanly, and the love you year 
for your foster-bi other is very pleasing to me indeed. I am 
going to put it to thg test. You must come and see me to- 
morrow morning. I have a great deal to say to you.*’ 

“ About him, my lord ? Have you heard of him ?” 

“ Not a word. ,I fear htf has gone to America or Australia. 
He told Lord Ascot he should do so.” 

“ I’ll ^unt him So the world’s end, my lord,” said true 
William. “ And Cuthbert shall pray for me the while. I fe^ 
you are right. But we shall find him soon.” 

When they went up into the drawing-room, Mary was sitting 
on a sofa by herself. She looke<hiip to William, and he went 
and sat down by her. They were quite away from the rest, 
together. 

“ Dear William,” said Mary, looking frankly at him, anff 
laying her hand on his. 

lam so glad,” said William, “to see your sweet face agai^^ 

I was down at Ravenshoe last week. How they love you 
there 1 An idea prevails among old and young that dear 
Cuthbert is to die, and that I an^ to marry you, and ^'e 
are to rule Ravenghoe triumphantly. It was useless to repre- 
sent to them that Cuthbert would not die, and tha^you and I 
most certainly never would marry one another. My dearest 
Jane Evans was treated as a thing of nought. You were 
elected mistress of Ravenshoe unanimously.” 

“ How is Jane ? ” • 

“ Pining, poor dear, at her school. She don’t like it.” ^ 
“I should think not,” said Mary. “Give my dear love to 
her. She will make you a good wife. How is Cuthtfert ? ” 
“Very well in health. No more signs of his heart ^ 
complaint, which never c.xi^ed. But he is peaking at getting 
no tidings from Charles. Ah, how he loved him ! May I call 
you * Mary ’ ? ” 

“ You must not darg to call me anything else. No tidings 
of him yet ? ” ^ •. V 

“ None. I feel sure he is gone to America. We wdll get 
him back, Mary. Never fear.” 

They talked till she “was cheerful, and at last she said — 

“ William, you were alw'ays so well-diannered ; but how — 
how — have you got to be so gentlemanly m ^ short a time ? ” 
“By playing at it,” said Willfam, lauehinir- “XK-. 



Charles’s Second Expedition 265 

groom at Ravenshoe used always to say I was tfo much of a 
gentleman for him. In twenty years* time I shau pass muster 
in a crowd. •Good-night.** 

r And Charles was playidg at being something other than a 
gentleman all the time. We shall see who did best in the 
end. 


CHAPTER XLI 

CHARLES*S SECOND EXl*EI)rriON TO ST. JOHN’s WOOD 

What a happy place a marfs bed is — probably the best place 
in which he ever finds himself Very few people will like to 
.^ny that, I think ; that is to say, as a general rule. After a 
long day’s shooting in cold weatlior, for instance ; or half a 
night on deck among tfie ice, when thc^ fog has lifted, and the 
ghastly cold walls are safe in sight ; or after a fifty mile ride in 
the bush, under a pouring rain ; or after a pleasant ball, when 
‘ you have to pull down the blind, that the impudent sun may 
^ no(!^iCi*«t you awake in twd hours ; for in all these cases, and 
a hundred more, bed is very pleasant ; but \ou know as well 
as I do, that there are times when you would sooner be on a 
frozen deck, or in the wildest bush fn the worst weather, or 
waltzing in the hall of Eblis with Vathek’s mama, or almost in 
your very grave, than in bed, and awake. 

Oh, the weary*watches ! when the soul, which in sleep would 
leave the tortuted body to rest and ramble off in dreams, holds 
on by a mpre thread, yet a thread strong enough to keep every 
jperve in tense agony. When one’s waking dreams of the past 
fare as vivid as those of sleep, and there is always present, 
through all, the dreadful lurking thought that one is awake, 
and that it is all real. When, looking back, every kindly 
impulsive action, every heartily spoken word, makes you fancy 
that you have mlv earned contempt whcTe you merit kindness. 

the past looks like a hell oftnissed opportunitic.s, and 
the future like another black hopeless hell of uncertainty and 
Eminent misfortune of all kinds ! (Jh,«weary watches. I^et 
us be at such times oq the bleakest hill-side, in the coldest 
night that ever blew^ rather than in the warmest * bed that 
money will buy. * » 

When you are going to have a night of this kind, you seldom 
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know it bcf(|rchand, for certain. Sometimes, if you have had 
much exj)erience in the sort of thing — if you have lost money, 
or gone in debt, or if your sweetheart ha* cut yoft very often — 
you may at least guess, before you ^et your boots off, that* you 
are going to have a night of it ; in which case, read yourself t(3 
sleep in led. Nevef mind burning the house down (that 
would be rather desirable as a distraction from thought) ; but 
don’t read till you are sleepy with your clothes on, and then 
undress, because, tf you do, you will find, by the time you have 
undressed yoursel%that you are terribly wide awake, and, when 
the candle is blown out, you will be all ready for a regular 
Walpurgis night. 

Charles, poor lad, had not as yet had much experience ofj 
Walpurgis nights, liefore hi% catastrophe he had never had 
one. Me had been used to tifhible tired into his bed, and 
sleep a heavy dreamless sleep till an hour before waking, 
'fhen, indeed, he might begin to dream of his horses, and 
dogs, and so on, and then gradually wake into a state more 
sweet than the sweetest dream— that state in which sense is 
awake to all outward objects, but in which the soul is taking 
its few last airy flutters round its home, before coming to rest 
for the day. but, even since then, he had not had experience 
enough to make him dread th^ night. I'he nightj»^me- 
home from St. Jfthn’s ^^’ood, he thought he would go to bed 
and sleep it off. P(jor fellow ! • 

A fellow-servant slept in the same room with him — the 
younger and better-tempered of the two (though Charles had 
no complaint against either of them). 'I’he lad was asleep ; and, 
before Charles put out llie light, he looked at ^lim. His cheek 
was laid on his arm, and he seemed so calm and happy that 
Charles knew that he was not there, but far away. He was 
right. As he looked, , the lad smiled, and babbled of some-, , 
thing in his dream. Strange! the soul had still sufficiency 
connexion with the body to make it smile. 

“ I wonder if Miss Martineau or Mr. Atkinson ever watched 
the face of one who slept and dreamt,” said ('harles, rambling 
on as soon as he hack got into bed. “ Pish ! why that fellow’s 
body is the mere tool ofthis soul. His souPiy out a-walking, 
and his body is only a log. Hey, that won’t do ; that’s as baci 
as Miss Martineau. c I should have said that his body is oij|ly ^ 
a fine piece of clockwork. But clockwork don’t smile of itself. 
My dear' Madam, and;, Mr. Atkinson, I am going to leave my^ 
boidy behind, and be off at Rayenshoe !n ‘five minutes. That 
is to say, I am going to sleep.” 
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He was, was he^ Why no, not just at present. If he had 
meant to do so, he had, perhaps, better not llavc bothered 
himself abo»it “ I .efcters on the laws of man's nature ; for, 
when he had done liis f)rofound cogitations about them, as 

f above, he thought he had got a well, say a pulex, in his 

' bed. There was no more a pulex thai^ there wasn scor])ion ; 
but he had an exciting chase after an imaginary one, like our 
old friend Mr. Sponge after an imaginary fox at J«iverick 
Wells. After this, he had an »ritation ,where he couldn't 
reach, thaj is to say, in the middle of his back : then he hatl 
.the same complaint where he c<nild reach, *and used certain 
temedy (which is a pretty way of saying that he scratched him- 
self) ; then he had the cramp in his right leg ; then he had the 
cramp in his left log; then he grew hot all over, ami threw the 
clothes off ; then he grew '*(fld all over, and pulled them on 
again ; then he had the cranij) in his left leg again ; then he had 
another flea hunt, cramp, irritation in bai:k, heat, ('old, and so 
^fJn, all over ; and then, after half an hour, linding himself in a 
state of feverish despondency, he fell into a cheerful train of 
Jhought, and was quite inclined to Uxfk at his already pleasant 
prospects from a ho|)eful j)()int of view. 

Poor dear fellow ! V'ou may say that it is heartless to make 
fiyj^of him just now, wh(;n everything is going so terribly 
wrong!!* But really my story is so very sa(J, that we must try 
to make » little feeble fun where we can, or it would be 
unreadable. , 

He tried to face the future, manfully. But lo, there was no 
future to face — it was all such a dead, hf){)eless blank. ICllen 
must come awi^y from that house, and lu* must support her; 
Jjuthow? 1^ would be dishonourable for him to come upon 
the Ravenshoes for a farthing ; and it would be dishonourable 
for her to marry that foolish llornby. And these two courses, 
•being dishonourable, were imi>ossilfle. And there he was 
brought up short. , 

But would either course be dishonourable? Yes, yes, was 
the answer each weary time he put the question to himself ; 
and there the matter ended. Was there one soul in tlie wide 
world he could* consult ? Not one. *\11 alone in the weary 
world, he and she. Not one friend for either of them. They 
^Oad made their beds, and must lie on them. When wduld the 
^ end of it all come ? What would the efid be ? 

There was a noisef in the street. A noise oS a woman 
scolding, whose vpioe got louder and*louder, till it rose into a 
scream. A noise of a maif cursing and abusing her ; then a 
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louder scream, and a sound of blows. One, two, then a heavy 
fall, and silenbe. A drunken, homeless couple had fallen out 
in the street, and the man had knockeck the wtman down. 
That was all. It was very common. Probably the woiqan 
was not much hurt. I’hat sort of woman got used to it. The ' 
police would come and^ake them to the station. There they 
were. I'he man and woman were being taken off by two 
constables, scolding and swearing. Well, well ! 

Was it to come that ? There were bridges in London, and 
under them runs the river. Charles had come over.one once, 
after midnight. He wished he had never seen the cursed 
place. He remembered a fluttering figure which had com^ 
and begged a halfpenny of him to pay the toll, and get home. , 
He had given her money, and then, by a sudden impulse, 
followed her till she was safe offithe bridge. Ugly though^ 
Charles! ugly thoughts ! Will the dawn never come? Why, 
the night is not half over yet. 

God in His mercy sets a limit to human nii.sery in man^ 
ways. I do not believe that the condemned man, waiting 
through the weary night for the gallows, thinks all night through 
of his fate. VVe read generally in those accounts of the terrible 
last night (which are so rightly published in the newspapers — 
they are the most terrifying part# of the punishmen^j^at 
they conversed cheerfully, or slept, or did something, showing 
that they half forgot for a time what was coming.® And so, 
before the little window «grew to a lighter grey, poor Charles 
had found some relief from his misery. He was between sleep 
and waking, and he had fulfilled his challenge to Miss 
Martineau, though later than he intended. #He had gone 
to Ravenshoe. • ^ 

There it was, all before him. The dawn behind the eastern 
headland had flooded the amphitheatre of hills, till fhe crags 
behind the house had turned from grey to gold, and the vane ' 
upon the priest’s tower shontj like a star. The sea had changed 
from black to purple, and the fishing boats w'ere stealing lazily 
homewards, over the rolling gentle groundswell. 'Phe surf was 
whispering to the saiuj of their coming. As window after 
window blazed out before tljp sun, and as woodlanAand hill-side, 
stream and park, village and lonely farm in the distant valley, 
waked before the conyng day, Charles watched, in his mind’s:^ 
eye, the dark old porch, tHl there came out a figure in black, 
and stood solitary in the, terrace gazing Seawards. And as he 
said, **Cuthbert,” he fell into a dreamless,* happy sleep. 

He determined that he would 'not go to see Ellen till the 
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afternoon. Hornby was on duty in the morniig, and never 
saw Charles all day ; he avoided him as though on purpose. 
Charles, on •his part, did not want to meet liim till he had 
made some delinite arrangement, and so was glad of it. Kut, 
towards two o’clock, it came across his mind ihi'^t he would 
saunter round to St. Peter s Church, aifd see the comical little 
imp of a boy who was generally to be found there, and beguile 
a quarter of an hour by listening to his prattle. 

He had given up reading. He had hifldly opened a book 
since his misfortune, 'i'his may seem an fdd thing ip have to 
record about a gentleman, and to a certain extent a scholar ; 
nut so it was. He wanted to lower himself, and he was 
beginning to succeed, 'rhere was an essential honesty in him, 
which made him hate to appear what he was not ; and this 
feeling, carried to an absitrtl extent, prevented his taking 
refuge in the most obvious remedy for all troubles except 
Jj^unger : books. He did not know, as Ido, that determined 
reading : reading of anything, even the advertisements in a 
newspaper ; will stop all cravings excqi)t those of the stomach, 
tnd will even soften them ; but he guessed it, nevertheless. 
“ Why should I read it ? ” .s-iid he. “ I must learn to do as the 
rest of them.” And so he did as the rest of them, and “ rather 
l«iff 4 :J-:»vay his time than cAherwise.” 

And he was more inclined to “loaf” thtin usual this day, 
because h^ very much dreaded what was to come. And .so he 
dawdled round it) St. Peter’s Church, and came upon his 
young friend, playing at fiv*es with the Ijall he had given him, 
as energetically as he had before played with the brass button. 
Shoeblacks an? compelh-d to a great deal of unavoidable 
loafing ” ; but certainly this one loafed rather energetically, 
for he was hot and frantic in his play. 

He was very glad to sec Charles., He jiartcd his matted 
^hair from his face, and looked at him admiringly with a 
pleasant smile ; then he suddenly said - 
“ You w'as drunk last night, worn’t you ? ” 

Charles said, No — that he never got drunk. 

“ Worn’t y^ really, though ? ” said the boy ; “ you look as 
tho’ you had^^een. You looks wild about the eyes”; and 
he hazarded another theory to account for Charles’s 
[appearance, which Charles also negatived emphatically. 

\ “I gave a halpenny for this one,” .said the boy, showing him 
the ball, “and 1 spent the other halpenny.” Here^e paused, 
expecting a rebuke, apparently ; but Charles nodded kindly at 
him, and he was encouraged to go on, and to communicate a 
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piece of intelSgencc with the air of one who assumes that his 
hearer is au fait with all the movements of the great world, and 
will be interested. 

“Old Biddy Flanigan’s dead.” . 

“No! is^she?” said Charles, who, of course, had not the 
wildest idea who she wfis, but guessed her to be an aged, and 
— probably a dissipated Irishwoman. 

“Ah ! I believe vou,” saif^the boy. “And they was a-waking 
on her last night, clown in our court (he .said “ daone in ^lour 
cawt ”). % 'I'hey walled me .sharp enough ; but, as for she I 
she’s fast.” « 

“ What did she die of ? ” asked Charles. 

“ Well, she died mostly along of Mr. Malone’s bumble foot, ^ 

I fancy. Him and old Biddy w«s both drunk a-fighting on the 
stairs, and she was a step below he ; and he being drunk, and 
bumble-footed tocj, lost his balance, and down they come 
together, and the back of her head come against the doc;i^ 
.scraper, and there she was. Wake she ! ” he added with scorn, 
‘‘not if all the Irish and.Rooshans in France was to put stones 
in their stockings, and howl a week on end, they wouldn’t wal<?c 
her.” 

“Did they put .stones in their .stockings ?” asked Charles, 
thinking that it was some papist form of penance. -* 

“Mi.ss Ophelia* Flanigan, she put half a brick in her 
stocking end, so she did, and come at Mr. Malone Tor to break 
his head with it, and there were a hole in the .stocking, and the 
brick flew out, and hit old Denny Moriarty in the jaw, and 
broke it. And he worn’t a doing nothink, he worn’t ; but w'as 
sitting in a corner decent and (juiet, blind druhk, a singing to 
his self ; and they took he to (luy’s orsi)ital. Abd the pleece 
come in, and got gallus well kicked about the head, /ind then 
they took they to Cuy s ®rspital ; and then Miss Flanigan fell, ' 
out of winder into the airy, and then they took she to Guy’s*'''' 
orspital ; and there they is, the whole bilin of ’em in bed 
together, with their heads broke, a-eating of jelly and a-drinking 
of sherry wind ; and then in comes a mob from Rosemary- 
lane, and then they all begins to get a bit noijfe' and want to 
fight, and so I hooked itf’ * 

“Then there are a good many Irish in your court?” said 
Charles. * , 

“ Irish ! ah ! I believe you. They’re all Irish there except 
we and Billy Jones’s lot.*' 'I’he Emperor of Rooshar is a nigger ; 
but his lot is mostly Irish, but another bihn bf Irish from Mr. 
Malone’s lot. And one on ’em plays the bagpipes, with a 
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bellus, against the water-butt of a Sunday evening, when tlieyVc 
off the lay. And Mr. Malone’s lot heaves crockerf and broken 
vegetables at# him oyt of winder, by reason of their being 
costermongers, and having such things handy ; so there’s 
j^ostly a shine of a Sunday evening." 

F “But who are Mr. Malone, and Billy ] ones, and the Emperor 
of Russia?” * 

“ They keeps lodging houses,” said the boy. “ Miss Ophelia 
Flanigan is married on Mr. MaUtue, but sjie keeps her own 
name, because her family’s a better one nor his’n, and she’s 
ashamed of him. 'I'hey gets on very well ^hen they’ae sober, 
bht since they’ve been a making money they mostly gets drunk 
.in bed of a morning, so they ain't so happy together as they 
was.” 

“ Does she often attack hiiif with a brick in tlu.‘ foot of a 
stocking ?” asked ('harles. 

“ No,” said the boy, “ she said her j)apa had taught her that 
iiftle game. She used to fist hold of tlu* jjokiT, Init he got uj) 
to that, and spouted it. So now they pokes tluj fire with a 
lyjpstick, whicli ain’t so handy to hifr with, and .softer.” 

Charles walked away northward, and thought what a charm- 
ing sort of person Miss Ophelia Idanigan must be, and how he 
>^y.ld rather like to know I14-T tor curiosity's sake*. 'I’he ju’eture 
he drew of her in his mind was not exac'tly like the original, 
as we shalUsee. 

It was very jdeiV'a-iit summer weather weather in which an 
idle man would be iiK'lined to dawdie, uiuh r any circum- 
stances ; and ('harles was the more inclined to daw<lle, l)eeause 
he very much ^disliked the tirraiul on whi('h he went. He 
:ould loiter a^ street corners now with llic bTrst (jf them, and 
talk to any one who happened to be loiu ring there too. He 
was getting on. 

So he loitered at street corners, and talked. And he found 
out something to-day for the lirst lime. He had been .so 
absorbed in his own troubles that all rununirs had been to him 
like the buzzing of bees ; but to day he began to appreciate 
that this rumour of war was no longer a mere rumour, but 
likely to grow ipto an awful realilv. * 

If he were only free, he said to nimself. If he could only 
tj>iCvide for poor Ellen. “ (iad, if they could get up a regiment 
^.of fellows in the same state of mind am l*am ! ” 

He went into a public-house, and drank a g^.ss of ale. 
They were talking of it there. “SA- Charles Napier is to 
have the fleet,” said one mAn, “ and if he don’t bring Cron- 
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stadt about their ears in two hours, I am a Dutchman. As for 
Odessa 

A man in seedy black, who (let us hgpe) hai seen better 
days, suggested Sebastopol. • ^ 

The first man had not heard of Sebastopol. It could not' 
be a place of much importance, or he must have heard of it, ’ 
Talk to him about I?tcrsburg and Moscow, and he would 
listen to you. 

This sort of talk, heard e^srywhere on his slow walk, excited 
Charles ; and, thinking over it, he came to the door of I^ord 
Welter’s house, ancf rang. 

The door was barely opened, when he saw Lord Welt^ . 
himself in the hall, who called to him by his Christian name, 
and bade him come in. Charles followed Lord Welter into a 
room, and, when the latter turnc^round, Charles saw that he 
was disturbed and anxious. 

‘^Charles,” he said, “ Ellen is gone I” 

Charles said “ Where ? ” for he hardly understood him. 
“Where? Cod knows ! She must have left the house soon 
after you saw her last night. She left this note for me. Take 
it and read it. You see I am free from blame in this matter.*' 
Charles took it and read it. 

“My Lord, 

“ I should have consented to accept the shelter of your roof 
for a longer period, were it not that, by doigg so, I should be 
continually tempted Ip the commission of a dishonourable 
action — an action which would bring speedy punishment on 
myself, by ruining too surely the man whom, pf all others in 
the world, I love' and respect. , j 

“ Lieutenant Hornby has proposed marriage to me. Your 
lordship’s fine sense of honour will show you at once how 
impossible it is for me co consent to ruin his prospects by a^i 
union with such a one ^s myself. Distrusting my own 
resolution, I have fled, and henceforth I am dead to him and 
to you. 

“ Ah ! Welter, Welter ! you yourself might have been loved 
as he is, once; but that time is gone by for e^er. I should 
have made you a better wife than Adelaide. I might have 
lov^ )ou myself once, but I fell more through anger and 
vanity than through love. 

“My brpther, he whom we call Charles Ravenshoe, is in 
this weary world somewnere. I have an idea that you will 
meet him. You used to love one another. Don’t let him 
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quarrel with you for such a worthless straw as I am. Tell him 
I always loved him^as a brother. It is better liat we should 
not meet y^. Tell him that he must make his own place in 
th^ world before we mee^ and then I have something to say to 
^ him. 

“ Mary, the Mother of God, and the blessed saints before 
the throne, bless you and him, here iftid hereafter.” 

Charles had nothing to say Lord Welter, not one word. 
He saw that the letter was genuine. lie understood that 
Welter had had no time to tell her of His coming,^nd that 
4ihe was gone; neither W(;lter nor he knew where, or were 
likely to know; that was all. Me only bid him good-bye, and 
walked home again. 

' When you know' the whol*^ .ftory, you will think that Charles’s 
run of ill luck at this time is almost incredible; but I shall call 
you to witness that it is not so. 'I his was the first stroke of 
Peal ill luck that he had had. All his other misfortunes came 
from his mad determination of alienating himself from all his 
friends. If he had even left Lord AVeller free to have men- 
tioned that he had been seen, all might have gone well, but he 
made him promise secrecy ; and now, after having, so to speak, 
made ill luck for himself, ^nd lamented over it, here was a real 
stroke of it with a vengeance, and he did not know it. He 
not anxioMS about Lllen s future ; he fell sure at once that she 
was going into spme Roman Catholic refuge, where she would 
be quiet and happy. In fact, with a yew fancy he had 
head he was almost content to have missed her. And Lllen, 
meanwhile, never dreamt either of his position or stale of 
mind, or shq would have searched him out ^t the end of the 
world. She thought he was just as he always had Ixien, or, 
perhaps; turning his attention to some useful career, with 
bert’s assistance ; and she thought slie would wait, and wait .she 
did ; and they went apart, not to meet till the valley of the 
shadow of death had been passed, and life was not so well 

worth having as it had been. . t • i 

But as forpur old friend. Father Mackworth. As I said once 
before, ** It’ar qo use wondering, but * 1 do wonder, ’ whether 
.Father Mackworth, had he known ^ow near Ellen and Charles 
Had been to meeting the night before, would not hav& whistled 
“ Lillibulero,” as Uncle Toby did in thnes of dismay ; that is, 
if he had known the ^une. 
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Kavenshoe 


CHAPTER JftLII 

•HAVKN^HOf^ HALL, WRING ALL THIS 

Thk villagers at Ravanshoc, who loved Charles, were very 
much puzzled and^ put out* by his sudden disappearance. 
Although they hjid little or no idea of the real cause of his 
absence, yet it was ifnderstood to be a truth, not to be gain- 
sayed, that it was permanent. And as it was a heavily-felt^ 
misfortune to them, and as they really had no idea why he was 
gone, or where he was gone to, it became necessary that they 
should comfort themselves by ^^formula. At which time 
Master I^ee, up to Slarrow, erected the theory, that Master 
Charles was gone to the Indies — which was found to be a 
doctrine so comfortable to the souls of those that adopted it', 
as being hazy and vague, and as leaving his return an open 
question, that it was uniinimously adopted ; and those who, 
ventured to doubt it, were treated as heretics and heathens. 

It was an additional puzzle to them to find that William had 
:urned out to be a gentleman, ami a Kavenshoe ; a fact wh’^'h 
could not, of coursg be concealed from them, though the other 
facts of the case were carefully hushed up — not a very difficult 
matter in a simple feudal village, like Ravenslioe. Ihit, when 
William ap[)eared, after ^ short absence, he suffered greatly in 
popularity, from tlie belief that he had allowed Charles to go to 
the Indies by himself. Old Master James Lee, of Tor Head, 
old Master James *I,ee, t)f Withycombe JIarton, and old Master 
James Lee, up to Slarrow, the three great quidnuncs of the 
village, were sunning themselves one day under the wall which 
divides part of the village from the shore, when by there came, 
talking earnestly together, AVjlliam, and John Marston. 

The three old men raised their hats, courteously. They 
were in no distinguishable relation to one another, but, from 
similarity of name and a^e, always hunted in a leash. (Sport- 
ing men will notice a coiifusion here about the wird “leash,” 
but let it pass.) When no one was by, I have heard them fall 
out and Squabble together about dates, or such like ; but, when 
others were present, the>’* would, so to speak, trump one 
another’s tricks to any amount. And if, on these occasions, 
any one of the three took up an untenable ■ pQsition, the other 
two would lie him out of it like Jteuits, and only fall foul of 
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him when they were alone together— which, lo^say the least 
of it, was neighbourly and decent. • 

“God sa^ you, gentlemen,” said old Master Ia^c up to 
tSlatrow, who was allowed*to commit himself by the other two, 
fwho were waiting to be “down on him” in private. “Any 
news from the Indies lately ? " ^ • 

William and Marston stopped, and William said — 

“No, Master Lee, we have net heard from ( a])tai/i Archer 
for seven months, or more.” ' • 

“I ask your pardon,” said Lee u)) to farrow ; “ I worn’t a 
^peaking of he. I was s[)eaking of our tm n darling bo^, Master 
Charles. When be he a-c.oming ba(‘k to si i* wi* ? ’’ 

“ When, indeed ! ” said William. “ I wisli I knew, Master 
Lee.” ^ 

“'riicy Indies,” said the^old man, “is well enough: but 
what^s he there no more than any other gentleman ? Why 
ion’t he come liomo to his own. Who’s a-keeping on him 
away ? ” 

William and John Marston walked on without answiTing. 
^\nd then the two other Master lAes'fell on to Master Lee up 
to wSlarrow, and verbally ill treated him ])artly hec'ause he had 
got no information out of William, and partly hec'ause, having 
L*t ciuiet and given hkn plenty of rope, he had not hanged 
himself. Master Lee up to Slarrow had (;vil times of it that 
bles.sed spring afternoon, and emh-d by “dratting” both his 
companions, for* a couple of old fools. After whic'h they 
adjourned to the i)ublic-house and Imrd eider, sent them to 
drink for their sin.s. 

“They’ll never make a scholar of me, .Marston,” said 
^William; “f will go on at it for a year, but no more. I shall 
away soon to hunt up ('harle.s. Is there any police in 
America ? ” 

Marston answered absently, Ws ;* he believc'd so ; but was 
evidently thinking of something ulsc. 

They had gone saujitering out for a walk together. 
Marston had come down from Oxford the day before (after an 
examination ifor an Exeter fellowship^ I believe) for change of 
air ; and he Ahbught he would lik^ to walk with William up to 
, *-•3 top of the lofty promontory, which bounded Ravenshoe- 
bay on the west, and catch the pjeasant summdi- breeze 
coming in from the Atlantic. * 

On the loftiest point of all, with the whispe;ring, blue sea on 
three sides of them, four hundred Teet below, there they .sat 
down on the short sheep-taten turf, and looked westward. 
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Cape after cape stretched away under the afternoon sun, till 
the last seennkd only a dark cloud floating on the sea. Beyond 
that cape there was nothing but water for ^hree thousand weary 
miles. The scene was beautiful enough, but very melanchply 
a long coastline, trending away into dim distance, on a quiet* 
sunny aftennoon, is very melancholy. Indeed, far more melan- 
choly than the same pface in a howling gale : when the nearest 
promontory only, is dimly visible, a black wall, echoing the 
thunder of bursting waves, and when sea, air, and sky, like the 
three furies, are rushing on with mad, destructive unanimity. 

They Jay, these Avo, on the short turf, looking westward^; 
and, after a time, John Marston broke silence. He spoke 
very low and quietly, and without looking at William. 

“ I have something very heavy on my mind, William. I am 
not a fool, with a morbid conshi^^nce, but 1 have been very 
wrong. I have done what 1 never can undo. I loved that 
fellow, William ! ” 

William said “ Ay.” 

“ I know what you would say. You would say, that every 
one who ever knew Clirarles loved him ; and you are right. 
He was so utterly unselfish, so entirely given up to trying to 
win others, that every one loved him, and could not help it. 
The cleverest man in England, with all his clevernes§^ coiz^ii 
not gain so many friends as Charles.” 

William seemed to think this such a self-evident proposition, 
that he did not think it worth while to say aniy thing. 

“ And (Charles was n^)t clever. And what makes me mad 
with myself is this. I had influence over him, and I abused it. 

I was not gentle enough with him. I used to make fun of him, 
and be flippant, ahd priggish, and dictatorial, witk him. Godr 
help me ! And now he has taken some desperate step, and, 
in fear of my ridicule, has not told me of it. I felt sure he 
would come to me, but I liave lost hope now. May God for- 
give me — God forgive me ! 

In a few moments William said, “ If you pause to think, 
Marston, you will see how unjust you are to yourself. He 
could not be afraid of me, and yet he has never come near 
me.” ^ 4 A 

“ Of course not,” said Marston. “ You seem hardly to know 
him so well as I. He fears that you would make him take • 
money, and that he wbuld be a burthen on you. I never 
expected that. would come back to you. He knows that 
you would never leave hitn. He knows, as well as you know 
yourself, that you would sacrifice all'-your time and your oppor- 
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^unities of edueation to him. And, by being dependent on 
you, he would be dependent on Father Mackwc^h— the only 
man in the viorld heilislikes and distrusts.” 

Vyilliam uttered a forii of speech concerning the good 
Rather, which is considered by foreigners to be merely a harm- 
hess national facon de parler — sometimes, perhaps? intensive, 
when the participle is used, but in general no more than 
expletive. In this case, the sjx'aker was, I fear, in earnest, and 
meant what he said most heartily. ^ . 

Marston never swore, but he certainly did not correct William 
for swearing, in this case, as he should havi done, 'rhere was 
t. silence for a time. After a little, William laid liis hand on 
. Marston’s shoulder, and said — 

“He never had a truer friend than you. Don’t you blame 
yourself.” ^ ^ 

“I do ; and shall until 1 find him.” 

“Marston,” said William, “what has he done with him.self? 
ithere the deuce is he gone ? ” 

“ Lord Saltire and 1 were over the same problem for two 
Jiours the other night, and we could make nothing of it, but that 
he was gone to America or Australia. Ho hardly took money 
enough with him to keep him till nc>w. I can make nothing 
^jt. you think he w(^uld be likely to seek out Welter?” 

“ If he were going to do so, he would haye done so by now, 
and we m%ist have heard of it. No,” said William. 

“He was capable of doing very odd things,” said Marston. 
“ Do you remember that liaster vacation, when he and Lord 
Welter and Mowbray went away together? ” 

“ Remembei;! ” said William. “ Why, I was with them ; and 
glorious fun it was. Rather fast fun though * too fast by half. 
We went up and lived on the .Severn and Avon (Janal, among 
the barg'femen, dressing accordingly. (Charles had nothing to 
^dc with that folly, beyond joining in’it, and spending the day 
in .laughing. That was Lord \V^lter‘s floing. The bargees 
, mcknamed Lord Welter ‘ the sweep,’ and said he was a good 
. ilow, but a terrible blackguard. And so he was — for that 
Mime, at all events.” ^ 

Marston laughed, and, after a tinie, s*aid, “ Did he ever seem* 
jcare about soldiering ? I )o you think he was likely to enlist ? 

1‘ “ It is possible,” said William ; “ it is quite [K}ssiblft. Yes, 

► he has often talked to me about Soldiering. I mind — 1 
remember, I should fciy — that he once was hot jtbout going' 
into the army, byt he gave it up bediuse it would have taken 
him away from Mr. Ravenshoe too much.” 
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'rhcy turned and walked homewards, without speaking a 
word all the f/ay. On tlie bridge they paused and leant upon 
the coping, looking into the stream. All^of a sudden William 
laid his hand on Marston’s arm, and,Jooking in his face, said — ^ 
“ ICvery day we lose, I feel lie is getting farther from us.* li 
don’t know what may happen. I shall go and seek him. I 
will get educated at idy leisure. Only think of what may be 
happening now ! I was a fool to have given it up so soon, 
and to have tried waiting t^il he came to us. He will never 
come. I must go and fetch him. Here is Cuthbert, too, good 
fellow, fretting himself to death about it. Let us go and talk 
to him.” 

And John Marston said, “ Right, true heart ; let us go.” 

Of all their ac(]uaintances there was only one who could have 
given them any information --Lord Welter; and he, of all 
others, was the very last they dreamt of going to. You begin 
to sec, I dare say, that, when Charles is found, my story will 
nearly be at an end. Hut my story is not near finished yet,*l 
assure you. 


Standing where they rwere on the bridge, they could look 
along the village street. It was as neat a street as one ever 
sees in a fishing village ; that is to say, rather an untidy one, 
for, of all human employments, fishing involves more lumber 
and mess than any other. ICvery tiling past use was ‘‘‘hit,’'*as 
they say in Berkshire, out into the street ; and of the inorganic 
part of this refuse, that is to say, tiles, bricks, potsherds, and so 
on, the children built themselves shops and bazaars, and sold 
one another the organic orts, that is to say, cabbage-stalks, fish- 
bones, and orange-peel, which were paid for in mussel-shells. 
And, as Marston ‘and William looked along this street, as one| 
may say, at high market time, they saw Cuthbert come, slowly 
riding along among the children, and the dogs, and the pigs, 
and the herring-bones, aivJ brickbats. 

He was riding a noble horse, and was dressed with his usual 
faultless neatness and good taste, as clean as a new pin from 
top to toe. As he came along, picking his way gently among 
the children, the fishermen and their wives came,put right and 
left from their doors, and greeted him kindly. olden times 
they would not have done tuis, but it had got about that he was 
pining fer the loss of his brother, and their hearts had warmed 
to him. It did not takfc much to make their hearts warm to a 
Ravenshoe though they were sturdy, independent rogues 
enough at times. I am af very great admirer of the old feudal 
feeling, when it is not abus^ b>i either party. In parts of 
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Australia, where it, or something near akin to it. is very strong 
indeed, I have seen it act on high and low mosl benelioially ; 
giving to th^ one side a sense ofresponsihilit}', and to the other 
, a Reeling of trust and r^^Iiance. “J lures ^Captain Dash,’ or 
‘Colonel Blank,' or ‘Mr. So-amlso,’ and he won’t see mo 
wronged, I know. I have served him and his father for forty 
years, and he’s gentle man^ and so wer<^ his father before him.*' 
That is a sort of thing you will hear often enough in Australhi. 
And even on the diggings, with a]l the leaven of Americanism 
and European Radicalism one finds there, *it is much easier for 
a w'arden to get on with the diggers if I/e comes ofi»a known i 
colonial family, than if he is an unknown m^n. 'I'he old 
colonial diggers, the people of the greatest real weight, talk of 
them, and the others listen and mark. All peoj)le, prate as 
they may, like a guarantee JVVr res[)ei'tal)ility. In the eolonie.s, 
.such a guarantee is given by a man’s being tolerably well off, 
and “come of decent peoidc.” In England, it is given, in 
^ases, by a man and a man’s forefathers having been good 
landlords and honest men. Such a guarantee is given by such 
l^people as the Ravenshoes, but that is not the whole secret of 
their influence. ’I'liat ( omes more from assoia’ation a feeling 
strong enough, as one sees, to make educaletl and clever men 
mse tlieir talents and eloo,uenc(r towards kei:ping a school in a 
crowded, unhealthy neighbourhood, instead of moving it into 
the couatry ; merely because, as far as oni? <'an gather from 
their speeches, they were eclucated at it themselves, twenty 
years ago. Hereby visiting the sii^^ of the fathers on the . 
children, \vith a vi.ngeance ! 

“Somewhat too much of this.” It would be stretching a 
. point to that Cuthbert was a handsoide man, though he ' 
was very near being so, indeed. He was tall, but not too 
slender, for he had developed in chest somewhat since we first 
knew him. His face was rather -pale, but his complexion 
perfectly clear ; save that he had^a black mark round his eyes. 
His features were decidedly marked, but not so strongly a.s , 
Charles’s ; and there was an air of stately repose about him, 
showing itsttjf in his way of carrying his head perfectly upright, 

' and the firSi^ but not harsh, settling of his mouth, with the 
lower lip slightly pouting, which Tvas very attractive. He was 
a consummate horseman, too, and, as I siiid, perfectly dressed ; 
and, as he came towards them, lookiflg apparently at nothing, : 
both William and ^ferston thought they had never seen a finer ' 
specimen of a gentleman. ’ 

He had strangely altered in two months. As great a change 



28 o Ravenshoe 

f 

had come over him as comes over a rustic when the drill- 
sergeant gets'* him and makes a soldier of him. There is the 
same body, the same features, the same ihair and eyes. Bill 
Jones is Bill Jones, if you are to believe his mother. But pill 
Jones the soldier is not Bill Jones the ploughboy. He is quite 
a different person. So, since the night when Charles departed, 
Cuthbert had not been the Cuthbert of former times. He was 
no longer wayward and irritable ; he was as silent as ever, but 
he had grown so staid, so studiously courteous to every one, so 
exceedingly humble-minded and patient with every one, that 
all save one or two wondered at the change in him. 

He had been passionately fond of Charles, though he had' 
seldom shown it, and was terribly cut up at his loss. He had 
greatly humiliated himself to himself by what was certainly his 
felonious offer to Father Mack^<^rth ; and he had found the 
estate somewhat involved, and had determined to set to work 
and bring it to rights. These three causes had made Cuthbej^t 
Ravenshoe a humbler and better man than he had ever been 
before. 

** William,” he said, smiling kindly on him, “I have been 
seeing after your estate for you. It does me good to have 
some one to work for. You will die a rich man.” 

William said nothing. One of Cvthbert’s fixed notions was^c 
that he would die young and childless. He claimed to have a 
heart-complaint, though it really appeared without any found- 
ation. It was a fancy which William had combated at first, 
but now acquiesced in, because he found it useless to do 
otherwise. 

He dismounted and walked with him. “C:Uthbert,” said 
William, “we have been thinking about Charles*” 

“ I am always thinking about him,” said Cuthbert ; “ is there 
no way of finding him ? ” 

“ I am going. I want you to give me some money and let 
me go.” 

“You had better go at once, William. You had better try 
if the police can help you. We are pretty sure that he has 
gone to America, unless he has enlisted. In eit|ier case it is 
very possible we may find him. Aunt Ascfft 'would have 
succeeded if she had not lost her temper. Don’t you think I 
am rights my dear Marston ? ” 

“I do, indeed, Ravenshoe,” said Marston. “Don’t you 
think now, Mr. Mackworth, that, if a real push is made, and 
with judgment, we may find Charles again?/’ 

They had reached the terrace, and Father Mackworth was 
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standing in frdnt of the porch. He said he b^ieved it was 
perfectly possible. “ Nay,” he said, “ possible ! 1 am as sure 
of seeing Charles Horton back here again, as 1 am that I shall 
eat jny dinner to-day.” ^ 

P “And I,” said Cuthbert, “am equally sure that we shall see 
Fpoor Ellen back some day. Poor girl ! „she shall hive a warm 
welcome.” 

Father Mackworth said he hoped it might be so. And the 
lie did not choke him. • 

“ We are going to send William away pgain to look after 
him, father,” said Cuthbert. . *’ 

“ He had much better stay at home and mind his education,” 
said Mackworth. 

William had his back towards them, and was looking out to 
sea, whistling. When the ^ipricst sj)oke he turned round 
sharply, and said — 

^“Hey? What’s that?” 

The priest repeated it. 

“I suppose,” said William, “that that is more my business 
^an yours, is it not? I don’t intend to go to school again, 
certainly not to you. ’ 

Cuthbert looked from one to the other of them and said 
^thing^ A few days before this William and the prie.st had 
fallen out ; and Mackworth, ai)pealing, hod been told with 
the greatest kindness and politene.ss by Cuthbert that he could 
not interfere. 'I'hat William was heir to Ravenshoe, and that 
he really had no power over him whatever. Mackworth had 
said nothing then, but now he had followed Cuthbert into the 
library, and, wl^ben they were alone, said — 

^ “Cuthbert^ I did not expect this from you. You have let 
him insult me twice, and have not correc ted him.” 

Cuthbert put his back against the door and said— 

“Now you don’t leave this room till you apologize for these 
wicked words. My dear old fellcjw, what a goose you are 1 
Have not you and he always squabbled ? Do fight it out with 
him, and don’t try and force me to take a side. I ain’t going 
to do it, you |^now, and so I tell you plainly. Ciive it to him. 
Who can do^itftso well as you ? ^temember what an altered 
ifcion he is in. How can you expect me to take your part 
toainst him ? ” , 

Father Mackworth cleared his brow, and said, laughing, 
“ You are right, Cuthbiert. I’ll go about with the rogue. He 
is inclined to kick> over the traces, but I’ll whip him in a little. 
I have had the whip hand of every Ravenshoe I have had to 



282 Ravenshoe 

deal with ye(, yourself included, and it’s hard if I am to be| 
beat by this new whipper-snapper.” g 

Cuthbcrt said affectionately to him, “ t think you love me^ 
Mackworth. Don’t quarrel with hirfi more than you can lyjlp.j 
I know you love me.” And so Cuthbert went to seek Johm 
Marston. ' 

I^ve him ! Ay, that he did. John Mackworth could be 
cruel, hard, false, vindictive. He could cheat, and he could 
lie, if need were. *■ He was^hcartless and ambitious. But he 
loved Cuthbert. (t was a love which had taken a long time 
growing, but there it was, and he was half ashamed of it. 
Even to himself he would try to make out that it was mer^ 
selfishness and ambition — that he was gentle with Cuthbert, 
because he must keep his place at Ravenshoe. Even now he 
would try to persuade himself tnai; such was the case -perhaps 
the more strongly, because he began to see now that there was 
a soft spot in his heart, and that Cuthbert was master of it. 
Since the night when Cuthbert had offered him ten thousand 
pounds, and he had refused it, Cuthbert had never been the 
same to him. And Mackworth, expecting to find his influenre 
increased, found to his astonishment that from that moment it 
was ('utlibert’s intensely sensitive and proud nature 

revolted from the domination of a man before whon;i, he bad 
so lowered himsolf ; and firmly, though humbly now, for he 
was altered by seeing how nearly he had been ar villain, he 
let him see that he would walk in future in his own strength, 
hather Mackworth sat. soon that Ravenshoe was a comfortable 
home for him, but that his power was gone. Unless ! 

And yet he kpew he could exercise a power little dreamt of. 

It is in the power, possibly, of a condemned man to burn the 
prison down, and possibly his interest ; but he has compunctions. 
Mackworth tried to persuade himself that the reasbn he did 
not use his power was that it would not be advisable. He wa^l^ 
a cipher in the house, and knew by instinct that he would 
never be more. But in reality, I believe, he let his power 
sleep for Ciithbert’s sake. 

V .thought,” he said, “ that ithe very thing 

which clinched my power, as I thought, should nave destroyed 
it ? Are not those people fools, who lay down rules for human 
action ? Why, no. They are possibly right five times out q* 
ten. But as for the other five 1 Bah ! ” 

“No, I -won’t allow tjiat. It was my own fault. I should 
have known his character better. But there, I could not have 
helped it, for he did it himself. '■I was passive.” 



The Meeting 283 

And Cuthbert followed Marston into the Iftill and said, 

L You are not going away because William goes, Marston ? 

I “ Do you^vant m6 ? ” said Marston. 

P *^Yes,” said Cuthberf. “You must slay wiib me. My 
Ijlime is short, and I must kp.ow as .much of this world as 1 
^may. I have much to do ; you must Ipelp me. 1 will be like; 
a little child in your hands. I will die in the old faith ; but 1 
will learn sometbing knew.'’ 

And so Marston stayed with nim, and'tliey two grew fast 
friends. Cuthbert had nothing to learn in this management 
, '^y his estate ; there he was Marston s master ; luit iul tliat a 
^ Siirewd young man of the world could leach a bookworm, so 
r much Cuthbert got from Marston. 

Marston one day met the village ilot lor, the vi-ry man whom 
we saw at the beginning ftf the book, |)ulling out W'illiam 
(whom we then sui)posed to be ( harles) to nu?se. Marston 
tfked him, “ Was there any reality in this heart-complaint of 
Cuthbert’s ? ” 

“Not the very faintest .shadow of ji reality,” said the doctor. 

it is the most tiresome whim.sy 1 ever knew. He has 
persuaded hirn.self of it, though. Hc‘ used to be very 
hypochondriac. lie is as likely to live till eighty as you are. ’ 


CIIAP'J'EK XL^II 

TIIK MKi/riNc; 

'Therk was ruin in the Ascot family, w’c Know. And Lord 
Ascot, cri])pled with paralysis at fji.x and -forty, was lying in 
South Audley Street, nursed by Lady Ascot. 1 he boxes, 
which we .saw i)acked ready Ufr their foreign tour at the 
London Bridge Hotel, were still there - not gone abroad yet, 
for the simple reason that Herodias had won the Oaks, and 
that Lord \\%lter had won, some said iieven, others said seventy 
thousand pounds. (He had really won nine.) So the boxes 
*-^ght stay where they were a few days, and he migl^t pursue 
his usual avocations in peace, all his. debts ol honour being 

He had barely saved himself from,bcing posted.* fortunately 
for him, he had, on the Derby, betted chiefly with a few 
friends, one of whom was Hornby ; and they waited and said 
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nothing till a{ter the Oaks, when they were paid, and Welter 
could hold up his head again. He was indebted to the 
generosity of Hornby and Sir Charles Ferrers for fcis honour — 
the very men whom he would have sxlrindled. But he laughed- 
and ate his dinner, and said they were good fellows, and 
thought no* more of it^ 

The bailiffs were at Ranford. The servants were gone, and 
the horses were advertised at 1 attersall’s already. It was 
reported in the county that ‘an aged Jew, being in possession, 
and prowling ai)OUt^the premisc.s, had come into the poultry- 
yard, and had surre]Uitiously slain, cooked, and essayed to eah 
the famous cock “ Sampson,** the champion bird of Englanc^ 
since his match with “Young Countryman.’* On being 
informed by the old keeper th^at my lord had refused sixty 
guineas for him a few weeks before, he had (so said the 
county) fled out of the house, tearing his hair, and knocked 
old Lady Hainault, who had also come prowling over in hy 
pony-carriage, down the steps, flat on her back. Miss Hicks, 
who was behind with her shawls, hail picked her up, they 
said, and “ caught it.** ^ 

If Adelaide was beautiful everywhere, surely she was more 
beautiful on horseback than anywhere else, and no one knew 
it better than herself. She was one of the few who appearcii 
in the park in a lo^Y-crowncd hat — a “ wide-awake.’* They are 
not de rigucitr even yet, I believe ; but Adelaide was never 
very particular so long as she could look well. She had 
found out how splendid her perfect mask looked under the 
careless, irregular curves of such a head-dress, and how bright 
her banded hair slione in contrast with a black 'ostrich feather 
which drooped on her shoulder. And so she iiad taken toi 
wear one since she had been Lady Welter, and had appeared 
in the park in it twice. 

Lord Welter bethought himself once in these times — that is, ' 
just after the Oaks — that ho would like to lake his handsome 
wife out and show her in the park. His Hornby speculation 
had turned out ill ; in fact, Hornby had altogether made 
rather a handsome sum out of him, and he ipust look for 
some one else. The some one else, a y^-ung Austrian, 
Pscechenyi by name, a young fellow of wealth, had received 
his advances somewhajt coldly, and it became necessary to 
hang out Adelaide as a lure. 

Lord Welter was aware that, if he had asked Adelaide to come 
and ride with him, on the ground of giving her an afternoon’s 
amusement, and tried to persuaae her to it by fair-spoken 
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common-places, she would probably not have con^ ; and so he 
did nothing of the kind. He and his wife thoroughly under- 
irtood one another. Jhere was perfect confidence between them 
‘ 1 everything. Towards, one another they were perfectly 
jn&re; and this very sincerity begot a feeling of trust between 
i^em, which ultimately ripened into something better. 'I'hey 
)egan life together w'ithout any professions of atTection ; but 
)ut of use, and a similarity of character, there grew a liking in 
he end. She knew everything liiout I .or^ Welter, save one 
:hing, which she was to know immediately, and which was of no 
mportance; and she was always ready tolielj) him, jifovided, 
'^he told him, “ he didn’t humbug,” which his lonlshij), as we 
2ow, was not inclined to do, without her caution. 

Ix)rd Welter went into her dressing-room in llie morning, and 
said — 

“Here’s a note from Pscecnenyi. He won’t come to-night.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Adelaide, brushing her hair. “ I did not 
gRe him credit for so much sense. Keally, you know, he can’t 
be such a fool as he looks.” 


;“We must have him,” said T.ord Welter. 

“ Of course we must,” said Adelaide “ J really cannot allow 
such a fat goose to run about with a knife and fork in him any 
Jonger. Heigh ho! Let\ see. He alTi'cts I^uly Hritticjug, 

’ don’t he*^ I am going to her party to nigh^, and I’ll capture 
him for you, and bring him home to you Irom under her very 
no.se. Now do try and make a better hand of him tlian you 
did of Hornby, or.we shall all be in th^“ workhouse together.” 

“ I’ll do my best,” .said Lord XVelter, laughing. “ But look 
here. I don’t ^hink you'll catch him so, you kncnv. She looks 
8,8 well as yoirby candlelight ; but she can t ri(Te a hang. Come 
iut in the pa^ this afternoon. He will he there.” 

* “ Very-well,” said Adelaide ; “ I suppose you know best. I 
^Ishall be glad of a ride. Half-i)ast two, then.” 

So, at the time appointed these ^wo innocent lambkins rode 
forth to take the air. Lord Welter, big, burly, red-faced, good- 
humoured, perfectly dressed, and sitting on his horse as few 
others could ^it, the model of a frank English nobleman, 
f Adelaide, bealtyul and fragile beyonef description, perfect in 
and carriage, riding trustingly S.nd lovingly in the shadow 
pi her lord, the happy, timid bride all over. They had no 
^Toom. What should a poor simple cjouple like them want with 
a ^ com ? It was a beautiful sight, and many turped to look 
at them. 

But Lord Saltire, who wa» looking out of the drawing-room 
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window of L<yd Ascot's house in South AuSley Street, as they 
passed, turnea to Marston, and said very emphatically — 

“ Now, I do really wonder what infernal misch^f those two 
are after. There is an air of pasto^^l simplicity* about their 
whole get-up, which forebodes some very great — very great* — 
here he pau.sed, took snuff, and looked Marston straight in the 
face — “obliquity of m<9ral purpose.” 

Meanwhile, the unconscious innocents sauntered on into the 
park, under the Mi|rble Arc]^, and down towards Rotten-row^' 
When they got into the Row they had a canter. There wcy[ 
Pscechcr.yi riding wfth Hornby and Miss Buckjumper, butthe^ 
gave them the “ go by,” and went softly on towards Kensingto*^ 
Gate. “ Who is the woman in the hat and feathers ? ” saic^', 
everybody who didn’t know. “ I^ady Welter,” said everybody 
who did ; and, w'hatever else thtfv said of her, they all agreed 
that she was wonderfully beautiful, and rode divinely. \Vhen 
they came slowly back, they found Hornby and the Austrian 
were standing against the rail talking to some ladies. They 
drew close up, and entered into conversation ; and Adelaide 
found herself beside Mis»Buckjumper, now I^dy Handlycross. 

Adelaide was somewhat pleased to find herself at the side of 
this famous horsewoman and beauty. She was so sure that 
comparisons would be favourable tg herself. And they were. 
If ever an ex(|uisitely formed nose was, so to speak, put out of 
joint, that nose was in the middle of Miss Buckjumper’s face 
that day. Nevertheless, she did not show anything. She had 
rather a respect for A^lclaide, as being a successful woman. 
Was not she herself cantering for a coronet ? There was very 
soon a groiq) round them, and I^ord Welter’s hoarse jolly laugh 
was heard continually. Teople, who were walking in the park) 
to see the great people, paused outside the circle to look at her, 
and reixissed again. Mr. Pelagius J. Bottom, of New York, 
whose father emigrated tc Athens, and made a great fortune at 
the weaving business in the time of King Theseus, got on a 
bench, and looked at her through a double-barrelled opera-glass. 
I'here never was such a success. The Austrian thought no 
more of Hornby’s cautions, thought no more of Miss Buck- 
jumper or I^dy Brittlejug. He was desperately in love, and 
was dying for some excuse to withdraw his refusal of this 
morning. Pelagius Jas. Bottom would have come, and mort- 
gaged the paternal weaving business at the dice, but unfortun- 
ately his letters of introduction, being all addressed to respectable 
people, did not include ewe to Lord and I^dy Welter. All the 
young fellows would have comth and played all night, till 
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church-tinie next morning, for her sake. As 'rxjrd Welter 
candidly told her that night, she was the best nivestmeiit he 
jhad ever ma^e. 

I They did not want all Ijie young fellows though. 'l oomany 
poolcs spoil the broth. They only wanted the young Austrian, 
|nd so I..ord Welter .said, after a time, “ I was in hojies of seeing 
W at my house to-night.” That wift ejuite enough. Fifty 
Tornbys would not have stoppetl him now. 

Still they stood there talking. %Adelaid(^ was almost happy, 
pch of these staid women had such power as she ? There 
{ a look of pride and admiration eveft on Ford MWlter’s 
pid face. Yes, it was a great success. Suddefily all people 
an to look one way and come towards the rails, and a bu/z 
' arose, “ 'Fhe Queen - -the Queen ! ” 


Adelaide turned just as t^^ outriders wiTe opposite to her. 
She saw the dark claret-coloured carriagi*, fifty yards off, and she 
knew that I.ady Fmily Montford, who had been her sister 
bfidesmaid at Lady I fainault’s wedding, was in wailing that day. 
Ho’-nby declares the whole thing was done on purpose. Let us 
h- more charitable, and suppo.se thntJier horse was startled at 
the scarlet coats of the outriders ; however it was, the brute 
took fright, stood on its hind legs, and bolted straiglu towards 
,the roytil carriage. She n^gned it up within ten feet of the 
carriage* .step, plunging furiously. Kai-singju r whi[) hand to 
push her bat more firmly on, she knocked it r>ff, and sat there 
bareheaded, with, one loop of her hair fallen down, a sight 
which no man w^o .saw it ever forgr^t. Slu; saw a look of 
amazed admiration intlie Queen’s face. She saw Lady Fmily’s 
look of gentle oity. She saw Her Majesty lean forward, and ask 
who it was. JsTie saw her name pass LidylCmily’s lips, and 
.hen she saw the Queen turn with a frown, and look stearlily the 
3th er way. 

Wrath and rage were in her heart,* and showed themselves 
3ne instant in her face. A gn^om^had run out and picked up 
her hat. She bent down to take it from him, and saw that it 
was Charles Ravenshoe. 

Her face gsew soft again directly. Poor thing ! she must 
have had a iTiijd heart after all, crust*ed over as it was with 
vanity, pride, and selfishness. No\f, in her anger and shame, 
^he could have cried to .see her old love so degraded. • There 
;'as no time for crying, or for saying ffiore than a few sharp 
for they were coming towards her. 

“ What nonsense is this, Charles ? ”^he said. “ What is this 
masquerade ? Are you com« to double my shame ? Go home 
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and take thaij'jdress off and burn it. Is your pride dead, that 
you disgrace yourself like this in public ? If you are desperate, 
as you seem, why are you not at the war ? .They w^nt desperate 
men there. Oh ! if I was a man ! ” « ^ 

They parted then ! no one but I^rd Welter and Hornby 
knew who Charles was. The former saw that Adelaide had 
recognised him, and, aS they rode simply home together, said — 

“ 1 knew poor Charles was a groom. He saw his sister the 
other night at our ..house. J didn’t tell you ; I hardly knoiy 
why. I really believe, do you know, that the truth of the 
matter is, Adelaide, that I did not want to vex you. Now ! ” 

He looked" at her as if he thought she would disbelieve hinij 
but she said — 

“ Nay, I do believe you. Welter. You are not an ill-natured 
man, but you are selfish and unjjr^ncipled. So am I, perhaps 
to a greater extent than you. At what time is that fool of a 
Cerman coming ? ” 

At half-past eleven.” 

“ I must go to that woman Brittlejug’s party. I must show 
there, to keep friends with her. She has such a terrible 
tongue ; I will be back by twelve or so.” 

“ I wish you could stay at home.” 

“ I really dare not, my dear Welt<?r. 1 must go. I will be 
back in good time.’,’ 

“Of course you will please yourself about it,” raid Lord 
Welter, a thought sulkily. And, when he was by himself, he 
said — o 

“ She is going to see Charles Ravenshoe. Well, perhaps she 
ought. She treated him d d bad ! And so,. did I.” 


CHARTER XLIV 

ANOTHER MEETING 

Lord Ascot had been moved into South Audl'ey Street, his 
town house, and I..ady Ascot was there nursing him. General 
Mainwaring was off for Varna. But Lord Saitire had been a 
constant visitor, bringing 'with him very often- Marston, who 
was, you wi]l remember, an old friend of Lady Ascot. 

It was not at all an unpleasant house to be in. Lord Ascot 
was crippled — he had been seized with paralysis at Epsom ; and 
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be was ruined. But every one knew the worst, an(| felt relieved 
by thinking that things could get no worse than worst, and so 
must get better. 

Ilj fact, every one admitted to the family party about that 
le remembered it as a very happy and quiet time indeed, 
rd Ascot was their first object, of course ; and a more gentle 
mnd biddable invalid than the poor fellow made can hardly be 
conceived. He was passionately fond of reading novels (a 
most reprehensible practice), and ^ was easily amused. I.ord 
Saltire and he would play picquet ; and ^very ijvenin^ there 
would be three hours of whist, until the doctor logked in the 
jMt thing, and I^rd Ascot was helped t(^ beil. 

I^Jlarston was always set to play with Lord Ascot, because 
*x>rd Saltire and I.ady Ascot would nr)t ])lay against one 
another. Lord Saltire was, of course, om; of the best players 
in Europe ; and I believe that l.ady Ascot was not the worst 
by any means. I can see the ])arly ?iow. I can see I^ady 
Ascot laying down a card, and looking at tlu; same time at her 
partner, to call his attention to her leatl. And I can see Lord 
^T^jitire take out his snuff-box thereat, as* if he were piiz/led, but 
nOc alarmed. AVilliam would come s()metimes and sit (piietly 
Jbehind Marston, or J.ord Saltire, watching the game. In short, 
Ihcy werj a very quiet pleasant j)arty indeed. 

' One night — it was the very night in which Adelaide had lost 
ber hat in the Park— there was no whist. Marston had gfine 
lown to Oxford suddenly, and William came in to tell them 
o. Lady Ascot wm rather glad, she sai#l, lor she had a friend 
,‘oming to tea, who did not play whist; so Lord Saltire and 
bord Ascot sat down to picquet, and William talked to his aunt. 
>“Who is your friend, Maria? ’’asked Lord Saltire. 

“ A Mr. Bidder, a minister. He has written a book on the 
[levelatioils, which you really ought to read, James ; it would 
rtiit you.” 

|They both laughed. • 

bout the .seven seals, hey?” said ]x')rd .Saltire ; septem 
VP,’ as I remember Machynlctli translated it at ICton once. 
We called him i Vitulina ’ ever after. 'Pbe name stuck to him 
through life with some of us. A gapital name for him, too ! 
His fussy blundering in this war-business is just like his old 
t^adlong way of looking out words in his dictionary. He is an 
4%, xMaria ; and* I will bet fifty pourfds that your friend, the 
ihi'f'.ster, is another.” * ^ • 

“ How can you know ? at all events the man he brings with 
him is none.’* 
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“Anothef minister?” 

“ Yes, a Moravian missionary from Australia.” 

“Then certainly another ass, or he * would tiave gone ai 
missionary to a less abominably dhestable hole. They^e'M 
all burnt into the sea there the other day. Immediately aful 
which the river rose# seventy feet, and drowned the rest ol 
them.” 

Soon after were announced Mr. Bidder and Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Bidder was aft entirely^ unremarkable man ; but Mr. Smith 
was evie of the most remarkable men I have ever seen, or 
rather heard — for externally there was nothing remarkable ab^t 
V\\vn, except a fine forehead, and a large expressive grey e%j- 
which, when he spohe to you, seemed to come back from along 
distance, and fix itself upon yo^js. In manners he was perfect. 
He was rather taciturn, though 111 ways delighted to communi- 
cate information about his travels, in a perfectly natural way. 
If one man wanted information on botany, or what not, he^yas 
there to give it. If another wanted to hear about missionary 
work, he was ready for lp‘m. He never spoke or acted untruth- 
fully for one instant. He never acted the free and easy manrof 
the world as some religious gentlemen of all sects feel it neces- 
sary to do sometimes, imitating the real thing as well as Paul 
Bedford would imitate Fanny •Ellsler. What nwide hihT 
remarkable was ins terrible earnestness, and the feeling you 
had that his curious language was natural, and iTieant some- 
thing ; something very important indeed. * 

He has something \o do with the story^ The straws in the 
gutter have to do with the history of a man like Charles, a man 
who leaves all things to chance. And this rrrtin Smith is ve^ 
worthy of notice, and so I have said thus much Sbout him, aftd 
am going to say more. 

Mr. Bidder was very strong on the Russian war, which h. -;, 
illustrated by the Revelations. He was a good fellow, and 
well-bred enough to see that his friend Smith was an object of 
greater interest to Ixidy Ascot than himself; so he “retired 
into ” a book of prints, and left the field clear. 

Mr. Smith sat by Isady Ascot, and William Idrew close up. 
I.ady Ascot began by a oommon place, of coftrse. 

“ Y^u have suffered great hardships among those savages, 
Mr. Smith, have you npt?” 

“ Hardships ! Oh, dear no, my deay lady. * Our station was 
one of thd pleasantest places in the whole earth, I believe ; and 
we had a peaceful time. When the old man is strong in me 
I wish I was back there.” 
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“ You did not make much progress with them, I believe ? ” 
j “ None whatever. We found out after a year or two that it 
|as hopeless lb make- them understand the existence of a God ; 

After that we stayed oft to see if we could bring them to 
Xme knowledge of agriculture, and save them fropi their in- 
vitable extermination as the New Zealanders have been saved/^ 

“ And to no purpose ? ” 

** None. For instance, we taught them to plant our potatoes 
for us. They did it beautifully, burin the ni^ht they dug them 
up and ate them. And in due season waited tljfat our 
nfttatoes should grow, and they grew not. Th‘‘>i came to 
S&thcr Hillyar, my coadjutor, an old man, now ruling ten 
(.oes for his master, and promised for rewards of flour to tell 
him why the potatoes did ncg. grow. And he, \ov\ng them, 
gave them what they desired. And they told him that they 
dug them up while we sle})t. And for two days 1 went about 
mjfc business, laughing in secret places, for which he tried to 
rebuke me, but could not, laughing himself. 'i*he I^rd kept 
hiip waiting long, for he was .seventy-fpur; but, doul)tle.s.s, his 
xA'ard is the greater.” 

William said, “ You brought home a collection of zoological 
ipecimens, I think. They are in the Museum." 

“ Yes. « But What I coulcf not bring over were my live pets. 

. and my wife had a menagerie of our own great number 

beasts— 2—” 

Mr. Bidder, looking up from his book, catching the last sen- 
:ence only, said thl^number of the bea^t was 666 ; and, then 
;urning round, held himself ready to strike into the conversa- 
Lion, thinking tlfat the time was come when* he should hide 
Jts light no Idhger. 

“The patives are very low savages, are they not, Mr. 
5mith ? ” said William. “ I have hear(J that they cannot count 
ibove ten." 

“ Not so far as that," said Mr. Smith. “ The tribe we were 

r iost among used to express all large unknown quantities by 
eighty-four * ; ^ it was as x and ^ to them. That seems 
Curious at firs?, does it not ? " • 

I William said it«did seem curious, their choosing that particular 
fcuuiber. But Mr. Bidder, dying to mount his hobbyihorse, 
^d not caring how, said it was not. ab all curious. If you 

'A fact with regard to*one tribe, to the author’s frequent confusion. 
Any number above two, whether of horses, &ltlc, or sheep, was always 
represented as being eighty-four, glnvariably, too, with an adjective intro- 
duced after the word ** four," which wc don’t use in a drawing-room. 
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multiplied tKe twelve tribes of Israel into the seven cities of 
refuge, there you were at once. 

Mr. Smith said he thought he had made a Httlc mistake. 
The number, he fancied, was ninetjy-four. * ^ 

Lord Saltire, from the card-table, said that that made thtk 
matter clearer than ^^fore. For if you placed the Ten Com-^ 
mandments to the previous result you arrived at ninety-four, 
which was the number wanted. And his lordship, who had 
lost, and was consequent!)^ possibly cross, added that, if you 
divide(^ the wholti by the five foolish virgins, and pitched 
Tobit’s dog. neck and heels, into the result, you would find 
yourself much about wlierc you started. 

Mr. Bidder, who, as I said, was a good fellow, laughed, anm 
Mr. Smith resumed the conver|alion once more ; Lord Saltire 
seemed interested in what he said, and did not interfere with 
him. 

“You buried poor Mrs. Smith out there,” said I^dy Asgit. 
“ I remember her well. She was very beautiful as a girl.” 

“Very beautiful,” said the niksionary. “Yes; she never 
lost her beauty, do you know. That climate is very deadly 
to those who go there with the seeds of consumption in them. 
She had done a hard day^s work before she went to sleep, 
though she was young. Don’t yoa think so, Lady A^ot?” m, 
“ A hard day’s work ; a good day’s work, indeed. Who 
knows better than I ? ” said lidy Ascot. “ What aiT awakening 
it must be from such a sleep as hers ! ” 

“Beyond the powtr of human tonguff’ to tell,” said the 
missionary, looking dreamily as at something far aivay. “ Show 
me the poet th^ can describe in his finest language the joy of 
one’s soul when one wakes on a summer’s nforning. Wli), 
then, can conceive or tell the unutterable happiness of the 
purified soul, waking face to face with the King of Gflory ? ” / 

Ixird Saltire looked at him curiously, and said to himsert", 
“This fellow is in earnest. I have seen this sort of thing 
before. But seldom ! Yes, but seldom ! ” 

“ I should not have alluded to my wife’s death,” continued 
the missionary, in a law voice, “ but that her lladyship intro- 
duced the subject. An4 no one has a better right to hear of 
her tlyn her kind old friend. She fell asleep on the Sabbath 
evening after prayers^ We moved her bed into the verandah^ 
Lady Ascot, that she niight see the sunlighf fade out on the 
tops of th« highest trees — a sight she always loved. And from 
the verandah we could see through the ^tree stems Mount 
Joorma, laid out in endless fold^ of woodland, all purple and 
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gold. And I thought she was looking at the mou;|itain, but she 
yfos looking far beyond that, for she said, ‘ I shall have to wait 
thirty years fjr you, James, but I shall be very happy and very 
|ausj. The time will go quick enough for me, but it will be a 
now, weary time for you, my darling, (^o home from here, my 
rove, into the great towns, and see what is to be done there.* 
And so she went to sleep. “ 

I rebelled for three days. I went away into the bush, with 
Sj^tan at my elbow all the time, trough dry places, through 
the forest, down by lonely crceksides, up among bald volcanic 
downs, where there are slopes of slippery turf, leading down to 
|fcacherous precipices of slag ; and then Ihrougli the (juartz 
pnges, and the reedy sw'amps, where the black swans float, and 
the spur-winged plover hovers and cackles ; all about 1 went 
among the beasts and the l^itds. but on the third day the 
Lord wearied of me, and took me back, and 1 lay on His bosom 
again like a child. He will always lake you home, my lord, if 
ydti come. After three days, alter thrice twenty years, my 
lord. Time is nothing to Him.” 

H/Ord Saltire was looking on him with kindly admiration. 
There is something in it, my lord. I )epend upon it that it is 
not all a dream. Would not you give all your amazing wealth, 
^11 your honour.^^'t. everything., to change places with me ? ” 

“I ccrlainly would,” said Lord Saltire. “ T have always been 
of opinion* that there was something in it. 1 remember,” he 
continued, turning to William, “expressing the same opinion 
to your father iiv the Fleet l*rison , once, when he had 
quarrelled with the priests for expressing some opinions which 
he had got from. me. But you must take up with that sort of 
thing very early in life if you mean it to have'any reality at all. 
I "am too old now ! ” ^ 

. I^ord Saltire .said this in a different tone from his usual one. 
ISn a tone that we have never heard him use before. There 
was something about the man .Spiith which, in spite of his 
quaint language, softened every one who heard him speak. 
Lady Ascot says it was the grace of (lod. I entirely agree 
with her lady?hip. 

“ I came hoi^e,** concluded the missionary, “ to try some 

Jl ? Once for all, let me c.all every honest reader to witness, that., unless I 
in the first person, I am not bound to thc^opinions of any one of the 
Characters in this book. I have merely made people si>cak, I think, as 
V'^ey would have spoken. Even in a story, consisting so entirely of incident 
t*this, I feel it necessary to say so much, foi no kind of unfairness is so 


common as that of identifying 
his dramatis persona. 


opinions of a story-teller with those of 
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city work. (. My wife’s nephew, John Marston, whom I 
expected to see here to-night, is going to assist me in this 
work. There seems plenty to do. We ar^j at work in 
Southwark at present.” * . « • 

Possibly it was well that the company, more particular^ 
Lady Ascot, were in a softened and forgiving mood. For,\ 
before any one had fesumed the conversation, Lord Ascot’s 
valet stood in the door, and, looking at Lady Ascot with a 
face which said plain sm words, “ It is a terrible business, 
my lady, but I am innocent,” announced — 

“I^dy Welter.”® 

Lord Salfire put? his snuff-box into his right-hand trouser * : 
pocket, and his pocket handkerchief into his left, and kept m 
hands there, leaning back in his chair, with his legs stretched' 
out, and a smile of infinite \s1jkcd amusement on his face. 
Lord Ascot and William stared like a couple of gabies. I^dy 
Ascot had no time to make the slightest change, either in 
feature or position, before Adelaide, dressed for the eveAf*'' "** 
a cloud of white and pink, with her bare arms loadee 
bracelets, a swansdownffan hanging from her left wrist, sun^ 
swiftly into the room, with outstretched hands, bore dowi^ 
I>ady Ascot, and began kissing her, as though the old li * 
were fruit of some sort, and she w^rc a dove pijcking at it. V 
“ Dearest grandma ! ” — peck. “So glad to see *you ! ” — 

peck. “ Couldn’t help calling in on you as I went to Lady 
Brittlejug’s — ^and how well you are looking ! ” — peck, peck. “ I 
can spare ten minutes— do tell me all news, since I saw 
you. My dear Lord Ascot, I was so sorry to hear of your 
illness, but you look better than I expected, ^nd how do yau 
do, my dear Loril Saltire ? ” 

Lord Saltire was pretty well, and w-as delighted to sfee 
Lady Welter apparently in the enjoyment of such health 
and spirits, and so on, aloud. But, secretly, Lord Saltire wa: 
wondering what on earth could have brought her here. 
Perhaps she only wanted to take Lady Ascot by surprise 
and force her into a recognition of her as Lady Welter. 
No. My lord saw there was something more t^ian that. She 
was restless and abse*nt with Lady Ascot. , Her eye kept 
wandering in the middle of all her rattling talk ; but, wherever 
it wandered, it always came back to William, of whom she had 
hitherto taken no notice whatever. 

“She h^ come after him. For what?” thought my lord. 
“ I wonder if the jade knows anything of Charles.” 

Lady Ascot had steeled herself against this meeting. She 
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determined, fiSstly, that no mortal power should ever 
induce her to set eyes on Adelaide again ; and, sicondly, that 
Lady Ascot, w'ould give her, Adelaide, a piece of her 
find, which she should i^vcr forget to her dying day. The 
these rather contradictory dcterniijiations Jiad been 
posed of by Adelaide’s audacity; and as for tbc second; 
rhy, the piece of Lady Ascot’s mind vjiiich was to be given 
to Adelaide was, somehow, not ready ; but, instead of it, only 
silent tears, and withered, trembling lingers, wliich wandered 
lovingly over the beautiful young hand, ancl made the gaudy 
bracelets on the wrist click one against the ftther. • 

“ What could I say, Brooks .' what could 1 do said I^dy 
;cot to her maid that night, “ when I saw her own self come 
ck, with her own old way ? I love the girl more than ever, 
Brooks, I believe. She beat«me. She took me by surprise, 

I could not resist her. If .she had proposed to put me in a 
wheelbarrow, and wheel me into the middle of tliat di.sgrace- 
fulj that detestable woman Brittlejug s drawing-room, there and 
then, I should have let her do it, 1 believe. I might have 
bejrped for time to put on my boniiiit ; but I should have 

[ She sat there ten minutes or more, talking. 'I'hen she said 
|hat it was time jo go, but that she should come and see laidy 
^^scot oif the morrow*. Then she turned to William, to whom 
sue had n(j^ been introduced, and a.sked, wolild he see hc*r to 
her carriage ? Lord Saltire was next the bell, and, looking her 
steadily in the face^aised his hand slowly to pull it. Adelaide 
begged him eagerly not to trouble hinfself ; he, with a smile, 
promptly dropped his hand, and out she sailed on \VilIiam’s 
PTiii, Lord SaJ^ife holding the door open, and«shulting it after 
her, with somewhat singular rapidity. 

“I hope none of those fools of servants will come blundering 
^pstairs before she has said her saf , ' he remarked aloud. 

** Give us some of your South African exjjeriences, Mr. Smith. 
Did you ever see a woman beautifuf enough to go clip a lion's 
claws single-handed, eh ? ” 

William, coijvoying Adelaide downstairs, had got no farther 
Jhan the first step, when he felt her harftl drawn from his arm ; 

( e had got one root on the step belflw*, when he turned to see 
le cause of this. Adelaide was standing on the step above 
with her glprious face bent sternly? almost fiercely, down 
^n his, and the hand from which the fan hung pointed towards 
him. It was as beautiful a sight as h« had ever sdbn, and he 
calmly wondered what it meapt. The perfect mouth was curved 
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in scorn, an(?j from it came sharp ringing words, decisive, hard, 
clear, like the sound of a hammer on an anvil. 

“Are you a party to this shameful business, fir? you, who 
have taken his name, and his place, a'.id his prospects in society ^ 
You, who professed, as I hear, to love him like another life, deare. 
than your own. You, who lay on the same breast with him — 
tell me, in God’s name, that you are sinning in ignorance.” 

William, as I have remarked before, had a certain amount of 
shrewdness. He determine J to let her go on. He only said, 

“ You are speaking^of Charles Ravenshoe.” 

“Ay,” she said sharply; “of Charles Ravenshoe, sir — ex- 
stable-boy. I came here to-night to beard tiiem all ; to a.*- 
them did they know, and did they dare to suffer it. If thejf 
had not given me an answer, I would have said such things to 
them as would have made therii^stop their ears. Lord Saltire 
has a biting tongue, has he? Let him hear what mine is. 
But when I .saw you among them, I determined to save a sccjie 

and speak to you alone. Shameful ” 

William looked (juietly at her. “ Will your ladyship remark 
that I, that all of us, have been moving heaven and eartlf yo 
find Charles Ravenslioe, and that we have been utterly unab\i», 
to find him ? If you have any information about him, would 
it not be as well to consider that the desperatio-, caused by your 
treatment of him \vas the principal cause of his extraordinary 
resolution of hiding himself? -/\nd, instead of scoldwg me and 
others, who are doing all we cai^ to give us all the information 
in your power ? ” „ « 

“ Well, well,” she said, “ perhaps you are right. Consider 
me rebuked, will you have the goodness? I saw Charles 
Ravenshoe to-day.” ^ 

“ 'fo-day 1 ” 

“ Ay, and talked to him.” 

“How did he look? was he pale? was he thin? Did he^ 
seem to want money ? Di^ he ask after me ? Did he send 
any message? Can you take me to where he is? Did he 
seem much broken down ? Does he know we have been seeking 
him ? Lady Welter, for God’s sake, do somethin'^ to repair the 
wrong you did him, and take me to where he i«.” 

“ I don’t know where he is, I tell you. I saw him for just 
e moment. He picked up my hat in the Park. He was 
essed like a groom. He came from I know- not where, like^ 
'host fron^ the grave. He did not speak to me. He gave 
5 my hat, and was gone. I do not know whose groom he is, 

,t I think Welter knows. He will tell me to-night. I dared 
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ot ask him to-day, lest he should think I was f;oing to see 
im. When I tell him where I have been, and describe what 
as passed l|ere, he will tell me. ("omc to me to-morrow 
ipyiing, and he shall tcll*you ; that will be better. You have 
|nse enough to see why.” 

“ I see.” 

“Another thing. He has seen his sister l^llon. And yet 
inother thing. When I ran away with Lt)rd Welter, I liad no 
(lea of what had happened to him^-of this iiiiserable csclandre, 
.iut you must have known that before, i(^you were inclined 

i ) do me justice. Come to-morrow morning. I iflu.st go 
^ow.” • 

And so she went to her carriage by herself after all. And 
iVilliam stood still on the stairs, triumphant. Charles was as 
lood as found. 

The two clergymen passed him on their way downstairs, and 
b^de him good-night. Then he returned to the drawing-room 
and said — 

“ My lord. Lady Welter has seen Charles to day, and spoken 
to him. With God’s help, 1 will haVe liim here with us to- 
morrow night.” 

It was half-i)ast eles'en. What Charles, in his headlong 
^i^ly an<J stupidity, had coi^trivecl to do before this time, must 
be told in another cha[)ter— no, I have nut ])atience to wait. 
My patience is e.xhausted. One act of folly following another 
so fast would exhaust the patience of Job. If one di(l not love 
him so well, one n^ild not be so ang%' with him. I will tell 
it here and have done with it. When he had left Adelaide, he 
had gone home with Hornby. He had ta]jen the horses to 
':he stable; be had written a note to norjil>y. 'FhcJi he had 
packed up a bundle of clothes, and walked (juietly off. 

Round by St. Peter’s Church — he liad no particular reason 
■ibr going there, except, perhaps, thftt his poor foolish heart 
yearned that evening to see sonjo one who cared for him, 
though it were only a shoeblack. There was still one pair of 
eyes which w'ould throw a light for one instant into the thick 
darkness whi^ was gathering fast aroiyid him. 

* His little fric*id was there. Char^jjs and he talked for a while, 
at last he said — 

“ You will not see me again. I am ^oing to the wa?. I am 
Cgoing to Windsor to enli.st in the Huftisars to-night.” 

“ They will kill you*” said the boy. , 

“ Most likely,”, said Charles. “ S<5 we must .say good-bye. 
Mind, now, you go to the school at night, and say that prayer 

K 2 
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I gave you ^ the paper. We must say good-bye. We had 
better be quick about it.” 

The boy looked at him steadily. Then he bfgan to draw 
his breath in long sighs— longer, longer yet, till his chest seegierj 
bursting. 'Fhen out it all came in a furious hurricane of tears,' 
and he learft his head against the wall, and beat the bricks with 
his clenched hand. * 

“ And I am never to see you no more I no more ! no 
more!” % 4 , 

“No more,” said Charles. But he thought he might soften 
the podt bojj*s grief ; and he did think, too, at the momenL 
that he would go and see the house where his kind old aurl 
lived before he went away for ever ; so he said — ^ 

“I shall be in South Audley Street, 167, to-morrow at noon. 
Now, you must not cry, my dea^^ You must say good-bye.” 

And so he left him, thinking to see him no more. Once 
more, Charles, only once more, and then God help you I 
He went off that night to Windsor, and enlisted in the 
140th Hussars. 


CHAPTER XLV 

HALF A MILLION 

< 4 

And so you see here we are all at sixes and sevens once 
more. Apparently as near the end of the story as when I wrote 
the advLMitures of Alured Ravenshoe at the Court <)f Henry thO* 
Eighth in the very first chapter. If Charles had had a little of 
that worthy’s impudence, instead of being the shy, sensitive 
fellow he was, why, the story would have been over long ago.* 
In point of fact, I don’t know that it would ever have been 
written at all. So it is best as it is for all parties. 

Although Charles had enlisted in Hornby’s own regiment, he 
had craftily calculated that there was not the slightest chance 
of Hornby’s finding it out {or some time. Homby’s troop was 
at the Regent’s Park. The head-quarters were at Windsor, and 
the only officer likely tp recognise him was Hornby’s captain. \ 
And so he went to work at his new duties with ‘an easy mind, 
rather amused than otherwue, and wondering where and when 
it would all end. 

From sheer unadultcmtcd ignoiance, I cannot follow him 
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during the first week or so of his career. I liaise a suspicion, 
almost amounting to a certainty, that, if I could, I should not 
1 do not brieve that the readers of Ravenshoe would care to 
hc^ir about sword-exercfee, riding-school, stableguard, and so 
on. I can, however, tell you thus much, that Charles learnt his 
duties in a wonderfully short space of time, amf was a great 
favourite with high and low. * 

When William went to see Adelaide by appointment the 
morning after his interview with lier, he had an interview with 
Lord Welter, who told him, in answer to his inquiries, that 
-Charles was groom to Lieutenant Hornby. ^ • 

; “I promised that I would say nothiflg about it,” he con- 
tinued, “but I think I ought; and I.ady Welter has been 
persuading me to do so, if any impiiries were made, only this 
morning. I am deuced gkftl, Ravenshoi*, that none of you 
have forgotten him. It would be a great shame if you had. 
^ie is a good fellow, and has been infernally used by some of 
us — by me, for instance.” 

William, in his gladness, said, “Never mind, my lord; let 
'ibygones be bygones. We shall all *be to one another as we 
were before, please God. I have found (.'harles, at all events ; 
so there is no gap in the old circle, except my father’s. I had 
a mes'juge foiH-iidy ^\ ell«r.” 

“ She is not down ; she is really not well this morning, or 
she coittd have seen you.” 

“ It is only this. Lady Asc ot begs that she will come over 
to lunch. My iW5»t wished she woulcVhave stopped longer last 
night.” 

“Your aunt?” ^ 

“ My aunt, L:idy Ascot.” 

“ Ah ! I beg pardon ; I am not f|uite used to the new state 
of affairs. Was Lady Welter with Lady Ascot last night ? ” 

William was obliged to say yes, but felt as if he had com- 
mitted an indiscretion by having.said anything about it. 

“ The deuce she was 1 ” said Lord Welter. “ I thought she 
was somewhere else. Tell my father that I will come and see 
him to-dayf if he don’t think it .would be too much for 
him.” § . 

“Ah, Lord Welter! you would have come before, if you 
.^ad known ” , * 

“ I know, I know. You must know that I had my reasons 
. for not coming. Well, I hope that you and I ;vill be better 
acquainted in 9ur new positions ; ifQ were intimate enough in 
our old.” 
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When WilUlm was gone, Lord AVelter went up to his 
dressing-room and said — 

“ Udy Welter, you are a jewel. If you go on like this,' 
will be recognised, and we shall die af Ranford— you and 1- 
a rich and respectable couple. If ‘ifs and ands were pots anc 
pins, I.ady Welter, we should do surprisingly well. If fo 
in-stance, I.ord Saltire could be got to like me something bettei 
than a mad dog, he would leave my father the whole of hil 
landed estate, and e’tit Cliarle< Horton, whilom Ravenshoe, ofl 
with he coniiiaratiyfly insignificant sum of eighty thousand 

property. Eh! I^j, 

Ailelaide actually bounded from her chair 
‘‘ Are you drunk, Welter ? ” she said. 

T i'’ t*i'r3#hour of the day, I am not 
I^dy Welter. Neither am I a fool. Lord Saltire Uuldch ar 
my father now, it he did not know that it would be more far 
my benefit than lus. 1 believe he would sooner leave hfs 
>‘\V I “ " gut one farthing of it.” 

lord Sallir • w'' mm Charles gets hold o& 

before ^ I Tl ' b ef ’ " '’y ‘''d I never think of it 

is ^e^^ f ;V'i " «arkham, Ws son. .There 

s time )et. If that man, William Ravenshoe, comes this 

Kina Mthd that. 

i;s " H- ~y Mind, 

Lord wXtw'w 1’’’' r*’ ‘‘"1 and 

been h L" ^ ’ ‘ the man, William Rawenshoe has! 

been here and got his answer. By this time Charles is 
receiving his lordships blessing." ^ ' Charles is 

«* w ^11 ■ u" Adelaide could say. 

u ij u’ that," said Lord Weller. “At least 

Iona llfar^J*^ ^ “"derstood the position of affairs 

Lord SaUi^ ^ a reckless young cub not to have paid 
l«rd &lttre more court. in old times; but I neiler knew Ae 

Sh ha«.f ““ Wortly before the «rash c^me, or 
such^i^fMl rhirlf die present case, I have not teen 
A® >s restored to Lord Saltire through my i 

Welten” ?"■ ^ opefations,^Lady 

Adehide ® money,” remarked ' 
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jlljere was no risk in the other course, ctrtainly,” said 
d Welter, “ for we should never have seen a farthing of it. 

Ip^ besides I-ady Welter ” 

F7«wclll” 

‘‘I have your attention. Ciood. It may seem strange to 
you, who care about no one in heaven or earth, bill 1 love this 
fellow, this Charles Horton. I always* did. lie is worth all 
the men I ever met put together. I am glad to have been 
able to give him a lift this morniAg. ICven if I hail not been 
helping myself, I should have done it all ^ihe same. 'I’lial is 
comical, is it not? For Lord Saltire's landed properl^^ I shall 
^ight. The campaign begins at lunch tt) day, Lady Welter; 
.so, if you will be so good as to put on your full war-paint and 
feathers, we will dig up the tomahawk, and be off on tin: war- 
trail in your ladyship’s brougjfain. (lood-bye for the present.” 

Adelaide was beaten. She was gelling afraid of her 
Ijjisband; afraid of his strong maseiiline running, of his 
reckless courage, and of the strange apparition of a great brutal 
hart at the bottom of it all. What were all her fme spiin 
jpmalc cobwebs worth against such a huge, blundering, thieving 
hornet as he ? 


CHAPTKR XIAT 

TO LUNCH WITH I.OKI) ASCOT 

• 

' That sailfe day. Lord .Saltire and l.ady .Ascot were silting 
in the drawing-room window, in South Audley Street, alone. 
He had come in, as his custom wa^^,^ about eleven, and found 
*her reading her great old Bible; he’had taken up the paper 
and read away for a time, saying lhal he would not interrupt 
her ; she, too, had seemed glad to avoid a tete-a-tite conversa- 
tion, and had continued; but, after a few minutes, he had 
dropped theV^per, and cried — • 

“Thedeucerf”. • 

“ My dear James,” said she, “ what is the matter ? ” ^ 
“Matter! why, we, have lost a war-steamer, almost without 
a shot fired. I'he Russians have got the Tiger ^ crew and all. 
It is unbearable, Marfa ; if they are going to blunder like this 
at the beginning,* where will it end?” 
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beginning, in tronsequence of the French alliance, and so tb 
present accident was as fuel for his wrath. I.ady Ascot, a 
loyal a soul as lived, was possibly rather glad thr^ somethin' 
had taken up Lord Saltire’s attention just then, for she p: 
rather afraid of him this morning. She knew his great dishkt 
for Lord Welter, and expected to be scolded for her weaknes: 
with regard to Adelaide the night before. Moreover, she hac 
the guilty consciousness that she had asked Adelaide to come 
to lunch that mornifig, of wlffch he did not yet know. So shi 
was rather glad to h^ve a subject to talk of, not personal. 

“ AnJ whe\j did it happen, my dear James ? ” she asked. 

“On the twelfth oT last month, T.,ady Ascot. Come and sii 
here in the window, and give an account of yourself, will you 
have the goodness ? ” 

Now that she saw it must c^wie, she was as cool and as 
careless as need be. He could not be bard on her. Charles 
was to come home to them that day. She drew her chair ua 
and laid her withered old hand on his, and the two grey heac^ 
were bent together. Crey heads but green hearts. 

“liOok at old Daventry,” said Tvord Saltire, “ontheothqE 
side of the way. Don’t you sec him, Maria, listening to thal^ 
organ? He is two years older than I am. He looks younger.” 

“ I don’t know that he does. Ho ought to l.^')k older. She 
led him a terrible life. Have you been to sec him lately?” 

“ What business is that of yours ? So you are goiag to take 
Welter's wife back into your good graces, eh, my lady ? ” 

“ Yes, James.” c # 

“‘Yes, James!’ I have no patience wdth you. You are 
weaker than water^ A\'ell, well, we must forgive her, I suppose. 
She has behaved generous enough about Charles, has she not 
I rather admire her scolding poor William Ravenshoe. I must 
renew our acquaintance.” 

“She is coming to lunc*h to-day.” 

“ I thought you looked guilty. Is Welter coming?” 

I^ady Ascot made no reply. Neither at that moment would 
Ix)rd Saltire have heard her if she had. He was totally 
absorbed in the proceedings of his old friend Lord Daventry, 
before mentioned. That vgnerable dandy hadq listened to the 
organ until the man had played all his tunes twice through, 
when he had given half a crown, and the man had 

departed. Immediately afterwards, a Punch and Judy had 
come, which Punch and Judy was evidently an acquaintance 
of his; for, on descrying him, it had hurried on with its 
attendant crowd, and breathlessly pitched itself in front of 
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him, let down its* green curtains, and plunged at once in 
Vedias res. The back of the show was towards Lord Saltire ; 
iiit, just as Ije saw Punch look round tlic corner, to see which 
tay the De^l was gone, die saw two picki)ockets advance on 
Daventry from different quarters, with fell intentions. 
P'hcy met at his tail-coat pocket, quarrelled, and •fought. A 
boliceman bore down on them; Lo#il Davi'iitry was still 
unconscious, staring his eyes out of his head. 'I'he affair was 
Incoming exciting, when Lord Saltire felt a^warin tear drop on 
his hand. 

“James,” said Lady Ascot, “don’t beliard on Wt4ter. I 
Ipvc Welter. There is good in him ; diere if, indeed. I 
^now how shamefully he has behaved ; but don't be hard on 
him, James.” 

“ My dearest Maria,” said 4.ord Saltin^, “ I wouhl not give 
you one moment’s uneasineSs for the world. 1 (h) not like 
Welter. I dislike him. Hut 1 will treat him for ycuir sakc^and 
.Ascot’s as though I loved him there. Now about Charle.s. 
lie will be with us to day, thank (lod. What the deuce arc 
Np to do ? ” • 

^“I cannot conceive,” said Lady Ascot; “it is such a 
lerriblo puzzle. One does not like to move, and yet it seems 
such a sin to s^^yid still.” ^ 

“ No Answer to your adverti.sement, of course ? ” .said I^)rd 
Saltire. « 


“ None whatever. It seems strangr*, too, with such a reward 
as we have offere^^but it was worded so cautiously, ynw see.” 

Lord Saltire laugTied. “ Cautiously, nulecd. No one could 
possibly gue.ss what it was about. It was a miracle of obscurity ; 
but it won’t ^6 to go any farther yet. ' .Xflcf a pause, he said 
— “ You arc perfectly certain of your facts, Maria, for the 
fiftieth trme ? ” 

► “Perfectly certain. I committed* great crime, James. I 
did it for Alicia's sake. 'I'hink what my bringing up had been, 
how young I w'as, and forgive me if you can ; excuse me if you 
cannot.” 

“ Nonscns<> about a great crime, Maria. It was a great 
mistake, certainly. If you had only hid the courage to have 
asked Petre one simple question ! * Alicia never guessed the 
.fact, of course ? ” 

“ Never.” , 

“ Do you think, Maria, that by any wild possibility James or 
Norah knew?” • * 

“ How could they possibly ? XMiat a foolish question.” 
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don^t know. These Roman Catholics do strange things 
said Lord Saftire, staring out of the window at the crowd. 

** If she knew, why did she change the child ? ” 

“ Eh ? ” said Lord Saltire, turning round. 

“ You have not been attending,” said Lady Ascot. 

“ No, I have not,” said Lord Saltire ; “ I was looking £ 
Daventry.” ^ 

“ Do you still,” said Lord Saltire, “ since all our researches an> 
failures, stick to the belief that the place was in Hampshire ? 

“ I do, indeed, and in the north of Hampshire too.” 

“I r/onder,” sai'd Lord Saltire, turning rpund suddenly 
“whether MackwoKlh knows?” 

“ Of course he does,” said I^dy Ascot quietly. 

“ Hum,” said Lord Saltire, “ I had a hold over that mar 
once ; but I threw it away as h^ng worthless. I wish I hac 
made a bargain for my information. But what nonsense ; hov 
can he know ? ” 

“ Know ? ” said Lady Ascot, scornfully ; “ what is there a 
confessor don’t know? Don’t tell me that all Mackworth’s 
power came from finding out poor Densil’s faux pas. The 
man had a sense of power other than that.” ‘w 

“ Then he never used it,” said Lord Saltire. “ Densil, dear 
soul, never knew.” 

“ I said a sense of power,” said I^dy Ascot, “ which gave him 
his consummate impudence. Densil never dreamt of it.” 

At this point the policeman had succeeded in capturing the 
two pickpockets, and was charging them bc/-^ ‘ e Lord Daventry. 
Lord Daventry audibly offered them ten shillings a-piece to say 
nothing about it ; at which the crowd cheered. , 

“ Would it be’ any use to offer money to the pRiest — say ten 
thousand pounds or so ? ” said Lord Saltire. “ You are a 
religious woman, Maria, and as such are a better judge of a , 
priest’s conscience than I. What do you think ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” said I/idy Ascot. “ I don’t know but 
what the man is high-minded, in his heathenish way. You 
know Cuthbert’s story of his having refused ten thousand 
pounds to hush up the matter about Charles. His information 
would be a blow to the Popish Church in the \Ypst. He would 
lose position by accepting *iy'our offer. I don’t know what his 
position may be worth. You can try him, if all else fails ; not 
otherwise, I should sa/. «We must have a closer search.” 

“When you come to think, Maria^ he can’t know. If 
Densil did not know, how could he ? ” 

“ Old Clifford might have knowi;^, and told him.” 
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“ If we are successful, and if Adelaide has no-f:hildren — two 

improbable things,” said Lord Saltire, ‘‘ why then ” 

Why then ” said Lady Ascot. “ lint at the worst you 

are going fo make Charles a rich man. Shall you tell 
William ? ” 

“ Not yet. Cuthbert should never be told, I say ; but that 
is Charleses business. I have prepared^Williani.” 

“ Cuthbert will not live,” said J^ady Ascot. 

, “Not a chance of it, I belie Mars, ton says his heart- 
complaint does not exist, but I think difiercntly.” 

At this moment, I^ord Davenlry’s offer of mone^T having 
6een refused, the whole crowd moved off m procession towards 
the police-station. First came three little girls with big bonnets 
and babies, who, trying to do two things at once — to wit, 
head the procession by sup^tior speed, and at the same time 
look round at Lord Daventry and the pickpockets — succeeded 
in neither, but only brought the three babies’ heads in violent 
collision every other step. Next came Lord Daventry, 
resigned. Next the policeman, with a pickpocket in each 
hand, who were giving explanation.?. Next the boys ; after 
them the Punch and Judy, which had unfortunately seen the 
attempt made, and must to the station as a witness, to 
the detriment:»of business. Bringing up the rear were the 
British ‘public, who played practical jokef^ with one another. 
The dog» kept a parallel course in the gutter, and barked In 
turning the first corner, the procession ?vas cut into, and for a 
time thrown intth.- confusion, by a ligljt-hcarted costermonger, 
who, returning from a successful market with an empty barrow, 
drove it in among them with considerable velocity. After 
which they disappeared like the baseless fabric of a dream, only 
to be heard of again in the police reports. 

“ Loid and Lady Welter.” 

Lord Saltire had seen them drive up to the door ; so he was 
quite prepared. He had been Igiughing intensely, but quite 
silently, at poor I^rd Daventry’s adventures, and so, when he 
turned round, he had a smile on his face. Adelaide had done 
kissing I^dy* Ascot, and was still holding both her hands with 
a look of intense mournful affection. Ivord Saltire was so 
much amused by Adelaide’s acting, and her simplicity in 
performing before himself, that, when he advanced *to Lord 
Welter, he was perfectly radiant. * 

“ Well, my dear scapegrace, and how do you <^o ? ” he said, 
giving his hand to Lord Welter; “at'more ill-mannered fellow 
I never saw in my life. To go away and hide yourself with 
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that lovely y^ung wife of yours, and leave all us oldsters 
bore one another to death. What the deuce do you mean 
it ? Eh, sir ? ” 

Lord Welter did not reply in the same strain. He said — 

“ It is very kind of you to receive me like this. I did h 
expect it. Allow me to tell you, that I think your manner 1 
wards me would not be quite so cordial if you knew everythini 
there is a great deal that you don’t know, and which I dor 
mean to tell you.’* 

It is sometimes quite impossible, even for a writer of fictio 
a man -with car/e bianche in the way of invention, to give tl 
cause for a man’s ac^Hon. I have thought and thought, and 
cannot for the life of me tell you why I^ord Welter answere 
Lord Saltire like that, whether it was from deep cunning c 
merely from recklessness. If it was cunning, it was cunnin 
of a high order. It was genius. ' The mixture of respect an 
kindness towards the person, and of carelessness about hi 
favour was — well — very creditable. I^ord Saltire did not thin, 
he was acting, and his opinion is of some value, I believe 
But then, we must remenryber that he was prepared to think thi 
best of Lord Welter that day, and must make allowances. ! 
am not prepared with an opinion ; let every man form his own 
I only know that Lord Saltire tapped his teeth with his snuff 
box and remained silent. Lord Welter, whether consciousl} 
or no, was nearer the half of a million of money than he hac 
ever been before. 

But Adelaide’s finer sense was offende^ her husband’s 
method of proceeding.' For one instant, when she heard him 
say what he did, she could have killed him. “ Reckless, 
brutal, selfish,” sht said fiercely to herself, “ throwing a duke’s 
fortune to the winds by sheer obstinacy.” (At this time she 
had picked up Lady Ascot’s spectacles, and was playfully 
placing them on her venerable nose.) “ I wish I had never 
seen him. He is maddening. If he only had some brains, 
where might not we be?” But the conversation of that 
morning came to her mind with a jar, and the suspicion with 
it, that he had more brains of a sort than she ;«that, though 
they were on a par in morality, there was a strerigth about him, 
against which her finesse wds worthless. She knew she could 
never deceive Lord Saltire, and there was Lord Saltire tapping 
him on the knee with his snuff-box, and talking • earnestly and 
confidentially to him. She was beginning to respect her 
husband, he dared faee that terrible old man with his 
hundreds of thousands ; she treml^ed in his presence. 
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Let us leave her, fooling our dear old friend the top of 
bent, and hear what the men were saying. 

[ “ I know you have been, as they say now, ‘ very fast,* ** said 
^rd Saltire, xirawing neaier to him. ** I don*t want to ask 
j|ny* questions which don*t concern me. You have sense 
Enough to know that it is worth your while to stand well with 
'me. Will you answer me a few questions which do concern 
me?” 

I can make no promises, Lord#Saltire. , Let me hear what 
they are, will you ? ” 

Why,’* said Lord Saltire, “about Charl?s Ravenshoe.” 

5^ “About Charles I ” said Lord Welter, looking* up at Ix)rd 
^Saltire. “ Oh, yes ; any number. I have nothing to conceal 
"there. Of course you will know everything. I had sooner 
you knew it from me than j-hother.” 

“ I don’t mean about Adelaide ; lot that go by. Perhaps 
I am glad that that is as it is. But have you known where 
Ctiarles was lately ? Your wife told William to come to her 
this morning ; that is why I ask.” 

^ “ I have known a very short time. AYhen William Ravens- 
came this morning, I gave him every information. Charles 
/will be with you to-day.” 

“ I am satisf , 

“ I dcTn’t care to justify myself, but if it^ had not been for 
me you would never have seen him. And more. I am not the 
first man, Lord Saltire, who has done what I have done.” 

“ No, of cours«^^*^t,” said Lord Saltije. “ I can’t fling the 
first stone at you ; God forgive me.” 

“ But you tnust see, I^ord Saltire, that I could not have 
.■guessed that# Ellen was his sister.” • 

“ Hey ? ” said Lord Saltire. “ Say that again.” 

“I say that, when I took Ellen Horton away from 
^Ravenshoe, I did not know that she was Charles’s sister.” 

I^ord Saltire fell back in his chair, and said — 

“Good God!” 

“It is very terrible, looked at one way, Lord Saltire. If 
you come to* look at it another, it amounts to this, that 
she was only, ^s far as I knew, a gamekeeper’s daughter. 
Do you remember what you said*to Charles and me, when 
-we were rusticated?” • 

“Yes. I said that one vice was Considered more venial 
than another vice now-a-days ; and I say so still. I had 
sooner that you. had died of delirinm tremens* in a ditch 
than done this.” 
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“ So had i?iot I, Lord Saltire. When I became involvei 
with Adelaide, I thought Ellen was provided for ; I, evei 
then, had not heard this esclandre about Charles.,^ She refusei 
a splendid offer of marriage before' she left me.” 

“We thought she was dead. Where is she gone?” 

“ I have^ no idea. She refused everything. She stayed oi 
as Adelaide’s maid, d!hd left us suddenly. We have lost a] 
trace of her.” 

“What a miserrble, dre^rJful business!” said Lord Saltire 

“Very so,” said^^Lord Welter. “Hadn’t we better changi 
the subject, my lord?” he added dryly. “I am not at S 
sure that I^shall sfubinit to much more cross-questioning 
You must not push me too far, or I shall get savage.” 

“I won’t,” said Lord Saltire. “But, Welter, for God’i 
sake, answer me two more qd^stions. Not offensive ones 
on my honour.” 

“Fifty, if you will; only consider my rascally temper.” ^ 

“ Yes, yes ! When Ellen was with you, did she ever hinl 
that she was in possession of any information about the 
Ravenshoes ? ” ' 

“ Yes ; or rather, when she went, she left a letter, and in ft 
she said that she had something to tell Charles.” 

“ Good, good !” said Lord Saltire. “ She *Aiay know. We 
must find her. Now, Charles is coming here to-day ; had yoi 
better meet him. Welter ? ” 

“ We have met before. All that is past is forgiven between 
us.” , ^ . 

“Met I ” said Lord Saltire eagerly. “ And what did he say 
to you ? Was there a scene. Welter ? ” 

Lord Welter paused before he answered, and Lord Saltirej 
the wise, looked out of the window. Once Lord Welter 
seemed going to speak, but there was a catch in hi^ breath. 
The second attempt was’ more fortunate. He said, in a low" 
voice — 

“ Why, I'll tell you, my lord. Charles Ravenshoe is broken- 
hearted.” 

“ I.,ord and I^dy Hainault.” ' 

And Miss Corby, and ^Gus, and Flora, Archy, the 
footman might have added, but was probably afraid of 
spoiling ‘his period. 

It was rather awkward. They were totally unexpected, and 
Lord Hains^ult and Lord Welter had * not met since Lord 
Hainault had denounced ’Lord Welter at Tattersall’s. It was 
so terribly awkward that Lord Saltire recovered his spirits, and 
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ooked at the two young men with a smile. The# young men 
iisappointed him, however, for Lord Hainault said, “ How 
d’ye do. Welter ? ” and Lord Welter said, “ How do, Hain- 

J ;lt?’’ and me matter Was settled, at all events for the 
Assent. 

When all salutations had been exchanged among \he ladies, 
and Archy had hoisted himself up into Mary’s lap, and I^dy 
Hainault had imperially settled herself in a chair, with Flora 
at«her knee, exactly opposite Adeli^de, there was a silence for 
a moment, during which it became apparciy; that Gus had a 
question to ask of I^dy Ascot. Mary trembled, byt the'*^others 
l^re not quite sorry to have the silence br'6ken. Gus, having 
■ptained leave of the house, wished to know, whether or not 
Satan, should he repent of his sins, would have a chance of 
regaining his former position 

“That silly Scotch nursemaid has been reading Burns’s 
pogms to him, I suppose,” said J^ady Hainault; “unless 
Mary herself has been doing so. Mary prefers anything to 
Watts’s hymns, Lady Ascot.” 

y* You must not believe one word LaViy Hainault says, Lady 
^cot,” said Mary. “ She has been shamefully worsted in an 
•argument, and she is resorting to all sorts of unfair means to 
'^urn the scales. 4 never read a word of Burns’s poems in my 
life.” 

“You \fill be pleased not to believe a single word Miss 
Corby says, Lady Ascot,” said Lady Hainault. “She has 
convicted herself. ^ '^c sings, ‘ The banks and braes of bonny 
Doon’ — very badly, I will allow, but still she sings it.” 

There was a laugh at this. Anything was^ better than the 
^ence which 4iad gone before. It became evident that I^ady 
hainault would not speak to Adelaide. It was very uncom- 
fortable. Dear Mary would have got up another friendly passage 
'fjf arms with Lady Hainault, but she’ was too nervous. She 
would have even drawn out Gus, but she saw that Gus, dear 
fellow, was not in a humour to be trusted that morning. He 
evidently was aware that the dogs of war were loose, and was 
champing the bit like a war-horse. I^ady Ascot was as nervous 
as Mary, dying t 9 say something, buj^ unable. Lady Hainault 
was calmly inexorable, Adelaide sublimely indifferent. If you 
^ill also consider that Lady Ascot was awpting news of Charles 
—nay, possibly Charles himself — and that, in asking Adelaide 
to lunch, she had overlooked the probability tl)at William 
would bring him back with him — that Dord Welter had come 
without invitation, and that ihe Hainaults were totally unex- 
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pected — yoiPwill think that the dear old lady was in about as 
uncomfortable a position as she could be, and that any event, 
even the house catching fire, must change matters for the 
better. " , 

Not at all. They say that, when things come to the wors? 
they must mend. That is undeniable. But when are they 
at the worst ? Who can tell that ? Lady Ascot thought they 
were at the worst now, and was taking comfort. And then 
the footman threvr open tlie door, and announced — » 

“ Lady Hainaultand Miss Hicks.” 

At this point Lady Ascot lost her temper, and exclaim-ed 
aloud, “ This is too much ! ” They thought old 
Hainault did not hear her ; but she did, and so did Hicksy 
They heard it fast enough, and remembered it too. 

In great social catastrophes, n>inor differences are forgotten. 
In the Indian mutiny people spoke to one another, and made 
friends, who were at bitterest variance before. There are erses 
so terrible that people of all creeds and shades of political opinion 
must combine against a common enemy. This was one. When 
this dreadful old woman made her totally unexpected entrarire, 
and when Lady Ascot showed herself so entirely without dis- 
cretion as to exclaim aloud in the way she did, young Lad5^ 
Hainault and Adelaide were so horrified, so suddenly nuickenec?- 
to a sense of impending danger, that they began talking loudly 
and somewhat affectionately to one another. And young Lady 
Hainault, whose self-possession was scattered to the four winds 
by this last misfortune, began asking Ad#Iilide all about Lady 
Brittlejug’s drum, in full hearing of her mamma-in-law, who 
treasured up eve^y word she said. And, just as she became 
conscious of saying wildly that she was so sorry she could not i 
have been there — as if I^ady Brittlejug would ever have had the < 
impudence to ask her — she saw Lord Saltire, across the rooi^f_ 
looking quietly at her, with the expression on his face of oiu 
of the idols at Abou SimbeL 

Turn Lady Ascot once fairly to bay, you would (if you can 
forgive slang) get very little change out of her. She came of 
valiant blood. No Headstall was ever yet known to refuse his 
fence. Even her poor bj:other, showing as iie did traces of 
worn-out blood (the men always go a generation or two before 
the women), had been a desperate rider, offered to kick Fouquiu( 
Tinville at his trial, and had kept Simon waiting on the guillo- 
tine while he pared his nails. Her ladyship rose and accepted 
battle ; she advanced towards old Lady Hainault, and, leaning 
on her crutched stick, began — 
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“ And how do you do, my dear I^dy HainaultV* 

She thought Lady Hainault would say something very dis- 
agreeable, as^, she usually did. She looked at her, and was 
fMrjyised to see how alteVed she was. There w'as something 
Aout her looks that I^dy Ascot did not like. , 

“ My dear Lady Ascot,” said old Lad^ Hainault, “ I thank 
you. I am a very old woman. I never forget my friends, I 
assure you. Hicks, is Lord Hainault here ? — I am very blind, 
y(?u will be glad to hear, Lady i^cot. Hicks, I want Lord 
Hainault, instantly. Fetch him to me, you stupid woman. 
Hainault ! Hainault ! ” , 

T Our Lady Hainault rose suddenly, and *put her arm round 
?{er waist. Mamma,” she said, “ what do you want ! ” 

“ I want Hainault, you foolish girl. Is that him ? Hainault, 
I have made the will, my dev boy. The rogue came to me, 
and I told him that the will was made, and that Britten and 
Slgane had witnessed it. Did I do riglit or not, eh ? Ha ! ha ! 
I followed you here to tell you. Don’t let that woman Ascot 
insult me, Hainault. She has committed a felony, that woman, 
have her prosecuted. And all to get that chit Alicia married 
that pale-faced papist, Betre Ravenshoe. She thinks I didn’t 
vnow it, does she ? I knew she knew it well enough, and 1 
iiknew it tj)o, and C have committed a felony too, in holding my 

tongue, and we’ll both go to Bridewell, and-* ” 

Lord Stfltire here came up, and quietly oflered her his arm. 
She took it and departed, muttering to herself. 

I must mentiolT !%erc, that the circuinstance mentioned by 
old Lady Hainault, of having made a will, had nothing to do 
with the story. A will had existed to the dytriment of I.,ady 
^ainault and«Miss Hicks, and she had most honourably made 
"another in their favour. 

. Lady Ascot would have given worlds to unsay many things 
^e had heretofore said to her. It was evident that poor old 
Lady Hainault’s mind was failing.* Lady Ascot would have 
prayed her forgiveness on her knees, but it was too late. Lady 
Hainault never appeared in public again. She died a short 
time after thisi”and, as I have mentioned before, left poor Miss 
Hicks a rich w’OFSian. Very few peqple knew how much good 
there was in the poor old soul. Let the Casterton tenantry 
‘^^stify. 

On this occasion her appearance had, as we have seen, the 
effect of reconciling Lady Hainault and Adelaide. • A very few 
minutes after her departure William entered the room, followed 
by Hornby, whom none of them had ever seen before. 
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They saw ffom William’s face that something fresh was the 
matter. He introduced Hornby, who seemed concerned, and 
then gave an open note to Lord Saltire. He read it over, and 
then said — ' , v 

“ This unhappy boy has disappeared again. Apparently hi/^ 
interview with you determined him, my dear Lady Welter. Can 
you give us any clue ? ' This is his letter ” — 


“ Dear Lieutenant, — I^must say good-bye even to you, my 
last friend. I was recognised in your service to-day by Lad’y 
Welter, «,and it will fiOt do for me to stay in it any longer. It 
was a piece of madness ever taking to such a line of life.” A 
[Here there were three lines carefully erased. Lord Saltir*(j| 
mentioned it, and Hornby quietly said, “ I erased those lines 
previous to showing the lettef to any one; they referred 
exceedingly private matters.” Lord Saltire bowed and con- 
tinued,] 

“ A hundred thanks for your kindness ; you have bedn 
to me more like a brother than a master. We shall meet 
again, when you little expect it. Pray don't assist in any search 
after me ; it will be quite useless. 

“Charles Horton.*’ N 


Adelaide came forward as pale as death. /VI belieye I am 
the cause of this. I did not dream it would have made him 
alter his resolution so suddenly. When I saw him -yesterday 
he was in a groom’s livery. I told him he was disgracing him- 
self, and told him, if he was desperate, to ^ the war.” 

They looked at one another in silence. 

“ Then,” Lady Ascot said, “he has enlisted, I suppose. I 
wonder what regiment ? — could it be in yours, Me. Hornby ? 

“The very last in which he would, I should say,” said 
Hornby, “ if he wants to conceal himself. He must know that 
I should find him at once.” 

So Lady Ascot was greatly pooh-poohed by the other wise- 
acres, she being right all the time. 

“ I think,” said Lord Saltire to I..ady Ascot, “ that perhaps we 
had better take Mr. Hornby into our confidence.’ She agreed, 
and, after the Hainaults . and Welters wer^^ gone, Hornby 
remained behind with them, and heard things which rather 
surprised him. 

“ Inquiries at the dep6ts of various regiments would be as 
good a plan, as any. Meanwhile, I will give any assistance in 
niy power. Pray, would it not be a good plan to advertise for 
him, and state all the circumstances of the case ? ” 
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“Why, no,” said Lord Saltire, “we do not Vish to make 
known all the circumstances yet. Other interests have to be 
consulted, and our information is not yet complete. Complete 1 

r have nothing to go on but mere surmise.” 

“ Vou will think me inquisitive,” said Hornby. “ But you 
little know what a right (I had almost said) I have tb ask these 
questions. Does the present Mr. Ra^enshoe know of all 
this?” 

Not one word.” » i 

And so Hornby departed with William, and said nothing at 
aJI about Ellen. As they left the door a little shoe-black looked 
inquisitively at them, and seemed as though he would s|)eak. 
frhey did not notice the child. He could have told them what 
they wanted to know, but how were they to guess that ? 

Impossible. Actually, acofrding to the sagacious Welter, 
half a million pounds, and other things, going a-begging, and a 
dirty little shoe-black the only human being who knew where 
the heir was 1 A pig is an obstinate animal, likewise a sheep ; 
but what pig or sheep was ever so provoking in its obstinacy as 
CJaarles in his* good-natured, well-meanmg, blundering stupidity? 
In a very short time you will read an advertisement put into 
^he Times by Lady Ascot’s solicitor, which will show the 
^reason for some pf the grea^ anxiety which she and others felt 
to have Aim on the spot. At first I^ady Ascot and Lord Saltire 
lamented Jiis absence, from the hearty goodwill they bore him ; 
but, as time wore on, they began to get deeply solicitous for his 
return for other r* I-.ady Ascot’s^, hands were tied. She 

was in a quandary, and, when the intelligence came of his 
having enlisted, and there seemed nearly a certainty of his 
,^l;)(eing shipped off to foreign parts, and killed Before she could get 
at him, she was in a still greater quandary. Suppose, before 
. being kiHed, he was to marry some one? “Good Heavens, 
l^y dear James, was ever an unfortunate wretch punished so 
'before for keeping a secret?” 

“ 1 should say not, Maria,” said Lord Saltire, coolly. “ I 
declare I love the lad the better the more trouble he gives one. 
There never v.as such a dear obstinate dog. Welter has been 
making his cou^, and has made it well — with an air of ruffian- 
like simplicity, which was charming? because novel. I, even I, 
.-can hardly tell whether it was real or not. He has ten limes 
'the brains of his shallow-pated little wife, whose manoeuvres, 
my dear Maria, I should have thought even you, not ordinarily 
a sagacious person, might have seen through.” 

“ I believe the girl loves me ; and don’t be rude, James.” 
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“ I believe^he don’t care twopentfe for you ; and I shall be 
as rude as I please, Maria.” 

Poor Lord Ascot had a laugh at this little battle between 
his mother and her old friend. So Lord Saltire tUrned to him^ 
and said — ’ 

“ At half-past one to-morrow morning, you will be awakened 
by three ruffians in crape masks, with pistols, who will take you 
out of bed with horrid threats, and walk you upstairs and 
down in your shirt,, until yoy have placed all your money and 
valuables into their hands. They will effect an entrance Ijy 
removipig a pane 6f glass, and introducing a small boy, dis- 
guised as a shoe-blaj^k, who will give them admittance.” 'Vvj 
“Good Gad?” said Lord Ascot, “what are you talking) 
about ? ” ^ 

“ Don’t you see that shoe-bla^k over the way ? ” said Lord 
Saltire. “ He has been watching' the house for two hours ; the 
burglars are going to put him in at the back-kitchen window. 
There comes Daventiy back from the police-station. I bet yOu 
a sovereign he has his boots cleaned.” 

Poor Lord Ascot jumped at the bet like an old war-hor^e. 

“ I’d have given you three to one if you had waited.” ' i 

Lord Daventry had indeed reappeared on the scene; his> 
sole attendant was one of the little , girls with bonnet and ^ 
a baby, before mentioned, who had evidently followed him to 
the police-station, watched him in, and then accompanied him 
home — staring at him as at a man of dark experiences, a man 
not to be lost sight of on any account, 1^^ some new and 
exciting thing should befall him meanwhile. This young lady, 
having absented herself some two hours on this errand, and 
having thereby deprived the baby of its natural ^nourishment^ 
was now suddenly encountered by an angry mother, and; \ 
knowing what she had to expect, was forced to “ dodge ” her 
infuriated parent round and round Lord Daventry, in a way*^ 
which made that venerable nobleman giddy, and caused him ' 
to stop, shut his eyes, and feebly offer them money not to do 
it any more. Ultimately the young lady was caught and 
cuffed, the baby was refreshed, and his lordship free. 

Lord Saltire won his pound, to his great delight. Such an 
event as a shoe-black in South Audley Street' was not to be 
passed b^. Lord Daventry entered into conversation with our 
little friend, asked him if he went to school ? if he could say* ' 
the Lord’s Prayer? how much he maderin the day? whether 
his parents v^ere alive ? and ultimately had hi^oots cleaned, 
and gave the boy half-a-crown. ^fter which he disappeared 
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from the scene, and, likd many of our large ^aff of super- 
numeraries, from this history for evermore — he has served his 
turn with us. Let us dismiss the kind-hearted old dandy, with 
our best wishes. • 

} Cord Saltire saw him give the boy the half-crown. He saw 
the boy pocket it as though it were a halfpenny : aifd afterwards 
continue to watch the house, as beforfe. He was more sure 
than ever that the boy meant no good. If he had known that 
he was waiting for one chance of seeing Charles again, perhaps 
he would have given him half-a-crown himself. What a 
difference one word from that boy woulcf have madc^ in our 
i»story! • • 

f When they came back from dinner, there was the boy stiU 
’' lying on the pavement, leaning against his box. The little girl 
who had had her ears boxei came and talked to him for a 
time, and went on. After '*a time she came back with a 
quartern loaf in her hand, the crumbs of which she picked as 
stfe went along, after the manner of children sent on an errand 
to the baker’s^^^J^en she had gone by, he rose and leant 
against the ^tilings, as though lingering, loth to go. 

Once more, later. Lord Saltire looked out, and the boy was 
still there. “I wonder what the poor little rogue wants?” 

^ said Lord Saltir^^; “I havqhalfa mind to go and ask him.” 

* But he did not. It was not to be, my lord. You might have 
been with Charles the next morning at Windsor. You might 
have been in time if you had ; you will have a different sort of 
meeting with hiim than that, if you meet him at all. Beyond 
the grave, my lord, tliat meeting must t)e. Possibly a happier 
one, who knows ? who dare say ? 

The sumnjer night closed in, but the boy fingered yet, to see, 
if perchance he might, the only friend he ever had ; to hear, if 
L he might, the only voice which had ever spoken gently and 
^indly to him of higher things : the only voice which had told 
•Aim that strange, wild tale, scarce believed as yet, of a glorious 
immortality. 

The streets began to get empty. The people passed him— 

* “ Ones and Iwos, • 

And gyups ; the latest said th^ nights grew chill, 

And hastened ; but he loitered ; whilst the dews 
Fell fast, he loitered still.” 
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CHAPTER XLVII 

LADY HAINAULT’s BLOTTING-BOOK 

In the natural course of events I ought now to follow Charles 
in his military career, step by step. But the fact is that I know 
no more aboyt the details of horse-soldiering than a marine, 
and, therefore, I cannot. It is within the bounds of possibility^ 
that the reader may congratulate himself on my ignorance, and^ 
it may also be possible that he has good reasons for so doing. 

Within a fortnight after Hdi;nby’s introduction to Lord 
Saltire and I^dy Ascot, he was off with the headquarters of his 
regiment to Varna. The depot was at Windsor, and there, 
unknown to Hornby, was Charles drilling and drilling. Two 
more troops were to follow the head-quar<^' -r m a short time, 
and so well had Charles stuck to his duty that He was con- 
sidered fit to take his place in one of them. Before his 
moustaches were properly grown, he found himself a soldier 
in good earnest. 

In all his troubles this was the happiest time he ha&, for he 
had got rid of the feeling that he was a disgraced man. If he 
must wear a livery, he would wear the Queen’s ; there was no 
disgrace in that. He wjis a soldier, and ^ould be a hero. 
Sometimes, perhaps, he thought for a moment that he, with his 
two thousand pounds’ worth of education, might have been 
better employed tnan in littering a horse and swa:,h-bucklering 
about among the Windsor taverns ; but he did not think long 
about it. If there were any disgrace in the matter, there was 
a time coming soon, by all accounts, when the disgrace woulA^ 
be wiped put in fire and blopd. On Sunday, when he saw the* 
Eton lads streaming up to the terrace, the old Shrewsbury days, 
and the past generally, used to come back to him rather 
unpleasantly ; but the bygle put it all out of his head again in 
a moment. Were there npt the three most famous armies in 
the world gathering, gathering, for a feast of ravens ? Was not 
the world looking on^ in silence and awe, to see England^ 
France and Russia locked in a death-grip ? Was not he to 
make one at the merry meeting ? Who could think at such a 
time as this ? 

The time was getting short now. In five days they were to 
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start for Southampton, to follow the headquarters to Con- 
stantinople, to Varna, and so into the dark thunder-cloud 
beyond. Hj felt as certain that he would never come back 
pgaip, as that the sun wtuld rise on the morrow. 

He made the last energetic effort that he made at all. It 
was like the last struggle of a drownir^ man. He says that 
the way it happened was this. And I oelicve him, for it was 
one of his own mad impulses, and, like all his other impulses, 
ito came too late. They came broking into some pot-house, 
half-a-dozen of them, and talked aloud afcout this and that, 
and one young lad among them said, that “ he.woula give a 
{thousand pounds, if he had it, to see his ^ster before he went 
^way, for fear she should think that he had gone off without 
thinking of her.” 

Charles left them and walli?d up the street. As he walked 
his purpose grew. He went straight to the quarters of a 
cytain cornet, son to the major of the regiment, and asked to 
speak to him. 

The I iiiiijji 1 r|iiiit smooth-faced boy, listened patiently to 
what he had to say, but shook his hea*d and told him he feared 
it was impossible. But, he said, after a pause, he would help 
him all he could. The next morning he took him to the major 
while he was atone at breakfast, and Charles laid his case 
before him so well that the kind old man gave him leave to go 
to London at four o’clock, and come back by the last train 
that same evening. 

The Duchess %r^hcshire’s ball witf the last and greatest 
which was given that season. It was, they say, in some sort 
like the Duchess of Richmond’s ball before Waterloo. The 
story I have? heard is that Lord George Barty persuaded his 
mother to give it, because he was sure that it would be the last 
^all he should ever dance at. At all events it was given, and 
*e' was right ; for he sailed in the sailie ship with Charles four 
^"days after, and was killed at BaUclava. However, we have 
nothing to do with that. All we have to do with ts the fact 
that it was a very great ball indeed, and that I-.ady Hainault 
was going to ft. • ^ 

Some traditic^is and customs gro>ii by degrees into laws, ay, 
and into laws less frequently broken than those made and pro- 
::;?ided by Parliament. Allow people to^walk across the corner 
of one of your'fields for twenty years, and there is a right of 
way, and they may walk across that field till the cr|ickofdoom. 
Allow a man to build a hut on your property and live in it for 
twenty years, and you can’t^get rid of him. He gains a right 
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there. (I never was annoyed in either of these ways myself, for 
reasons which I decline to mention ; but it is the law, I believe.) 
There is no law to make the young men fire off, guns at one’s 
gate on the 5th of November, but they never miss doing it. 
found some of the men using their rifles for this purpose last 
year, and had to fulminate about it.) To follow out the 
argument, there was no rule in Lord Hainault’s house that the 
children should always come in and sec their aunt dress for a 
ball. But they alwkys did j'^and Lady Hainault herself, though 
she cojild be perfectly determined, never dared to question 
their right. • 

^ They behaved very well. Flora brought in a broken picturej^ 
oroom, which, stuck into an old straw hat of Archy’s, served hei^ 
for feathers. She also made i^nto herself a newspaper fan. 
Gus had an old twelfth-cake ornaf.Tient on his breast for a star 
and a tape round his neck for a garter. In this guise they 
represented the Duke and Duchess of Cheshire, and receiv«5d 
their company in a corner, as good as gold. As for Archy, 
he nursed his cat, sucked his thumb, 'mid* looked at his 
aunt. 

Mary was “ by way of” helping Lady Hainault’s maid, but 
she was very clumsy about it, and her hands shook a good deal. 
Lady Hainault, at last looking up, saw that sho was de^adly palcc 
and crying. So, instead of taking any notice, she dismissed 
the children as soon as she could, as a first step towards being 
left alone with Mary. 

Gus and Flora, findiitg that they must gv;, changed the game, 
and made believe that they were at court, and that their aunt 
was the Queen. So they dexterously backed to’' the door and 
bowed themselves out. Archy was lord chambdMain, or gold 
stick, or what not, and had to follow them in the same way. 
He was less successful, for he had to walk backwards, suckings 
his thumb and^ nursing his cat upside down (she was a patiems 
cat, and was as much accustomed to be nursed that way as any' 
other). He got on very well till he came to the door, when he 
fell on the back of bis head, crushing his cat and biting his 
thumb to the bone. Gus and Flora picked him up, saying that 
lord chamberlains never cried when they felLon the backs of 
their heads. But Archy, poor dear, was obliged to cry a little, 
the more so as the dea*" cat had bolted upstairs, with her tail'-"^ 
big as a fox’s, and Archy was afraid she was kngry with him, 
which seem 2d quite possible. So Mary bad' to go out and take 
him to the nursery. He would stop his crying, he said, if she 
would tell him the story of Ivedy .\vedy. So she told it him 
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quite to the end, where the baffled old sorcerer, fcongolo, gets 
into the plate-warmer with his three-farthings and the brass 
soup-ladle, s^juts the door after him, and disappears for ever. 

which she went* down to Lady Hainault’s room 
igain. , 

Lady Hainault was alone now. Sh^was sitting before her 
dressing-table with her hands folded, apparently looking at her- 
self in the glass. She took no notice of what she had seen ; 
though now they were alone together, she determined that 
Mary should tell her what was the matter — for, in tr^th, she 
W3LS very anxious to know. She never looked Mary when 
she came in ; she only said — * 

^ “ Mary, my love, how do I look ? ” 

“ I never saw you look so beautiful before,” said Mary. 

I am glad of that. Hai»ault is so ridiculously proud of 
me, that I really delight in looking my best. Now, Mary, let 
m^ have the necklace ; that is all, I believe, unless you would 
like me to put on a little rouge.” 

I^Tiiytrirfl tn’in]~ii but could not. ^ Her hands were shaking 
so that the jewels were clicking tog*ether as she held them. 
Lady Hainault saw that she must help her to speak, but she 
had no occasion ; the necklace helped her. 
t It was^a very singular necklace, a Hainault heirloom, which 
I^dy Hainault always wore on grand occasions to please her 
husband. There was no other necklace like it anywhere 
though some folks who did not own it said it was old-fashioned, 
and should be rdSec» It was a collar erf nine points, the ends 
of brilliants, running upwards as the points broadened into 
larger rose diamonds. The eye, catching thc^end of the points, 
was dazzled Ifrith yellow light, which faded into red as the rays 
I of the larjger roses overpowered the brilliants ; and at the upper 
wim the soft crimson haze of light melted, overpowered, into 
mine blazing great rubies. It seemed, however, a shame to 
hide such a beautiful neck by sucU a glorious bauble. 

Mary was trying to clasp it on, but her fingers failed, and 
down went the jewels clashing on the floor. The next moment 
she was down too, on her knees, clutching I^dy Hainault’s 
hand and saying, or trying to say, in» spite of a passionate burst 
of sobbing, “ Lady Hainault, let me see him ; let me ^ee him, 
^r I shall die.” • 

Lady Hainiult turned suddenly upon her, and laid her 
disengaged hand upon her hair. “ M]j little darling,” she said, 
“ my pretty little bird.” 

“ You must let me see hip. You could not be so cruel. I 
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always loved him, not like a sis'ler, oh ! not like a sister, 
woe to me. As you love Lord Hainault ; I know it 
now.” 

“ My poor little Mary. I always thought something of this 
kind.” ( 

“ He is coming to-night. He sails to-morrow or next day,*^ 
and I shall never see hlhi again.” 

“Sails! where for?” 

** I don’t know ; .he does i?ot say. But you must let me s^e 
him. He don’t dream I care for him, Lady Ifainault. But I 
must s^e him, or I shall die.” 

“ You shall see him ; but who is it ? Any one I know ? ” 

• “Who is it? Who could it be but Charles Ravenshoe ? ” 

“ Good God ! Coming here to-night 1 Mary, ring the beli 
for Alwright. Send round to South Audley Street for Lprd 
Saltire, or William Ravenshoe, or some of them. They are 
dying to catch him. There is something more in their eager- 
ness than you or I know of. Send at once, Mary, or we shall 
be too late. When does he come ? Gt^t up, my dear. My 
poor little Mary. I am so sorry. Is he coming Tiere? And 
how soon will he come, dear? Do be calm. Think what we 
may do for him. He should be here now. Stay, I will write a 
note — ^just one line. Where is my, blotting-bnok ? Alwright, 
get my blotting-bopk. And stay ; say that, if any onti' calls for' 
Miss Corby, he is to be shown into the drawing-room at once. 
Let us go there, Mary.” 

Alwright had mcanwjjiile, not having hearA,the last sentence, 
departed to the drawing-room, and possessed herself of Lady 
Hainault’s portfolio, meaning to carry it up to the dressing- 
room ; then she liad remembered the message aljout any one 
calling being shown up to the drawing-room, and had gandered 
down to the hall to give it to the porter; after which she 
gandered upstairs to the dressing-room again, thinking that Lad^ 
Hainault was there, and missing both her and Mary from having^ 
gone downstairs. So while she and Mary were looking for the 
blotting-book impatiently in the drawing-room, the door was 
opened, and the servant announced, “ A gentlenxin to see Miss 
Corby.” * ^ 

He had discreetly said a gentleman, for he did not like to say 
an Hus§ar. Mary turned round and saw a man all scarlet and 
gold before her, and \Vas frightened and did .not know hiuT. 
But when he said “ Mary,” in the old,* old voice, there came 
such a rusli of bygonef* times, bygone words, scenes, sounds, 
meetings and partings, sorrows and joys, into her wild, warm 
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little heart, that, with a low, loving, tender cry, she ran to him 
and hid her face on his bosom.i 

And Lady ^ainault sw^t out of the room after that unlucky 
Sjlot^ing-book. And I intend to go after her, out of mere 
f)oliteness, to help her to find it. I will not submit to be 
[cctured for making an aposiopesis. If ^ny think they could 
lo this business better than I, let them communicate with the 
publishers, and finish the story for themselves. I decline to 
501 into that drawing-room at preseift. I shill wander upstairs 
nto my lady’s chamber, after that goosey-gjtnder Alwrigbt, and 
iee what she has done with the blotting-book. • 

1 Lady Hainault found the idiot of a woman in her dressing-, 
pom, looking at herself in the glass, with the blotting-book 
mder her arm. The maic^ looked as foolish as people 
generally do who are caughk looking at themselves in the 
jlass. (How disconcerting it is to be found standing on a 
:h^r before the chimney-glass, just to have a look at your 
;ntire figure before going to a party I But Lady Hainault 
said nothingJfl^‘«r«^ut, taking the bojok from under her arm, 
she sat down and fiercely scrawled off a note to Lord Saltire, 
to be opened by any of them, to say that Charles Ravenshoe 
iwas then in her house^ and to come in God’s name. 

L “ I hav^ cagedHheir bird*for them,” she said out loud when 
she had just finished and was folding up the *lettcr ; “ they will 
owe me a good turn for this.” 

The maid, who had no notion anything was the matter, had 
been surreptitiously lAoking in the glasi# again, and wondering 
whether her nose was really so very red after all. When Lady 
Hainault spoke thus aloud to herself, she gawe a guilty start, 
ind said, “ Irrftnediately, my lady,” which, you will perceive, was 
POt exactly appropriate to the occasion. 

^ “ Don’t be a goose, my good old Alwright, and don’t tread 
^ my necklace, Alwright ; it is close at your feet.’* 
f^So it was. Lying where Mary had dropped it. Alwright 
thought she must have knocked it off the dressing-table ; but, 
when Lady Hainault told her that Miss Corby had dropped it 
there, Alwright began to wonder why Jier ladyship had not 
fhought it w’orthtwhile to pick it up^ again. 

As a matter of curiosity, I tried to write this paragraph from the word 
** Mary ” to the wofd “ bosom,'* without using a single word derived from 
the Latin. After having talten all possible pains to do so, found there 
were eight out of forty-eight I think it is hdVdly possible to reduce the 
proportion lower, and 1 think it is undesirable to reduce it so low. 

^ Which is a crib from Sir E. B^L. B. L. 



322 Ravenshoe 

“ Put it on while I seal this letter, will you ? I cannot trust 
you, Alwright ; I must go myself.” She went out of the room 
and quickly downstairs to the hall. ^ All this ha^. taken but a 
few minutes ; she had hurried as much as was possible, bu/; tht 
time seema longer to us, because, following my usual plan of 
playing the fool on important occasions, I have been telling you 
about the lady’s-maid’s nose. She went down quickly to the 
hall, and sent off one of the men to South Audley Street with 
her note, giving him orders'to run all the way, and personally 
to seevLady Ascot? or some one else of those named. After 
this she came upstj^irs again. , 

When she came to the drawing-room door, Charles waji 
standing at it. “Lady Hainault,” he said, “would you comA 
here, please ? Poor Mary has %inted.” 1 

“ Poor thing,” •said Lady Hainault. “ I will come to her. 
One word, Mr. Ravenshoe. Oh, do think one instant of this 
fatal, miserable resolution of yours. Think how fond we have 
all been of you. Think of the love that your cousin and Lady 
Ascot bear for you, and pommunicate witr/ At all events 
stay ten minutes more, and see one of them. I must go to 
poor Mary.” 

“ Dear Lady Hainault, you will not change my resolution to 
stand alone. There is a source of "disgrace y6u probably know, 
nothing of. Besides, nothing short of an Order in Council 
could stop me now. We sail for the East in fwenty-four 
hours.” 

They had just time •ibr this, very hurriGHy spoken, for poor 
little Mary had done what she never had done before in her 
life, fainted away: Lady Hainault and Charles went into the 
drawing-room. i 

Just before this, Alwright, coming downstairs, ha4 seen her, 
most sacred mistress standing at the drawing-room door, talkinr4 
familiarly and' earnestly to a common soldier. Her ladysh\" 
had taken his hand in hers; and was laying her other hand upoi?^ 
his breast. Alwright sat down on the stairs. 

She was a poor feeble thing, and it was too,, much for her. 
She was Casterton-bred, and had a feeling for the honour of the 
family. Her first impulse <'.vas to run to Lord Hc*inault’s dressing- 
room door and lock him in. Her next was to rock herself to^ 
and fro and moan, c She followed the latter of these tw-~' 
impulses. Meanwhile, Lady Hainault had succeeded in 
bringing p©or Mary tq herself. Charles had seen her bend- 
ing over the poor little lifeless body, and blessed her. Presently 
Lady Hainault said, “ She is bette r now, Mr. Ravenshoe ; will 
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^ou come and speak to her ? ” There was no answer. Lady 
Hainault thought Charles was in the little drawing-room, and 
lad 'not heajd her. Sh^ went there. It was dimly lighted, 
jut •she saw in a moment that it was empty. She grew 
rightened, and hurriedly went out on to the stairs. There 
ivas no one there. She hurried dowik and was met by the 
iveeping Alwright. 

“ He is safe out of the house, my lady,” said that brilliant 
y(?nius. “ I saw him come out of the drawmg-room, and I ran 
down and sent the hall porter on a message, and let him out 
myself. Oh, my lady ! my lady ! ” ^ • 

[ Lady Hainault was a perfect-tempered woman, but she could 
^ot stand this. Alwright,” she said, “you are a perfect, 
liopeless, imbecile idiot. Gc^ and tell his lordship to come 
to me instantly. Instantly! ^o you hear? • I wouldn't,” she 
continued to herself when Alwright was gone, “face Lord 
Sakire alone after this for a thousand pounds.” 

What was the result of Charles's interview with Mary? 
Simply thi^p.gpTTiS^'Jloor little thing, had innocently shown 
him, in a way he could not mistake, that she loved him with 
all her heart and soul. And when he left that room, he had 
sworn an oath to himself that he would use all his ingenuity to 
prevent lyjr ever •setting e}^es on him again. “I am low and 
degraded enough now,” he .said to himself^ “ but if I gave 
that poor innocent child the opportunity of nourishing her 
love for me, I should be too low to live.” 

He did not contc%iplate the possibility, you see, of raising 
himself to her level. No. He was too much broken down 
for that. Hope was dead with him. He Ifed always been a 
man of less fhan average strength of will ; and two or three 
disasters— terrible disasters they were, remember — had made 
^m such as we see him, a helpless, jlrifting log upon the sea 
yi chance. What Lord Welter had said was terribly true, 
‘^Charles Ravenshoe is broken-heafted.” But to the very last 
he was a just, honourable, true, kind-hearted man.* A man in 
ten thousand. ^ Call him fool, if you will. I cannot gainsay 
you there. But when you have said that, you have finished. 

Did he love Mary ? Yes, from this time forward, he loved 
her as she loved him ; and, the darker the night grew, *hat star 
^rned steadily and more steadily yet. Never brighter, 
perhaps, than when it gleamed on the turbid waters, which 
whelm the bodies of tfiose to whose eyesight all stars have set 
for ever. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII 

IN WHICH CUTHHERT BEGINS TO SEE THINGS IN A ' 
NEW LIGHT 

The stream at Ravenshoe was as low as they had ever seen it, 
said the keeper’s boys who were allowed to take artists and 
strangers up to see !he waterfall in the wood. The artists said 
that it was -more beautiful than ever ; for now, instead of 
roaring headlong over the rocks in one great sheet beneath'* 
the quivering oak leaves, it streamed and spouted over an^ 
among the black slabs of slate in a million interlacing jets. 
Yes, the artists Were quite satisfied with the state of things ; 
but the few happy souls who had dared to ask Cuthbert for a 
day or so of salmon-fishing were not so well satisfied by any 
means. While the artists were saying that this sort of thing, 
you know, was the sort of thing to sho^v^'V■/llC true it was 
that beauty, life and art, were terms co-ordinate, synonymous, 
inseparable — that these made up the sum of existence — that 
the end of existence was love, and what was love but the 
worship of the beautiful (or some'ihing of tllis sort,- for youi‘< 
artist is but a mdrtal man, like the rest of us, and is apt, if 
you give him plenty of tobacco on a hot day, to get uncommon 
hazy in his talk) — while, I say, the artists were working away 
like mad, and uttering' the most beautifill sentiments in the 
world, the anglers were, as old Master I-ee, up to Slarrow, would 
have said, “drattlng” the scenery, the water, the weather, the 
beer and existence generally, because it wouldn t rain. If it 
had rained, you see, the artists would have left talking about 
the beautiful, and begun “ dratting ” in turn, leaving the anglqi;s 
to talk about ‘the beautiful as best they might. Which fait 
gives rise to moral reflections of the profoundest sort. But 
every one, except the discontented anglers, would have said 
that it was heavenly summer weather. The hay was all got in 
without one drop of rain on it. And now, as one glorious, 
cloudless day succeeded ^another, all the land' seemed silently 
swelling- with the wealth of the harvest. Fed by gentle dews- 
at night, warmed by the genial sun by day, the corn began - 
turn from grey to gold, and the distant valleys which spread 
away inland, folded in the mighty grey arms of the moor, 
shone out gallantly with acre beyond acre of yellow wheat and 
barley. A still, happy time. 
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I And the sea ! Who shall tell the beauty of the restless 
lA.tlantic in such weather ? For nearly three weeks there was 
fa gentle wM, now hero, now there, which just curled the 
^Vat(?r, and made a purple shadow for such light clouds as crept 
across the blue sky above. Night and morning •the fishing- 
boats crept out and in. Never was sftich a fishing season. 
The mouth of the stream was crowded with salmon, waiting 
to get up the first fresh. You my^ht see them as you sailed 
a(?ross the shallow sand-bank, the Delta of the stream, which 
had never risen above the wator for forty yetirs, yet whicii now, 
§0 still had been the bay for three weeks, was witliin a foot of 
fce surface at low tide. 

r A quiet, happy time. The three old Master Lees lay all day 
on the sand, where the fishin^boats were drawn up, and had 
their meals brought to thern by young male relatives, who 
immediately pulled off every rag of clotlies they had, and 
wdht into the water for an hour or two. The minding of these 
’ere clothes, and looking out to sea, was quite enough 
cmploymerif*"fi9i thes% three old cronies. They never fell out 
once for three weeks. They used to talk about the war, or the 
cholera, which was said to be here, or there, or coming, or 
gone. But they ^cared little about that. Ravenshoe was not 
a choleri# place. It had never come ther^ before, and they 
did not think that it was coming now. They were quite right ; 
it never came. Cuthbert used his influence, and got the folks 
to move some cabbage stalks, and rotten fish, just to make sure, 
as he said. They would have done more for him than that Just 
now ; so it was soon accomplished. The juvenile population, 
which is the^pretty way of saying the chilSren, might have 
offered considerable opposition to certain articles of merchandise 
being removed without due leave obtained and given ; but, 
wjien it was done, they were all in tho water as, naked as they 
Were born. When it was over they had good sense enough to 
see that it could not be helped, lliesc sweeping measures of 
reform, however, are apt to bear hard on particular cases. For 
instance, young James Lee, great-grandson of Master James 
I Lee, up to Slarrow, lost six dozen (son!e say nine, but that I 
(don’t believe) of oyster shells, whiclT he was storing up for a 
Jgrotto. Cuthbert very properly refunded the price df them, 
WTjich amounted to two-pence. • 

“ Nonsense, again,”, you say. Why, no ! What I have 
written above is not nonsense. The •whims and* oddities of 
a village ; which one has seen with one’s own eyes, and heard 
with one’s own ears, are not^fconsense. I knew, when I began, 
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what I had to say in this chapter, and I have just followed on 
a train of images. And the more readily, because I know that 
what I have to say in this chapter must be said f/ithout effort, 
to be said well. ‘ 

If I thodght I was writing for a reader who was going to 
criticise closely my \fay of telling my story, I tell you the 
honest truth, I should tell my story very poorly indeed. Of 
course I must subipit to th^ same criticism as my betters. But 
there are times when I feel that I must have my reader go hand 
in han^ with me. 'fo do so, he must follow the same train of 
ideas as I doT At srjch times 1 write as naturally as I can. I 
see that greater men than I have done the same. I see thqj 
Captain Marryat, for instance, at a particular part of his nobler 
novel, “ I'he Kind’s Own,” has jrut in a chapter about his grand- 
mother and the spring tides, wftich, for perfect English and 
rough humour, it is hard to match anywhere. 

1 have not dared to play the fool, as he has, for two reasdhs. 
The first, that I could not play it so w^ll. and the second, 
that I have no frightful ’tragedy to put lieldre yOu, to counter- 
balance it, as he had. Well, it is time that this rambling came 
to an end. I hope that I have not rambled too far, and bored 
you. That would be very unfortunate just ngw. 

Ravenshoe Bay^again, then — in tlie pleasant summer drought 
I have been speaking of before. Father Mackworth and the 
two Tiernays were lying on the sand, looking to the sea. 
Cuthbert had gone off to send away soma boys who were 
bathing too near the *mouth of the stream and hunting his 
precious salmon. The younger Tiernay had recently taken to 
collect “ commoA objects of the shore ” — a pleasant, healthy 
mania which prevailed about that time. He had been dabbli’^Sg 
among the rocks at the western end of the bay, and had ^just 
joined his brotjier and Father Mackw'orth with a tin-box ful'fVf'/ 
all sorts of creatures, and he turned them out on the sand aif^ 
called their attention to them. 

“ A very good morning’s work, my brother ” he said. “These 
anemones are all good and rare ones.” c 

“ Bedad,” said the jo'lly priest, “they’d need be of some value, 
for they ain’t pretty to 1oc)k at j what’s this coikle now wid the^ 
long red spike coming out of him ? ” ‘ ^ 

“Cardium tubercuUctum.'' . ^ 

“See here, Mackworth,” said Tieraay, rolling over toward 
hirh on the*sand with the shell in his hand. “ Here’s the rid- 
nosed oysther of Carlingford. Ye remember the legend about 
it, surely?” ^ 
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“ I clon% indeed,” said Mackworth, angrily, pretty sure that 
Father Tiernay was going to talk nonsense, but not exactly 
^nowing hoy| to stop hiip. 

^ “J^ot know the legend ! ” said Father Tiernay. “ Why, 
‘when St. Bridget was hurrying across the sand, to attend 
St. Patrick in his last illness, poor dear, tliis divvle of a oysther 
was sunning himself on the shore, and, as she went by, he 
winked at her holiness with the wicked eye of ’urn, and he 
says, says he, ‘Nate ankles enough, anyho^,’ he says. ‘ YeVe 
drunk ye spalpeerf,’ says St. Bridget, ‘ to ftilk like thal# to an 
honest gentlewoman.' ‘ Sorra a bit of me,’ say» the oysther. 

Ye’re always drunk,’ says St. Bridget. ‘ f)runk yourself,* says 
^he oysther ; ‘ I’m fastin’ from licker since the tide went down.’ 

‘ What makes your nose so rc(^ ye scoundrel ? ’ says St. Bridget. 
‘No ridder nor your own,’ tays the oystlter, getting angry. 
For the Saint was stricken in years, and red-nosed by rayson of 
being out in all weathers, seeing to this and to that. ‘ Yer nose 
is red through drink,’ says she, ‘ and yer nose shall stay as rid 
as mine iswSM;^'., 2fll%the day of judgment.’ And that’s the 
legend about St. Bridget and the Carlingford oysther, and ye 
ought to be ashamed that ye never heard it before.” 

“ I wish, sir,” said Mackworth, “that you could possibly stop 
^yourself /rom tiflking thi? preposterous, indecent nonsense. 
Surely the first and noblest of Irish faints may claim 
exemption from your clumsy wit.” 

“ Begorra, I’m catching it, Mr. Ravenshoe,” said Tiernay. 

“ What for ? ” ?ai(X^uthbcrt, who ha4 just come up. 

“ Why, for telling a legend. Sure, I made it up on the spot. 
But it is none the worse for that ; d’ye think«o now ? ” 

“ Not mu^h the better, I should think,” said Cuthbert, 
laughing^ 

“ Allow me to say,” said Mackworth, “ that I never heard 
^^ch shameless, blasphemous nonsense in my* life.” 

The younger Tiernay was frightened, and began gathering 
up his shells and weeds. His handsome weak face was turned 
towards the gjeat, strong, coarse face of his brother with a look 
of terror, and his fingers trembled as he put the sea-spoils into 
his box. Cuthbert, watching them* both, guessed that some- 
times Father Tiernay could show a violent, head-long temper,^ 
"t^nd that his brother had seen an outiireak of this kind and' 
trembled for ofie now. It was only a guess, probably a good 
one ; but there were no signs of such aj;i outbreak now. Father 
Tiernay only lay back on the sand and laughed, without a cloud 
on his face. 
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“ Bedad,” fee said, “ I’ve been lying on the sand, and the sur 
has got into my stomach and made me talk nonsense. Wher 
I was a gossoon, I used to sleep w^h the pig ; ^and it was 2 
poor, feeble-minded pig, as never got fat on petaty skins. . 
folly’s catchin’, I must have caught it from that pig. Did yc 
ever hear the legend cxC St. Laurence O’Toole’s wooden-legged 
sow, Mackworth ? ” 

It was evident, after this, that the more Mackworth fulminated 
against good Father Tiernay*s unutterable nonsense, the mo?c 
he would talk ; so he rose and moved sulkily away. Cuthbert 
asked him, laughing^ what the story was. 

“ Faix,” said Tiernay, “ I ain’t sure, principally because I 
haven’t had time to invent it ; but we’ve got rid of Mackworth, 
and can now discourse reasonabje.” 

Cuthbert sent a* boy up to the ‘!iall for some towels, and then 
lay down on the sand beside Tiernay. He was very fond of 
that man in spite of his reckless Irish habit of talking nonserue. 
He was not alone there. I think that every one who knew 
Tiernay liked him. , ^ ' 

They lay on the sand together, those three ; and when 
Father Mackworth’s anger had evaporated he came back and 
lay beside them. Tiernay put his hand out to him, and 
Mackworth shook it, and they v/ere recoifciled. f believe 
Mackworth esteemed Tiernay, though they were so utterly 
unlike in character and feeling. I know that Tiernay had a 
certain admiration for Mackworth. 

“Do you think now,” said Tiernay, “^hat you Englishmen 
enjoy such a scene and such a time as this as much as we 
Irishmen do? I cannot tell. You talk better about it. You 
have a dozen poets to our one. Our best poet^ I take it, is 
Tommy Moore. You class him as third-rate; but I doubt, 
mind you, whether you feel nature as acutely as we do.” 

“ I think wc do,” said Cuthbert eagerly. “ I cannot thin>».. 
that you can feel the beauty of the scene we are looking at 
more deeply than I do. You feel nature as in ‘Silent O’Moyle ; ’ 
we feel it as in Keats’ ‘ St. Agnes’ Eve I ’ ” 

He was sitting up on^the sand, with his elbows on his knees 
and his face buried in hit hands. None of them spoke for a 
time ; and he, looking seaward, said, idly, in a low voice — 

** * St. Agnes* Evel* Ah ! bitter chill it was. ' 

The owl, for all his feathers, was ^-cold ; 

The hare limped, trembling, through the frozen grass ; 

And drowsy was the flock in woolly fold.’ ” 

What was the poor lad thinking of? God knows. There 



• • 

are times when one can’t f(filow the train of a m%n’s thoughts 
— only treasure up their spoken words as priceless relics. 

His beautiful face was turned towards the dying sun, and in 
^at face ther# was a look^f such kindly, quiet peace that they 
^•iho •watched it were silent, and wailed to hear what he would 
say. • 

The western headland was black before the afternoon sun, 
and, far to sea, Lundy lay asleep in a golden haze. All before 
them the summer sea heaved betwj^on the capes and along the 
sahd, and broke in short crisp surf at their feet, gently moving 
the seaweed, the sand, and the*shells. • • 

^ “ ‘ St. Agnes’ Eve,’ ” he said again. “ Al^ yes ! that is one of 
the poems written by Protestants which help to make men 
'5!atholics. Nine-tenths of their highest religious imagery is 
taken from Catholicism. The *English poets have nothing to 
supply the place of it. Miltoit felt it, and wit)te about it ; yes, 
after ranging through all heathendom for images, he comes 
hoilie to us at last — 

T due feet never fail 
1 o wane the studious cloisters pale, 

And love the high emhowed roof, 

With antique pillars massy proof. 

And storied windows, richly dight, 

Casting a dim^religious light.’ 

“ Yes ; tie could feel for that cloister life. ‘The highest form 
of human happiness ! Wc have the poets with us, at all events. 
Why, what is the most perfect bijou of a poem in the English 
language ? Tenii^soVs ‘ St. Agnes.’ had to come to us.” 

The poor fellow looked across the sea, which was breaking 
L in crisp ripples at his feet among the seawe€d, the sand and 
}/he shells ; aifd as they listened they heard him say, almost 
■ passionately — 

, y' * Bre ak up the heavens, oh, Lprd ! and far 

Through all yon starlight keen * 

Draw me, thy bride, a glktering star 
In raiment white and clean.’ 

• 

“ They have^ken our churches from us, and driven us into 
Birmingham-built chapels. They sneer •at us, but they forget 
^'that we built theif arches and stained kheir glass for them. Art 
Jiias revenged herself on them for their sacrilege by quitting 
*^’,Ah in disgust. They have robbed u» of our churches and 
’ our revenues, anS turned us out on the world. Ay, but we are 
revenged. They don’t Vnow the use ot them now»they have 
got them ; and the only men who could teach them, the 

L 2 
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TractarianSjf are abused and persecuted by them for their 
superior knowledge.” 

So he rambled on, looking seaward ; at his feet the surf 
playing with the sand, the seaweed, and the s^'iells. ^ 

He made a very long pause, and then, when they thouglp 
that he wis thinking of something quite different, he suddenly 
said — ' 

“ I don’t believe it matters whether a man is buried in the 
chancel, or out of it. Bu,t they are mad to discourage such a 
feeling as that, and not make use of it. Am I the worse idan 
becaCi'se I fancy that, when I ^ay there so quiet, I shall hear 
above my Hbad the footfalls of those who go to kneel arouqfl 
the altar? What is it one of them says — 

* Or where the kneeling hamlet drains 
yiic chalice of tlnjjgrapes of God.’ ” 

He very seldom spoke so much as this. They were surprised 
to hear him ramble on so ; but it was an afternoon in whidh it 
was natural to sit upon the shore and talk, saying straight on 
just what came uppermost~a quiet, pleasilTll' j.rternoon ; an 
afternoon to lie upon the sand and conjure up old memories. 

“ I have been rambling, hav’n’t 1 ? ” he said presently.-^ 
“Have I been talking aloud, or only thinking?” 

“You have been talking,” said Tiernay, wonderin;;; at such 
question. 

“ Have I ? I thought I had been only thinking. I will go 
and bathe, I think, and clear my head from dreams. I must 
have been quoting poetry, then ? ” he added, smiling. 

“ Ay, and quoting it well too,” said Tiernay. 

A young fisherman was waiting with a boat, and the lad had 
come with his tow'els. He stepped lazily acroL the sand t(^ 
the boat and they shoved off. 

Besides the murmur of the surf upon the sand, playing with 
the shells and seaweed; besides the shouting of the battr'ig 
boys; besides the voicesf of the home-returning fishermen, 
carried sharp and distinct along the water ; besides the gentle 
chafing of the stream among the pebbles, was there no other 
sound upon the beach* that afternoon ? Yes, a sound different 
to all these. A loud-bounding alarm drifm, beating mor^ 
rapidly and furiously each moment, but only heard by oit| 
man, and not heeded by him. 

The tide drawing eastward, and a gentle wind following it, 
hardly enough to fill the sails of the lazy fishing-boats and 
keep them to their course. Here and there among the leeward 
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part of the fleet, you might hear the sound of ai^oar working 
in the rowlocks, sleepily coming over the sea and mingling 
harmoniously with the rest. 

i The youngiman with Guthbert rowed out a little distance, 
*^d*thcn they saw Cuthbert standing in the prow undressing 
iTiimself. The fishing-boats near him luffed and hftrriedly put 
out oars, to keep away. The Squire wai going to bathe, and 
no Ravenshoc man was ill-mannered enough to come near. 

Those on the shore saw him ^tanding^ stripped for one 
mbment — a tall majestic figure. Then they saw him plunge 
into the water and begin .swi^iming. • • 

And then ; — it is an easy task to tell it. ^ They%aw his head 
i go under water, and though they started on their feet and 
'ik^aited till seconds grew to minutes and hope was dead, it 
never rose again. Without ^ne cry, without one struggle, 
without even one last farewell %ave of the haftd, as the familiar 
old landscape faded on his eyes for ever, poor Cuthbert went 
(io%n ; to be seen no more till the sea gave up its dead. The 
poor wild, passionate heart had fluttered itself to rest for ever. 

The surf^jifl'geri'ti)^ playing with the sand, the sea changing 
from purple to grey, and from grey to black, under the fading 
■ twilight. The tide sweeping westward the tall black headland, 
towards the slender-curved thread of the new moon, which 
grew mort brilliant as the *sun dipped to his rest in the red 
Atlantic. 

Groups ot fishermen and sea boys and servants, that followed 
the ebbing tide it went westward, peering into the crisping 
surf to see something they knew was tRere. One group that 
paused among the tumbled boulders on the edge of the 
retreating surges, under the dark promontofy, and bent over 
'something which lay at their feet. 

The naked corpse of a young man, calm and beautiful in 
^th, lying quiet and still between two rocks, softly pillowed 
on a bed of green and purple seaweed. And a priest that stood 
upon the shore, and cried wildly td the four winds of heaven. 
“ Oh, my God, I loved him ! My God ! my God ! I loved 
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CHAPTER XLTX 

THE SECOND COLUMN OF “THE TIMES” OF THIS DATE, 
'VfiTH OTHER MATTERS 


“ TOMATO. Slrv-n the door ! ” 

“ EDWARD. Come at once ; poor Maria is in sad distress. Toodlekins 
stole !4!!” 

“J. K. can Return to his deeply adlictcd family if he ‘likes, or remain 
away if he likes. Tlfc A F, one and all, will view either course wi >3 
supreme indifference. Should he choose the former alternative, he is 
requested to be as quick as possible. If the latter, to send the key of tK; 
cellaret.” ^ 

“ LOST. A liltlf black -and-tan l^y’s lap dog. Its real name is Pussy, 
but it will answer to the name of Toodlekins best. If any gentleman living 
near Kensal Green, or Kentish town, should happen, perfectly accidentally 
of course, to have it in his possession, and would be so good as to briri^ it 
to 997, Sloane Street, I would give him a sovereign and welcome, and not 
a single question asked, upon my honour.” , 

It becomes evident to me that the dog Toodlekins, mentioned 
in the second advertisement, is the same dog alluded to in the 
fourth j unless you resort to the ^theory tl^t two dogs were 
stolen on the san\e day, and that both were called Tbodlekins. 
And you are hardly prepared to do that, I fancy. Consequently, 
you arrive at this, that the “Maria” of the second advertisement 
is the “ little black-and-tan lady ” of the fourth. And that, in 
1854, she lived at 997, Sloane Street, who was she? Had 
she made a fortune by exhibiting herself in a caravan like Mrs. 
Gamp's spotted negress, and taken a house in 31o£ine Street, 
for herself, Toodlekins, and the person who advertised for 
Edward to come and comfort her? Again, who was‘ Edward ? 
Was he her Iprother ? Was he something nearer and dear€y;^ 
Was he enamoured of her person or her property ? I fear die 
latter. Who could truly love a little black-and-tan lady ? 

Again. The wording of her advertisement gives rise to 
this train of thought. Two persons must alwayt be concerned 
in stealing a dog — the person who steals the dog, and the 
person who has the dog*' stolen ; because, if %e dog did not 
belong *fco any one, it is evident that no one could steal it. To 
put it more scientifically, there must be an active and a passiVe 
agent. Now, I’ll bet a dirty old dishcloth against the New 
York Herald^ which is«pretty even betting, that our little black 
and tan friend, Maria, had been passive agent in a dog-stealing 
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case more than once before this, or why does she mention 

these two localities? But we must get on to the other 
^^dvertisement^. 

^ I?OST. A large while bull-dog, very red about the eyes ; desperately 
savage. Answers to the name of ‘Billy.’ The advertiser l^gs that any 
person finding him will be very careful not to irytate him. The best way 
of securing him is to make him pin another dog, and then lie his four legs 
together and muzzle him. Any one bringing him to the Coach and Horses, 
St^ Martin’s Lane, will be rewarded.” 

He seems to have been foui^ the same ^ay, and by •some 
(jpe who was a bit of a wag ; for the very next advertisement 
runs thus : 

^ “FOUND. A large white bull-dog, very red about the eyes ; desper- 
ately savage- The owner can have^iim at once, by applying to Queen’s 
Mews, Belgrave Street, and paying file price of the alfverlisement and the 
cost of a new pad-groom, aged 18, as the tiog has bitten one so severely 
abc#t the knee that it is necessary to sell him at once to drive a cab.” 

“ LOST. Somewhere between Mile-end Road and Putney Bridge, an 
old leathern purse, coUjl^ining a counterfeit sixpence, a lock of hair in a 
paper, and {^'.-ftfiiy-pbufld note. Any on« bringing the note to 267, 
Tylney Street, Mayfair, may keep the purse and the rest of its contents for 
-their trouble,” 

r 

This was a ver^ shabby advertisement. 'The next, though 
doming fi^m an attorney’s oHice, is much ^more munificent. 
It quite makes one’s mouth water, and envy the lucky fellow 
who would answer it. 

“ ONE HUNDRED* GUINEAS RE\^ft\RD. Register wanted. 
To parish clerks. Any person who can discover the register of marriage 
between Petre Ravenshoe, Esq., of Ravenshoe, in tlm county of Devon, 
tand Maria Daw^m, which is supposed to have been smemnised in or about 
Hhe year 1778, will receive the above reward, on communicating with 
Messrs. Coyipton and Brogden, Solicitors, 2004, Lincoln’s Inn Fields.” 

'tomato slammed the door as he W 3 ^ told. Edward dashed 
up to 997, Sloane Street, in a hansom cab, just as the little 
black and tan lady paid one sovereign to a gentleman in a 
velveteen shooting-coat, from Kentish 'Eown, and hugged 
Toodlekins tocher bosom. J. B. came;, home to his afflicted 
family with the Jcey of the cellaret.. The white bull-dog was 
^restored to the prizefighter, and the groom-lad received shin- 
^Ister and was sent home tipsy, Nay^ even an honest man, 
finding that thetiote was stopped, took it to Tylney Street, and 
got half-a-crown. But ho one ever answered the advertisement 
of Lord Saltire’s solicitor about the iftarriage register. The 
long summer dragged on. ^The square grew dry and dusty ; 
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business grew, slack, and the clerks grew idle ; but no one 
came. As they sat there drinking ginger-beer, and looking 
out at the parched lilacs and laburnums, talking about the 
theatres, and the war, and the cholera, it grew to be a joke,wilj|(j 
them. When any shabby man in black was seen coming 
across the square, thej;' would say to one another, “ Here comes 
the man to answer Lord Saltire^s advertisement.’* Many men 
in black, shabby and smart, came across the square and into 
the office ; but none had a** word to say about the marriage of 
Petre ^Ravenshoe with Maria Dawson, which took place in the 
year 1778. • 

Once, during that long, sad summer, the little shoeblacK' 
thought he would saunter up to the house in South Audley 
Street, before which he had waited so long one night to meet 
Charles, who had« never come. #.Not perhaps with any hope. 
Only that he would like to see the place which his friend had 
appointed. He might come back there some day ; who could 
tell? 

Almost every house in South Audley ,the shutters 

closed. When he came opposite Lord Ascot’s house, he saw 
the shutters were closed there too. But more ; at the second 
story there was- a great painted board hung edgeways, all 
scarlet and gold. There was sorrie writing^ on it Jtoo, on a 
scroll. He could spell a little, now, thanks to the ragged- 
school, and he spelt out “Christus Salvator meus.” What 
could that mean ? he wondered. 

There was an old wDman in the aresiy h 61 ding two of the 
rails in her hands, and resting her chin on the kerbstone, 
looking along thi hot, desolate street. Our friend went over 
and spoke to her. 

“ I say, missus,” he said, “ what’s that thing up there ? ” 

“ That’s the scutching, my man,” said she. 

“ The scutchings ! ” * ^ ’ 

“ Ah 1 My Lord’s dead. • Died last Friday week, and they’ve 
took him dqwn to the country house to bury him.” 

“ My Lord ? ” said the boy. “ Was he the ^one as used to 
wear top-boots, and went for a soger ? ” 

The old woman had never seen my lord wear top-boots. 
Had h^arn tell, though, as his father used to, and drive a coach, 
and four in ’em. J^one of ’em hadn’t gone for sogeprs,’ 
neither. 

“ But what’s the scujching for?” askSd the boy. 

They put it up for a year, like for a monument, she said. 
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lord’s motter, that was all she knowd. And, beiKg a tender- 
hearted old woman, and not having the fear of thieves before 
*wr eyes, she had taken him down into the kitchen and fed 
When* he returned to the upper regions, he was 
collared” by a policeman, on a charge of “area sneaking,” 
but, after explanations, was let go, to paddle home, oarefooted, 
to the cholera-stricken court where he Tived, little dreaming, 
poor lad, what an important part he was accidentally to play 
in^this history hereafter. / 

They laid poor Lord Ascot to sleep Jn the channel at 
Ranford, and Lady Ascot stoofl over the grave likg a grey, old, 
nJform-beaten tower. “It is strange, Jam (ft,” she said to Lord 
.^altire that day, “you and I being left like this, with the young 
ones going down around us like grass. Surely our summons 
must come soon, James. It’sJ^eary, weary \^iting.” 


CHAPTER L 

SHREDi AND PATCHES 

• 

Lord Welter was now Lord Ascot. I was thinking at one 
;ime that I would continue to call him by his old title, as being 
:he one most fftnilj^r to you. But, ^n second thoughts, I 
prefer to call him by his real name, as I see plainly that to 
follow the other course would produce stiU worse confusion. 

I only ask that you will bear his change of title in mind. The 
new Lady Ascot I shall continue to call Adelaide, choosing 
rather to Incur the charge of undue familiarity with people so 
•ir above me in social position, than to be ansMjerable for the 
inevitable confusion which would Jpe caused by my speaking, 
so often as I shall have to speak, of two Ladies Ascot, with 
such a vast difference between them of age and chS,racter. 

Colonel Wfiisker, a tenant of I.,ord Ascot's, had kindly 
placed his hous^at the disposal of h^s Lordship for his father's 
funeral. Never was there a more opportune act of civility, for 
^nford was dismantled ; and the doors of Casterton Vere as « 
mmly closed to* Adelaide as the gates oT the great mosque at 
Ispahan to a Christian.* 

Two or three days after Lord Ascotft death, it was arranged 

that he should, be buried at Ranford. That night the new 

n 
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Lord Ascot 6ame to his wife’s dressing-room, as usual, to plot 
and conspire. 

“Ascot,” said she, “they are all asked to Casterton for the 
funeral. Do you think she will ask fee ? ” ’ 

“ Oh dea^, no,” said Lord Ascot. 

“ Why not ? ” said Adelaide. “ She ought to. She is civil 
enough to me.” 

“ I tell you I know she won’t. He and I were speaking 
about it to-day.” , 

He ,was looking over her shoulder into the glass, and saw 
her bite her lip. ‘ 

“Ah,” said she. ‘And what did he say ? ” 

“ Oh, he came up in his infernal, cold, insolent way, and 
said that he should be delighted to see me at Casterton during 
the funeral, but Lady Hainaulf*Teared that she could hardly 
find rooms for Lady Ascot and her maid.” 

“ Did you knock him down ? Did you kick him ? IJid 
you take him by the throat and knock his hateful head against 
the wall ? ” said Adelaide, as quietly as if .^sa^^Ying “ How 
d’ye do?” ’ 

“No, my dear, I didn’t,” said Lord Ascot. “Partly, you 
see, because I did not know how Lord Saltire would take it. 
And remember, Adelaide, I always told you that it would take^j 
years, years before people of that sort would receive you.” 

“ What did you say to him ? ” 

“Well, as much as you could expect me to say. I sneered 
as insolently, but mucb_ more coarsely th^ lie could possibly 
sneer ; and I said that I declined staying at any house where 
my wife was not received. And so we bowed and parted.” 

Adelaide turned round and said, “That was kind and t 
manly of you. Welter. I thank you for that, Welter.” 

And so they went down to Colonel Whisker’s cottage, for 
the funeral. The colonefl probably knew quite how the land 
lay, for he was a man of the world, and so he had done a very 
good-natured action just at the right time. She and Lord 
Ascot lived for a fortnight there, in the most charming style ; 
and Adelaide used to ^ake him laugh, by describing what it 
was possible the other papy were doing up at^ the solemn old 
Casterton. She used to put her nose in the air and imitate i! 
young Lady Hainault to perfection. At another time she 
would imitate old Laciy Hainault and her disagreeable sayings 
equally welL She was very amusing that fortnight, though 
never affectionate. Sh^ knew that was useless ; but she tried 
to keep Lord Ascot in good humour with her. She had a 
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reason. She wanted to get his ear. She wanteh him to con- 
fide entirely to her the exact state of affairs between Lord 
Saltire and himself. Here was Lord Ascot dead, Charles 
^^Rayenshoe 'i)robably at*Alyden in the middle of the cholera, 
Vnd Lord Saltire’s vast fortune, so to speak, goirjg a-begging. 
If he were to be clumsy now — now that the link formed by 
his father. Lord Ascot, between him* and Lord Saltire was 
taken away — they were ruined indeed. And he was so terribly 
outspoken ! ? 

And so she strained her wits, till her .face grew shfirp and 
thin, to keep him in good hhmour. She had q, hard task at 
times ; for there was something lying up°ln the deserted house 
at ]ft.anford which made Lord Ascot gloomy and savage now 
^and then, when he thought of it. I believe that the man, 
coarse and brutal as he was.,j loved his father, in his own way, 
very deeply. 

^ A night or so after the funeral, there w-as a dressing-room 
conference between the tw’o ; and, as the conversation which 
ensued wa s, -:r::f>prtant, I must transcribe it carefully. 

When he came up to her, she was sitting with her hands 
folded on her lap, looking so perfectly beautiful that Lord 
Ascot, astonished and anxious as he was at that moment, 
remarked it, and felt pleased at, and proud of, her beauty. A 
greater Yool than she might probably have met him with a 
look of love. She did not. She only raised her great eyes to 
his, with a look of intelligent curiosity. 

He drew a chair v»p close to her, ard said — 

“I am going to make your hair stand bolt up on end, 
Adelaide, in spite of your bandoline.” , 

^ “I don’t think so,” said she; but she looked startled, 
nevertheless. 

“ I am. What do you think of this ? ” 

' “This? I think that is the Wnes newspaper. Is there 
anything in it?” 

“Read,” said he, and pointed to the list of^ deaths. She 
read. ^ 

“Drowned, while bathing in Ravenshoe Bay, Cuthbert 
Ravenshoe, E^., of Ravenshoe 1^11. In the faith that his 
forefathers bled and died for. — R.f.P.” 

^ j “Poor fellow!” she said, quietly.^ “So gone, ana^ 
brother William, the groom, reigns in his stead. That is a 
piece of nonsense of the priest’s, about their dyings for the faith. 
I never heard that any of them did that. Also, isn’t there 
something wrong about the grammar ? ” 
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“I can’t saiy,” said Lord Ascot 5 “I was at Eton, and 
hadn’t the advantage that you had of learning English grammar. 
Did you ever play the game of trying to read the Times right 
across, from one column to anothef, and see 'what funny 
nonsense it piakes?” 

“No. I should think it was good fun. ’ 

“ Do it now.” 

She did. Exactly opposite the announcement of Cuthbert’s 
death, was the advertisement we have seen before — Lord 
Saltire’s^advertiseme«t for the missing register. 

She was atljentive and eager enough now. After a time, 
she said, “ Oho ! ” * 

Lord Ascot said, “ Hey ! what do you think of that. Lady 
Ascot?” 

“ I am all abroad^” ‘j 

“ I’ll see if I can fetch you home again. Petre Ravenshoe, 
in 1778, married a milkmaid. She remembered the duties 
her position so far as to conveniently die before any of the 
family knew what a fool he had made of ^^ijaeael f b ut so far 
forgot them as to give birth to a boy, who lived to be one of 
the best shots, and one of the jolliest old cocks I ever saw — 
Old James, the Ravenshoe keeper. Now my dearly beloved 
grandmother Ascot is, at this present speakii^g, no less than 
eighty-six years old, and so, at the time of the occurrerfee, was 
a remarkably shrewd girl of ten. It appears that Petre 
Ravenshoe, sneaking away here and there with his pretty 
Protestant wife, out of tVe way of the prie;gts,'iind finding life 
unendurable, not having had a single chance to confess his 
sins for two long y,ears, came to the good-natured Sir Cingle 
Headstall, grandmamma’s papa, and opened his g/iefs, trying 
to persuade him to break the matter to that fox-hunting old 
Turk of a father of his, Howard. Sir Cingle was too cbwardly 
to face the old man for a lime ; and, before the pair of them ' 
could summon courage to speak, the poor young thing died 
at Manger Hall, where they had been staying with the Head- 
stalls some months. This solved the difficulty, and nothing 
was said about the matjter. Petre went home.' They had 
heard reports about his livjpg with a woman apd having had 
a baby bom. They asked veiy few questions about the child 
sjc his mother, and of cqurse it was all forgotten convenientlyj^ 
long before his marriage with my grandaunt/ Lady Alicia 
Staunton, came on the tapis, which took place in 1782, when 
grandma was ‘fourteen years of age. Now grandma had, as a 
girl of ten, heard this marriage of Petre Ravenshoe with Maria 
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Dawson discussed in her presence, from eweiy point of view, 
by her father and Petre. Night and morning, at bed-time, at 
meal-times, sober, and \^ry frequently drunk. She had heard 
^evgry possiole particular. When she heard of his second 
marriage (my mouth is as dry as dust with this ^talking ; ring 
the bell, and send your maid down for some claret and water) 
— when she heard of his second marriage, she never dreamt 
of saying anything, of course — a chit of fourteen with a great 
iiability to having her ears boxe^. So held her tongue. 
When afterwards my grandfather made l»ve to her, j^ie held 
it the tighter, for my granftaunPs sake, of Mihom she was 
fon^. Petre, after a time, had the T)oy James home to 
Ravenshoe, and kept him about his own person. He made 
him his gamekeeper, treated him with marked favour and so 
on j but the whole thing vj^ a sort of qjisprision of felony, 
and poor silly old grandma was a party to it.” 

• “ You are telling this very well, Ascot,” Said Adelaide. “ I 
dll, as a reward, go so far out of my usual habits as to mix 
ou som^r;]pr/»t aiv'^water. I am not going to be tender, you 
:now ; but I’ll do so much. Now that’s a dear, good fellow ; 
jo on.” 

** Now comes something unimportant, but inexplicable. 
Did Lady Haiitault knew it, and held Aer tongue. How ob» 
vhy is a mystery wc cannot fathom, and don’t want to. 
jrandma says that she would have married Petre herself, and 
hat her hatred for grandma came from the belief that grandma 
;ould have stoflpedpthe marriage witl^my grandaunt by speak- 
ng. After it was over she thinks that Lady Hainault hap 
jufficient love left for Petre to hold her Ipngue. But this is 
lothing to the purpose. This James, the real heir of Ravenshoe, 
jiarried an English girl, a daughter of a steward on one of 
3ur Iris*h estates, who had been born in Ireland, and was called 
Nora. She was, you see, Irish Enough air heart; for she 
committed the bull of changing her own child, poor dear 
Charles, the real heir, for his youngest half-brpther, William, 
by way of bettering his position, and then confessed the whole 
matter to the priest. Now this now discovery would blow 
the honest pri«|st’s boat out of the^water ; but : — ” 

“Yesl” . 

■ ** Why, grandma can’t, for the life jDf her, remember whef?F 
they were married. She is certain that it was in the north of 
Hampshire, she says? Why or wherefore, she c^n’t say. She 
says they resided the necessary tinTe, and were married by 
license. She says she is sure of it, because she heard him. 
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more than on&, say to her father that he had been so careful 
of poor Maria’s honour, that he sent her from Ravenshoe to 
the house of the clergyman who married them, who was a 
friend of his ; farther than this she Ifnows nothii%.” 

“Hence the advertisement, then. But why was it not* 
inserted before ? ” 

“ Why, it appears that, when the whole esclandre took place, 
and when you, my Lady Ascot, jilted the poor fellow for a man 
who is not worth his^ittle finder, she communicated with Lord, 
Saltire ^t once, and the result was that she began advertising 
in so mysterioi^s a manner that tKfe advertisement was wholly 
unintelligible. It appears that she and Lord Saltire agreed not ' 
to disturb Cuthbert till they were perfectly sure of everything. 
But, now he is dead. Lord Saltire has insisted on instantly 
advertising in a sepsible way. Sp you see his advertisement 
appears actually in tne same paper which contains Cuthbert’s 
death, the news of which William got the night before last by 
telegraph.” 

“ William, eh ? How does he like the <:upj2gi^g dashed 
from his lips like this?”' 

Lord Ascot laughed. “ That ex-groom is a born fool. Lady 
Ascot. He loves his foster-brother better than nine thousand 
year, Lady Ascot. He is going to otart to Varna, and hunt 
nim through the army and bring him back.” 

“ It is incredible,” said Adelaide. 

“ I don’t know. .1 might have been such a fool myself once, 
who knows ? ” , 

“ Who knows indeed,” thought Adelaide, “ who knows 
now ? ” “ So,” she said aloud, “ Charles is heir of Ravenshoe 

after all.” « 

“ Yes. You were foolish to jilt him.” 

“ I was. Is Alydcn healthy ? ” 

“ You know it is not. Our fellows are dying like dogs.” 

“ Do you know what regiment he is in ? ” 

“ They think, from Lady Hainault’s and Mary Corby’s 
description, that it is the 140th.” 

“ Why did not William. start on this expedition before? ” 

“ I don’t know. A new impulse. They have written to all 
sorts of commanding officers, but he won’t turn up till he 
uiiooses, if" I know him right.” 

“ If William brings him back.” • 

“ Why, then he’ll come into nine, or more probably twelve, 
thousand a year. For ** those tin lodes have turned up 
trumps.” 
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“ And the whole of Lflrd Saltire^s property ? * 

“ I suppose so.” 

“ And we remain beggars.” 

“ I suppdse so,” .said Lord Ascot. “ It is time to go to bed, 
>lA^y Ascot.” 

This is exactly the proper place to give flie results of 
William’s expedition to Varna. He arfived there just after the 
army had gone forward. Some men were left behind invalided, 
among whom were two or three /)f the ft^oth. One of these 
william selected as being a likely man ffom whom ^ make 
inquiries. I ^ 

^ He was a young man, and, likely eifough, a kind-hearted 
one*; but when he found himself inquired of by a handsome, 

^ well-dressed young gentleman, obviously in search of a missing 
relative, a lying spirit entere(> into him, and he lied horribly. It 
appeared that he had been flie intimate anfl cherished comrade 
of Charles Horton (of whom he had never heard in his life), 
'f hat they had ridden together, drunk together, and slept side 
by side. That he had nursed him through the cholera, and then 
(seeing rS/‘6fher wjj^out of thema^of falsehood in which he 
had entangled himself), that he assisted to bury him with his 
own hands. Lastly, lying on through mere recklessness, into 
desperation, an^ so into kind of sublimity, he led Willian^ 
^ out of fhe town, and pointed out to hini Charles’s untimely 
grave. When he saw William pick some dry grass from the 
grave, when he saw him dowm on his knees, with his cheek on 
the earth, the* h^was sorry for what he had done. And, 
when he was alone, and saw William^ shadow pass across the 
blazing white wall, for one instant, before went under the 
. dark gateway of the town, then the chinking gold pieces fell 
from his hand on the burning sandy ground, and he felt that 
he would have given them and ten times more, to have spoken 
Ae truth. • • 

So Charles was dead and buried was he ? Not quite yet, if 
you please. Who is this riding, one of a gallant train, along 
the shores of the bay of Eupatoria towards sbme dim blue 
mountains?* Who is this that keeps^ looking each minute to 
the right, at the noble fleet which is keeping pace with the 
li great scarlet Jnd blue rainbow which men call the allied 
'jh firmies? At the great cloud of smoke floating angrily sea^ 
ward, and the^calm waters of the bayteaten into madness by 
three hundred throbbing propellers ? 

• • 
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CHAPTER IJI 

IN WHICH CHARLES COMES TO LIFE AGAIN 
• 

Ha ! This was a life again. Better this than dawdling about 
at the heels of a dardy, or sitting on a wheelbarrow in a mews ! 
There is a scent here sweeter than that of the dung-hill, or the 
dandy’s' essences — what is it? The smell of tar, and bilge 
water, and red' herrings. There is a fresh whiff of air up this 
narrow street, which moves your hair, and niakes your pulse 
quicken. It is the free wind of the sea. At the end of the 
street are ships, from which ccmes the clinking of cranes ; 
pleasanter music sometimes thaif the song of nightingales. 

Down the narrow street towards the wharf come the hussars. 
Charles is among them. On the wharf, in tlie confusion, fore- 
most, as far as he dare, to assist. He was known as the best 
horseman in the troop, and, as such, wa^ put irVt^j dangerous 
places. He had attracted great attention among the officers 
by his fearlessness and dexterity. The captain had openly 
praised him ; and, when the last horse had been slung in, and 
the last cheer given, and the great ship was away down the 
river, on her message of wrath, and woe, and glory, Charles 
was looking back at Southampton spires, a new man with a 
new career before him. 

The few months of degradation, of brooding misery, of list- 
lessness and helplessness he had gone through, made this short 
episode in his life appear the most happy and most beautiful 
of all. The merest clod of a recruit in the regiment felt in 
some way ennobled and exalted : but as for Charles with his 
intensely sensitive, and romantic nature, he was quite, as the 
French say, tHe montee. The lowest menial drudgery was 
exalted and glorified. Groom his horse and help clean the 
deck ? Why "not ? That horse must carry him in the day of 
the merry meeting of heroes. Hard living, ha:»d work, bad 
weather, disease, death : what were they, with his youth, health, 
strength, and nerve? Not*"to be thought of save with a smile. 
Ifes ! this'* expedition of his to the Crimea was the noblest, and 
possibly the happiest irPhis life. To use a borrowed simile, ic 
was like the mournful, beautiful autumn sunset, before the dark 
night closes in. He felt- like a boy at midsummer, exploring 
some wood, or distant valley, watched from a distance long 
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and at last attained ; or fts one feels when a stitnger in a new 
land, one first rides forth alone into the forest on some distant 
expedition, and sees the new world, dreamt of and longed for 
all one’s liff, realized in»all its beauty and wonder at last ; and 
expanding leaf by leaf before one. In a romantic state of 
mind. I can express it no better. * 

And really it is no wonder that a nmn, not sea-sick, should 
have been in a state of wonder, eager curiosity, kindliness, and, 
above all, high excitement — ^whiqjh four stetes of mind, I take 
•it, make up together the state of mind called romantic, 
quixotic, or chivalrous ; whi<|h is a very pTeasant state of mind 
^ indeed. For curiosity, there was enough to m?lke the dullest 
ma» curious. Where were they going? Where would the 
blow be struck ? Where would the dogs of war first fix their 
teeth? Would it be a campaign in the field, or a siege, or 
what ? For kindliness : wcfti not his comAdcs a good set of 
brave, free-hearted lads, and was not he the favourite among 
ftiem? As for wonder and excitement, there was plenty of 
that, and it promised to last. Why, the ship herself was a 
wonder. • ‘The big^st in the world, carrying 500 men and 
horses ; and every man in the ship knew, before she had been 
five hours at sea, that that quiet-looking commander of hers 
was going to race her out^ under steam the whole way. Wh^ 
i could tVe of w^dering at the glimpse one got down the iron- 
railed well into the machinery, at the busy cranks and leaping 
pistons, or, when tired of that, at the strange dim vista of 
swinging • horses between decks? Wonder and excitement 
enough here to keJ{) twenty Don Qifixotes going ! Her very 
name, too, was romantic — Himalaya. 

A north-^ast wind and a mountain of rifstling white canvas 
' over-head. Blue water that seethed and creamed and roared 
past ta leeward. A calm, and the Lizard to the north, a dim 
...^grey cape. A south-west wind, and, above a flighty cobweb of 
sail-less rigging. Top-gallant masts sent down and yards close 
hauled. Still, through it all, the*busy clack and rattle of the 
untiring engine. • 

A dim wild sunset, and scudding prophet clouds that hurried 
from the west across the crimson zefiith, like witches towards 
a sabbath. A*wind that rose and ^rew as the sun went down, 
^^nd hummed loud in the rigging as the bows of the ship<i 
•dipped into the trough of the wavef, and failed almost into 
silence as she raised them. A night of storm and terror : in 
the morning, the tumbling broken scias of Biscay. A few fruit 
brigs scudding wildly here and there ; and a cape on a new 
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land. A high®round down, showing^a gleam of green among 
the flying mists. 

Sail set again before a northerly wind, and the ship rolling 
before it like a jolly drunkard. Thei% a dim clou i of smoke 
before them. Then the great steamer Bussorah, thundermg* 
forward against the wind, tearing furiously at the leaping seas 
with her iron teeth. A hurried glimpse of fluttering signals, 
and bare wet empty decks ; and, before you had time to say 
what a noble ship she was, (^nd what good weather she was 
making of it, only a cloud of smoke miles astern. * 

Now'a dark line, too faint for ^ landsmen’s eyes, far ahead, 
which changed into ^ loom of land, which changed into a ^ 
cloud, which changed into a dim peak towering above the* sea 
mists, which changed into a tall crag, with a town, and endless v 
tiers of white fortifications — Gibrrdtar. 

Then a strong west wind for tliree days, carrying the ship 
flying before it with all plain sail set. And each day, at noon, 
a great excitement on the quarter-deck, among the officers. 
On the third day much cheering and laughter, and shaking of 
hands with the commander. Charles, catching anni/^^ortunity, 
took leave to ask his little friend the cornet, what it meant. 
The Himalaya had run a thousand miles in sixty-three hours.^ 

And now at sunrise an island is in sight, flat, bald, blazing 
yellow in the morning sun, with a solitary, flaf-topped -mass of 
buildings just in the centre, which the sailors say is Civita 
Vecchia; and, as they sweep round the southern point of 
it, a smooth bay opens, and there is a flat-roo/ed town rising 
in tiers from the green water — above heavii^ fortifications than 
those of Gibraltar, Charles thinks, but wrongly. Right and 
left, two great forts, St. Elmo and St. Angelo, say the sailors ; 
and that flight of stone steps, winding up into the town, is the 
Nix Mangare stairs. A flood of historical recollection? comes 
over Charles, an^i he recognises the place as one long known 
and very dear to him. On those very stairs, Mr. Midshipman 
Easy stood, and resolved that’ he would take a boat and sail to 
Gozo. What followed on his resolution is a matter of history. 
Other events have taken place at Malta, about >\'hich Charles 
was as well informed as the majority, but Charles did not 
think of them ; not even of St. Paul and the vijper, or the old 
.oiiindy dispute, in Greek Testament lecture, at Oxford, between ' 

^ The most famous voyage of the Himalaya^ from Cork to Varna in 
twelve days, with the Fifth Dragoon Guards, took place in June. The 
voy{^e here described is, as will be perceived, a subsequent one, but 
equally successful, apparently. 
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this Melita and the other one off the coast of Illyricuni. He 
thought of Midshipman Easy, and felt as if he had seen the 
place before^ • 

!• suppose that, if I knew my business properly, I should at 
" this point represent Charles as falling down the •companion- 
ladder and spraining his ancle, or as hawng over-eaten himself, 
or something of that sort, and so pass over the rest of the 
voyage by saying that he was confined to^is bunk, and saw 
rfo more of it. But I am going to* do nothing ot the sort, for 
two reasons. In the first plaje, because ife did not (^d any- 
thing of the kind ; and in the next, because he ^hw somebody 
at Constantinople, of whom I am sure you will be glad to hear 
^gain. 

Charles had seen Tenedos golden in the cast, and Lemnos 
purple in the west, as the suit went down ;#thcn, after having 
steamed at half-speed through the Dardanelles, was looking 
thft next evening at Constantinople, and at the sun going down 
behind the minarets, and at all that sort of thing, which is no 
doubt verjp beautiful, ‘’but of which one seems to have heard 
once or twice before. The ship was lying at anchor, with fires 
. banked, and it was understood that they were waiting for a 
Queen’s messenger. ^ 

• i- They c<)uld sec^their own boat, which they had sent to wait 
for him at Seraglio Point. One of the sailors had lent 
Charles a telescope — a regular old brute of a telescope, with 
a crack across Jjie object-glass. Charles was looking at the 
boat with it, and suddenly said, “ Thei^ he is.” 

He saw a small grey-headed man, with moustaches, come 
quickly dowr^ and get into the boat, followed by some Turks 
'with his luggage. This was Colonel Oldhoss, the Queen’s 
messenger ; but there was another man with him, whom 
-Charles recognised at once. He handed the telescope to the 
nian next him, and walked up and down the deck rapidly. 

“ I should like to speak to him,”*he thought, “ if it were only 
one word. Dear old fellow. But then he will bttray me, and 
they will begiJi persecuting me at home, dear souls. I suppose 
I had better not. No. If I am woifhded and dying I will 
l^send for him. > will not speak to hihi now.” 

\ The Queen’s messenger and his companion came cm board 
»Md the ship got under way and steafned through the Bos- 
pnorus out into the \yild, seething waves of the “ Fena Kara 
degniz,” and Charles turned in without having come near either 
of them. But in the chill morning, when the ship’s head was 
north-west, and the dawn^ was flushing up on the distant 
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Thracian sierra, Charles was on deck, and, while pausing for 
an instant in his duties to look westward, and try to remember 
what country and what mountains ^lay to the »7orth-west of 
Constantinople, a voice behind him said, quietly, “Go, Jind 
me Captain Croker, my man/' He turned, and was face to' 
face with General Mai,nwaring. 

It was only for an instant, but their eyes met ; the general 
started, but he dicj not reqognise him. Charles's moustache 
had altered him so much that it was no great wonder. Ko 
was af/aid that the general would seek him out again, but he 
did not. These were busy times. They were at Varna thaj 
night. 

Men were looking sourly at one another. The French 
expedition had just come in frpm Kustendji in a lamentable 
state, and the ariry was rotting in its inactivity. You know 
all about that as well as I can tell you ; what is of more 
importance to us is, that Lieutenant Hornby had been do.m 
with typhus, and was recovering very slowly, so that Charles’s 
chances of meeting him were very smalU.* - 

What am I to do with this three weeks or more at Varna to 
which I have reduced Charles, you, and myself? Say as little 
about it as need be, I should say. Charles and his company 
were, of course, moved up at once to the ’cavalry^ camp at 
Devna, eighteen niiles off, among the pleasant hills and wood- 
lands. Once, his little friend, the young cornet, who had 
taken a fancy for him, made him come out shjpoting with him 
to carry his bag. AnU they scrambled' and* clambered, and 
they tore themselves with thorns, and they fell down steep 
places, and utterly forgot their social positions towards one 
another. And they tried to carry home every object that was ' 
new to them, including a live turtle and a basaltic column. 
And they saw a green lizard, who arched his tail and galloped 
away like a rac'ehorse, and a grey lizard, who let down a bag 
under his chin and barked at them like a dog. And the 
cornet shot a quail, and a hare, and a long-tailed francolin, like 
a pheasant, and a wood-pigeon. And, lastly, they found out 
that, if you turned over the stones, there were scorpions under 
them, who tucked their claws under their ai^npits, as a man 
.folds hie arms, and sparred at them with their tails, drawing} 
their sting in and out, as an experienced boxer moves his left 
hand , when waiting for an attack. Altogether, they had a 
glorious day in a new qpuntry, and did not remember in what 
relation they were to one another till they topped the hill 
above Devna by moonlight, and saw the two long lakes. 



Charles. Comes to Life Again 347 

^stretching towards the sea, broken here and there into silver 
ripples by the oars of the commissariat boats. A happy 
innocent school-boy day-»-the sort of day which never comes 
vre prepare for it and anticipate it, but which comes without 
warning, and is never forgotten. ^ 

Another day the cornet had business in Varna, and he 
managed that Charles should come with him as orderly ; and 
with him, as another orderly, wenjt the ye^wng lad who spoke 
^bout his sister in the pot-house at Windsor ; for this lad was 
another favourite of the corijet’s, being S quiet gentlemanly 
.^d, in fact, a favourite with everybody. 4 very handsome lad, 
:foo. And the three went branking bravely down the hill-side, 
tihrough the woodlands, over the streaming plain, into the 
white dirty town. And the gornet must stay and dine with 
the mess of the 42nd, and so*Charles and tke other lad might 
go where they would. And they went and bathed, and then, 
when they had dressed, they stood together under the burning 
white wall, looking over the wicked Black Sea, smoking. And 
Charles t<kd his coi!irade about Raven shoe, about the deer, 
and the pheasants, and the blackcock, and about the big 
trout that lay nosing up into the swift places, in the cool clear 
water. And suddenly the ^lad turned to him, with his hand- 
some fa'^e livid *with agony and horror, and clutched him 
convulsively by both arms, and prayed him, "for God Almighty’s 
sake 

There that \^11 do. We need not go on. The poor lad 
was dead in four hSurs. The cholcih was very prevalent at 
Varna that month, and those who dawdled about in the hot sun, 
at the moutl^ of the filthy drains of that accflrsed hole, found it 
■ unto their cost. We were fighting, you see, to preserve the 
town to those worthless dirty Turks, against the valiant, noble, 
but, I fear, equally dirty Russians. The provoking part of the 
Russian war was, that all through we respected and liked our 
gallant enemies far more than wt5 did the useless rogues for 
whom we were fighting. Moreover, our good friends the 
French seem’^to have been more struck by this absurdity than 
ourselves. '* 

I only mentivSned this sad little incident to show that this 
^Devna life among the pleasant woodlands was not all sunshine ^ 
t^iat now and then Charles was reminded, by some tragedy like 
this, that vast masses pf men were being removed from ordinary 
occupations and duties into an. unusigal and abi»rmal mode 
of life j and that nature was revenging herself for the violation 
of her laws. ’ . 



348 Ravenshoe 

\ * 

You see that we have got through this three weeks more 
pleasantly than they did at Varna. Charles was sorry when the 
time came for breaking up the camp among the mountain wood- 
lands. The more so, as it had got about among the men 'that,; ^ 
they were only to take Sebastopol by a sudden attack in the 
rear, and spend the wMter there. There would be no work for 
the cavalry, every one said. 

It is just worthy » of notice how, when one once begins a 
vagabond life, one gets attached to a place where one may 
chance to rest even for a week. ^-When one gets accustomed to 
a change of locality »-every day for a long while, a week’s paus^ 
gives one more familiarity with a place than a .month’s residence 
in a strange house would give if one were habitually stationary^- 
This remark is almost a platitudr?, but just worth writing down. 
Charles liked Devfta, and had goV used to it, and parted from it 
as he would from a home. 

This brings us up to the point where, after his death aftd 
burial, I have described him as riding along the shore of the 
Bay of Eupatoria, watching the fleet. <The 140th had very 
little to do. They were on the extreme left ; on the seventeenth 
they thought they were going to have some work, for they saw ' 
150 of the lancers coming in, driving a lot of cattle before them, 
and about 1,000 Cossacks hanging on their rear. .\Jut, when' 
some light dragoons rode leisurely out to support them, the 
Cossacks rode off, and the 140th were still condemned to 
inactivity. 

Hornby had recovere'H, and was with thii regiment. He had 
not recognised Charles, of course. Even if he had come face 
to face with him, it was almost unlikely that hq. would have 
recognised him in his moustache. They were not to meet as' 
yet. 

In the evening of the nineteenth there was a rumble of 
artillery over the hill in front of them, which died away in half 
an hour. Most of the rest* of the cavalry were farther to the 
front of the eiitreme left, and were “ at it,” so it was understood, 
with the Cossacks. But the 140th were still idle! 

On the morning of the twentieth, Charles and the rest of 
them, sitting in their saddles, heard the guns Booming in front 
and on the right. It became understood among the men that! 
the fleet was attacking ‘Some batteries. Also, i^ was whisperdd 
that the Russians were going to stand a^d fight. Charles was 
sixth man from the right of the rear rank of the third troop. 
He could see the tails of the horses immediately before him, 
and could remark that his front-rati)^ man had a great patch of 
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)il on the right shoulder of his uniform. He could also see 
Hornby in the troop before him. 

These gun| went moanipg on in the distance till half-past one ; 
lut^till they*sat there idle. About that time there was a new 
sound in the air, close on their right, which made them prick up 
;heir ears and look at one another. JJlven the head of the 
:olumn could have seen nothing, for they were behind the hill. 
But all could hear, and guess. We all ktipw that sound well 
enough now. You hear it now, fhank God, on every village 
green in England when the cricket is ofer. Crack, track ! 
^rack, crack ! The noise of Advancing skirmishers. 

Anjd so it grew from the right towards Ine front, towards the 
ijift, till the air was filled with the shrill treble of musketry, 
'rhen, as the French skirmished within reach of the artillery, 
the deep bass roared up, andine men, whoidared not whisper 
before, could shout at one another without rebuke. 

tiouder again, as our artillery came into range. All the air 
was tortured with concussion. Charles would have given ten 
years of hi« life to knt^v what was going on on the other side of 
the hill. But no. There they sat, and he had to look at the 
back of the man before him ; and at this time he came to the 
conclusion that the patch of grease on his right shoulder was 
af the sarye shap^as the m?tp of Sweden. 

A long two weary hours or more was spent like this. Charles, 
by looking forward and to the right, between the two right-hand 
men of* tha^troon before him, could see the ridge of the hill, 
and sec the smoke rising from beyond fe, and drifting away to 
the left before the sea-breeze. He saw an aide-de-camp come 
over that ridge and dismount beside the c^tain of Hornby’s 
•troop, loosening his girths. They laughed together ; then the 
captain shouted to Hornby, and he laughed and waved his 
sword over his head. After this, he was reduced to watching 
'the back of the man. before him, and studyiflg the map of 
Sweden. It was becoming evident that the map of North 
America, if it existed, must be on his left shoulder, under his 
hussar jacket,%and that the Pacific Islands must be round in 
front, about his left breast, when the* word was given to go 
jbrward. • • 

^ They advanced to the top of the hill, and wheeled. Charles, 
fej one instot, had a glimpse of the vallty below, seething and 
roaring like a Volcano. Everywhere bright flashes of flame, 
single, or running along* in lines, or blazipg out in vqjleys. The 
smoke, driven to the left by the wind, hung across the valley 
like a curtain. On .the opposite hill a ring of smoke and fire, 
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and in front of it a thin scarlet line disappearing. That was 
all. The next moment they wheeled to the right, and Charles 
saw only the back of the man before him, and^ the patch of 
grease on his shoulder. « . , 

But that night was a night of spurs for them. Hard riding ' 
for them far into the pight. The field of the Alma had been 
won, and they were ordered forward to harass the Cossacks, who 
were covering the ^ear of ttje Russian Army. They never got 
near them. But ever after,‘'when the battle of the Alma was 
mentioned before IHm, Charles ^t once used to begin thinking 
of the map of Swedqp. 


CHAPTER LII 

WHAT LORD SALTIRE AND FATHER MACKWORTH SAID WHEN 
THEY LOOKED OUT OF THFl* WINDOW <■ ' 

“ And how do you do, my dear sir ? ” said Lord Saltire. 

“ I enjoy the same perfect health as ever, I thank you, my 
lord,” said Father Mackworth. “ And allow' me to ^'^ay that I 
am glad to see your lordship looking just the same as ever. 
You may have forgotten that you were the greatest benefactor 
that I ever had. I have not.” 

“ Nay, nay,” said Lord Saltire. “ Let'-bygones be bygones, 
my dear sir. By-the-by, Mr. Mackworth — Lord Hainault.” 

“ I am delighted to see you at Casterton, Mr. Mackworth,” 
said Lord Hainault. “We are such rabid Protestants here, 
that the mere presence of a Catholic ecclesiastic of any kind 
is a source of pleasurable excitement to us. When, however, 
we get among us a man like you — a man of whose talents we 
have heard so much, and a man personally endeared to us, 
through the love he bore to one of us who is dead, we give him 
a threefold welcome.” i 

Lord Saltire used, in' his tHe-d-tUes with Lady Ascot, to wish 
to Gad that Hainault wotild cure himself of Making speeches. 
jjHe was- one of the best fellows in the world, but he would 
always talk as if he was, in the House of Lords. This was very 
true about Lord Hainault ; but, although he might be a little 
stilted in his speech, he meant every word he said, and was an 
affectionate, good-hearted man, and withal a clever one. 

Father Mackworth bowed, and was pleased with the com- 
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iiment. His nerve was in perfect order, and he was glad to 
nd that Lord Hainault was well inclined towards him, though 
jst at this time the Most Noble the Marquis of Hainault was 
{ l«ss importance to him than one of the grooms in the stable. 
Vhat he required of himself just now was to act aAd look in a 
>articular way, and to do it naturally an^ without effort. His 
;enius rose tp the situation. He puzzled Lord Saltire. 

“ This is a sad business,” said T^rd Saltire. 

• “ A bitter business,” said Mackworth. “ I loved that man, 
ny lord.” * ^ 

He looked suddenly up as^he said it, gnd Lcfrd Saltire saw 
hat he was in earnest. He waited for him to go on, watching 
jim intently with his eyelids half dropped over his grey eagle 
iyes. ^ 

“That is not of much consequence, though,” said Father 
Mackworth. “ Speaking to a man of the world, what is more 
tonhe purpose is, to hear what is the reason of your lordship’s 
having sought this interview. I am very anxious to know that, 
and so, if i appear ru^.iei I "^ust crave forgiveness.” 

Lord Saltire looked at him minutely and steadily. How 
Mackworth looked was of more importance to Lord Saltire than 
what he said. On the other hand, Mackworth every now and 
then calffjjy and Readily raised his eyes to Lord Saltire’s, and 
kept them fixed there while he spoke to him! 

“ Not at all, my dear sir,” said Lord Saltire. “ If you will 
have bTlsinwes fi^t, however, which is possibly the best plan, we 
will have it, and impA)ve our acquaintaTice afterwards. I asked 
you to come to me to speak of family matters. You have seen 
our advertisement?” ^ 

•' “ I have, indeed,” said Mackworth, looking up with a smile. 
“ I was ufterly taken by surprise. Do you think that you can 
,be right about this marriage ? ” 

“ Oh I I am sure of.it,” said I..ord Saltire. 

“ I cannot believe it,” said Mackworth. “ And I’ll tell you 
why. If it ever took place I must have heard •f it. Father 
Clifford, my predecessor, was Petre Ravenshoe’s confessor. I 
need not tell you that he must have b5en in possession of the 
yact. Your knowledge of the world >/fill tell you how impossible 
^ is that, in a house so utterly priest-ridden as the House o^ 
I iiivenshoe! an affair of such moment eould be kept from the 
knowledge of tlie father-confessor. Especially when the delin- 
quent, if I may so express myself, jvas the most foolishly 
bigoted, and cowardly representative of that house which had 
appeared for many generations. I assure you, upon my honour, 
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that Clifford must have known it. And, if he had known of it, 
he must have communicated it to me. No priest could possibly 
have died without leaving such a sipcret to h is. successor ; a 
secret which would make the owner of it— that is, the priest c 
— so completely the master of Ravenshoe and all in it. 
confessed that man or\.his deathbed, my lord,” said Mackworth, 
looking quietly at Lord Saltire, with a smile, “ and I can only 
tell you, if you car\^bring yqurself to believe a priest, that there 
was not one word said aboift his marriage.” * 

^‘No?” said Lord Saltire, pensively looking out of the 
window. “ And yet Lady Ascoi seems so positive.” ^ 

“I sincerely hope,” said Mackworth, “that she may be 
wrong. It would be a sad thing for me. 1 am comfortably 
and happy at Ravenshoe. Poor dear Cuthbert has secured my 
position there during my lifetime I'he present Mr. Ravenshoe 
it not so tractable as his brother, but I can get on well enough 
with him. But, in case of this story being true, and Mr. 
Charles Horton coming back, my position would be untenable, 
and Ravenshoe would bq in Protestant l\<inds for tb^ first time 
in history. I should lose my home, and the Church would 
lose one of its best houses in the west. The best, in fact. I, 
had sooner be at Ravenshoe than at Segur. I am very much 
pleased at your lordship’s having sought this conference. 
shows you have some trust in me, to consult me upon a 
matter in which my own interests are all on one side.” 

Lord Saltire bowed, “There is another way to look at the 
matter, too, my dear If we provo- our case, which is 
possible, and in case of our poor dear Charles dying or getting 
killed, which is piobable, why then William comes in for the 
estate again. Suppose, now, such a possibility as his dying' 
without heirs; why, then, Miss Ravenshoe is the greatest 
heiress in the West of England. Have you any idea where 
Miss Ravenshoe is ? ” 

Both Lord Saltire and Lord Hainault turned on him as the 
former said this. For an instant Mackworth looked inquiringly 
from one to the other, with his lips slightly parted, and said, 

“ Miss Ravenshoe ? ” Then he gave a half-smile of intelligence, 
and said, “ Ah ! yes ; I was puzzled for a mament. Yes, in 
^that cas^ poor Ellen would be Miss Ravenshoe. Yes, and th^ 
estate would remain ii% Catholic hands. What a prospect ff T 
the Church 1 A penitent heiress ! The management of 2,000' 
a year ! Forgive my be^ng carried away for a moment. You 
know I am an enthusiastic Churchman. I have been bound, 
body and soul, to the Church from a child, and such a pro- 
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| |ct, even in such remote perspective, has dazzled me. But I 
1 afraid I shall see rather a large family of Ravenshoes 
tween me and such a consummation. William is going to 

Then you do not know where poor Ellen is ? said Lord 
lltire. ^ 

|“I do not,” said Mackworth; “but I shall certainly try to 
Iscover, and most certainly I shall succeed. William might 
Ip on this very expedition. You might prove your case. If 
Anything were to happen to William, I most 'certainly hops you 
may, and will give you every ^assistance. For half a loaf is 
bfctter than no bread. And besides, Charles also might be 
killed, *or die of cholera. As it is, I shall not move in the 
ftiatter. I shall not help you to bring a Protestant to Ravens- 
hoe. Now don*t think me a^^heartless map for talking like 
this j I am nothing of the kind. But I am talking to two very 
shrewd men of the world, and I talk as a man of the world ; 
that is all.” 


At this pgint, Lord Igainault said, “ What is that ? ” and left 
the room. Lord Saltire and Mackworth were alone together. 

“Now, my dear sir,” said Lord Saltire, “ I am glad you have 
spoken merely as a man of the world. It makes matters so 
.much easier. You^ould hdp us if you would.” 

"Mackwofth laughed. “ Of course I could, my lord. I could 
bring the whole force of the Catholic Church, at my back to 
give asfiistqj^e. With our powers of organization, we could 
discover all aboufthe marriage in no tim# (if it ever took place, 
which I don’t choose to believe just now). Why, it would pay 
us to search minutely every register in England, if it were to 
l*^pep such a <liouse in the hands of the Church. But the 
Catholic Church, in my poor person, politely declines to move 
all its vast 'machinery, to give away one of its best houses to a 
• fci^estant.” ^ ' * 

“ I never supposed that the dear old lady would do anything 
of the kind. But, as for Mr. Mackworth, will noticing induce 
him to move vast machinery in our cause ? ” 

“ I am all attention, my lord ! ” • 

* “ In case of our^finding Charles, thqp ? ” 

‘ Yes,” said Mackworth, calmly. 

'Twenty thousand ? ” 

^ ‘^No,” said Mackworth. “ It wouldn’t do. Twenty million 
wouldn’t do. You see there is a difference betweep a soldier 
disguising himself, and going into the en&iy’s camp to lie, and 
it may be, murder^ to^ g&ui inhx'mation for his own side, and 
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the same soldier deserting to the enemy, and giving information. 
The one is a hero, and the other a rogue. I am a hero. You 
must forgive me for putting matters so coarsely, but you distrust 
me so entirely that I am forced to do so.” • . v 

“ I do not think you have put it so coarsely,” said *Lo\ei1 
Saltire. “ I have to ask your forgiveness for this offer of 
money, which you nave so nobly refused. They say, every 
man has his price^. If this is the case, yours is a very high 
one, and you should be va^ed accordingly.” , 

“Now, my lordf before we conclude this interview, let me tell 
you two things, which may bet)f advantage to you. The first 
is, that you cannot buy a Jesuit.” ^ 

“A Jesuit!” • 

“ Ay. And the next thing is this. This marriage of Pefre 
Ravenshoe is all^ fiction of l5|dy Ascot’s brain. I wish you 
good morning, my lord.” 

There are two sides to every door. You grant that. A^an 
cannot be in two places at once. You grant that, without the 
exception made by the^Irish member. ^ Very welljhen. I am 
going to describe what took place on w)th sides of the library 
door at the conclusion of this interview. Which side shall J 
describe first ? 

That is entirely as I choose, aftd I cho#se to describe die 
outside first, 'ttie side where Father Mackworth •was. This 
paragraph and the last are written in imitation of the Shandean- 
Southey-Doctorian style. The imitation is a b^^^om, 1 find, 
and approaches nearei to the lower style kiftwn among critics 
as Swivellerism j which consists in saying the first thing that 
comes into you#^ head. Any style would be quite allowable, 
merely as a rest to one’s aching brain, after the dreadfully ketn 
encounter between Lord Saltire and Father Mackworth, 
recorded above. 

When MaCkworth had closed the library door behind JKm, 
he looked at it for a moment, as if to see it was safe, and then 
his whole Jace underwent a change. It grew haggard and 
anxious, and, as he parted his lips to moisten them, the lower 
one trembled. His «yes seemed to grow more prominent, 
and a leaden ring begai» to settle round thegi ; he paused in a 
window, and raised his hand towards his head. When he , 
raised it half way he» looked at it ; it was shaking -violently v ^ i 
“ I am not the man I was,” he said, “^hese great fitld-*; 
days upsQjt me. My^erve is going, God help me. It is lucky i 
that I was really puzzled by his calling her Miss Ravenshoe. I 
If I had not been all abroad, I could neyer have done so well ! 
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I must be very careful, nerve ought not ft) go like this. 
I have lived a temperate life in every way. Possibly a little 
too temperate. I won’t go through another interview of this 
kind without! wine. It i^ not safe. 

T ‘•The chances are ten to one in favour of one nfver hearing 
of Charles again. Shot and steel and cholera. Then William 
only to think of. In that case I am tlfraid I should like to 
bring in the elder branch of the family, to that young gentle- 
ijian’s detriment. I wish my nerve was better ; this irritability 
increases on me in spite of all my care. I^wish I coulc^ stand 
wine. 4 

♦ “ Ravenshoe, with Ellen for its misti^ss, and Mackworth 
living there as her master ! A penitential devotee, and 
^ clever man for confessor I And twelve thousand a year 1 
If we Jesuits were such villaiift as the Protestants try to make 
us out. Master William woulft be unwise td live in the house 
w^h me. 

“ I wonder if Lord Saltire guesses that I hold the clue in 
my hand. I can’t remember the interview, or what I said. 
My memory begins tft go. They shduld put a younger man 
in such a place. But I would not yield to another man. No. 
"^The stakes are too high. I wish 1 could remember what I 
said. ^ • 

“ Does*William dream that, in case of Charles’s death, he is 
standing between me and the light? At all events, Lord 
SalHra-sp^ it I wonder if I committed myself? I remember 
I was very lionet ar^ straightforward.^ What was it I said at 
last? I have an uneasy feeling about that, but I can't 
remember. « 

“I hope 4hat Butler will keep the girl well in hand. If I 
was to get ill, it would all rest with him. God ! I hope I 
shall nof get ill.” 

^ % Now we will go to the other side of the dooi^ Ix)rd Saltire 
sat quietly upright in his chair untjji the door was safely closed. 
Then he took a pinch of snuff. He did not speak aloud, but 
he looked cunningly at the door, and said to hinTself — 
“Odd!” 

Another pinch of snuff. Then he said aloud, “ Uncommon 
..jrious, by Ged.^’ * ^ 

. “ What is curious ? ” said Lord Hainault, who had com^ 
iif the room. • 

Y‘Why, that fellow.* He took me in to the last moment. 

1 thought he was going to be simply hftnest ; but lie betrayed 
himself by over-e^emess at the end. His look of frank 
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honesty was ' assumed ; the real ihan came out in the last 
sentence. You should have seen how his face changed, when 
he turned sharply on me, after fancying he had lulled suspicion 
to sleep, and told me that the maiYiage was a fiction. He 
forgot his ipanners for the first time, and laid his hand [ 
my knee.” 

Lord Hainault said, “Do you think that he knows about 
the marriage ? ” 

“ 1 am sure he db'es. Aftd he knows where Ellen is.” 
“Why?” • 

“ Because J am sure of it.” # 

“ That is hardly a*reason, my dear Lord Saltire. Don’t you 
think, eh?” 

“ Think what ? ” ^ 

“ Think that you are — well,”^aid Lord Hainault, in a sort 
of desperation, “lire not you, my dear lord, to put it very 
mildly, generalizing from an insufficient number of facts ? ^ I 
speak with all humility before one of the shrewdest men in 
Europe ; but don’t you think so ? ” 

“ No, I don’t,” said L6rd Saltire. 

“I bow,” said Lord Hainault. “The chances are ten to 
one that you are right, and I am wrong. Did you make the 
offer?” 

“Yes.” 

“ And did he accept it ? ” 

“ Of course he didn’t. I told you he wouldn’t.” 

“ That is strange, is not ? ” * 

“ No,” said Lord Saltire. 

Lord Hainault laughed, and then Lord Saltire looked up 
and laughed too. “ I like being rude to you, H«.inault. Yov^ 
are so solemn.” 

“Well,” said Lord Hainault with another hearty laugh. 

“ And what arc we to do now ? ” / 

“Why, wait till Williani comes back,” said Lord Saltire. 

“ We can do nothing till then, my dear boy. God bless you, 
Hainault. 1?bu are a good fellow.” ^ 

When the old man was left alone he rose andi looked out of 
the window. The bucks were feeding together ^ close under 
the windows ; and, farther off, under the shaabw of the mighty 
cedars, the does and fawns were standing and lying aboul 
lazily, shaking their broad ears and stamping Xheir feet. C5ut . 
from the great rhododendron thickets^ right and left of the 
house, the pheasants were coming to spend the pleasant even- 
ing-tide in running to and fro, and scratching at the ant-hills. 
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The rabbits too were showing out among the grass, scuttling 
about busily. The peacock had lit down from the stable roof, 
and was ele^ntly picking his way and dragging his sweeping 
.^ai« among the pheasants and the rabbits ; and on the top- 
'inost, copper-red, cedar-boughs, some guinea fowl were noisily 
preparing for roost. One hundred yards^from the window the 
park seemed to end, for it dipped suddenly down in a pre- 
cipitous, almost perpendicular slope of turf,* three hundred and 
fifty feet high, towards the river, which you could see wmding 
on for miles through the richly wooded valfey ; a broad riband 
c^f silver, far below. Beyoitd, wooded# hills :*on the left, 
endless folds of pearl-coloured downs ; to the right, the town, 
fantastic grey and red heap of buildings, lying along from the 
river, which brimmed full up^o its wharves and lane ends ; 
and, over it, a lazy cloud o# smoke, frony which came the 
gentle booming of golden-toned bells. 

Casterton is not a show place. Hainault has a whim about 
it. But you may see just such a scene, with variations, of 
course, frcmi Park-plate, or Hedsor, or Chiefden, or fifty other 
houses on the king of rivers. 1 wonder when the tour of the 
^Phames will become fashionable. I have never seen anything 
like it, in its way. And I have seen a great many things, 
r Lord S^iltire locked out on all this which I have roughly 
described (for a reason). And, as he looked, he spoke to 
hims elf, t hus, or nearly so — 

“ A!R?rsW aqi the last of them all ; and alone. Hardly one 
of them left. Hardl^ one. And theif sons are feeding their 
pheasants, and planting their shrubberies stiU, as we did. And 
the things tl^t were terrible realities for us, are only printed 
^vords for them, which they try to realize, but cannot. The 
thirty mad long years, through which we stood with our backs 
^tc the wall, and ticketed as “ the revolutionary ^wars,” and put 
in a pigeon-hole. I wish they would do us justice. We were 
right. Hainault’s pheasants provd it. They must pay their 
twenty million* a year, and thank us that they iiave got off 
so easy. • 

“ I wonder what //ley would do, in such a pinch as we had. 
Jl'hey seem to tfc as brave as ever f but I am afraid of their 
getting too much unbrutalized for another struggle like* 
c^rs. I suppose I am wrong, for ? am getting too old 
tq ^appreciate new i^pas, but I am afraid of our getting 
tdi soft. It is a by-gone prejudice I am airaid. One 
comfort is, that such a struggle can never come again. If it 
did, they might hav^ the will to do all that we did, and more, 
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but have they the power ? This extension of the suffrage has 
played the devil, and now they want to extend it farther, the 
madmen ! They’ll end by having a House fujl of Whigs. 
And then~why, then, I suppose, there’ll be nothing ^ut, 
Whigs in the House. That seems to me near about what will ‘ 
happen. Well ! well I I was a Whig myself once on a time. 

“ All gone. Every one of them. And I left on here, in 
perfect health and preservation, as much an object of wonder 
to th^ young ones as a dodo would be to a poultry-fancier. 
Before the effect of our deeds has been fully felt, our persons 
have become^ strange, and out of date. But yet I, strange t« 
say, don’t want to go yet. I want to see that Ravenshoe boy 
again. Gad ! how I love that boy. He has just Barkham’u 
sweet, gentle, foolish way with*.him. I determined to make 
him my heir from'- the first tim€ I saw him at Ranford, if he 
turned out well. If I had announced it, everything would 
have gone right. What an endless series of unlucky accidehts 
that poor boy has had. 

“Just like Barkham. The same idle, foolijiii, lovable 
creature, with anger for nothing ; only furious, blind indig- 
nation for injustice and wrong. I wish he would come back.'':' 
I am getting weary of waiting. 

“ I wonder if I shall see Barkham again, ‘Just to s't with my 
arm on his shoulder, as I used to on the terrace in old times. 

Only for one short half-hour ” 

I shall leave off her^. I don’t want to foPow tlfeTihd old 
heathen through his vague speculations *about a future state. 
You see how he Jiad loved his son. You see why he loved 
Charles. That is all I wished to show you. * 

“ And if Charles don’t come back ? By Gad ! I am very 
much afraid the chances are against it. Well, I suppose if the 
poor lad dies, J must leave the money to Welter and his wife, 
if it is only for the sake of poor Ascot, who was a good fellow. 

I wonder if we shall ever* get at the bottom^ of this matter 
about the marriage. I fancy not, unless Charles dies, in which 
case Ellen will be reinsja,ted by the priest. ’ 

“I hope William will make haste back with him. Old 
fellows like me are apt t<5 go off in a minute.'* And if he dies 
<-and I have not time to make a will, the whole goes to thai 
Crown, which will be H bore. I would soonejr Welter had it 
than that.” 

Lord Saltire stood looking out of the library window, until 
the river looked like a chain of crimson pools, stretching west- 
ward towards the sinking sun. T^e room bghind him grew 
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dark, and the marble pillars, which divided it* in unequal 
portions, stood like ghosts in the gloom. He was hidden by 
the curtain, and presently he heard the door open, and a light 
footstep stcalijhily approaching over the Turkey carpet. There 
a rustle of a woman’s dress, and a moving of bpoks on the 
centre table, by some hand which evidently feared detection. 
Lord Saltire stepped from behind his cuftain, and confronted 
Mary Corby. 


CHAPT^lR LlII 

CAPTAIN ARCHER TURNS UP 

“ Do nqt betray mtjj my lord,” said Mary from out of the 
gloom. 

“ I will declare your malpractices to the four winds of heaven, 
^Miss Corby, as soon as I know what they are. Why, why do 
you come rustling into the room, like a mouse in the dark ? 
Tell me al once what this hole-and-corner work means.” 

“I will not, unless you promise not to betray me. Lord 
Saltii ^ ^ ^ ii — 

“ Now just tHthk l^w foolish you a|p. How can I possibly 
make myself particeps of what is evidently a most dark and 
nefarious business, without knowing beforojiand what benefit 
A am to recdlve ? You offer me no share of booty ; you offer 
me no advantage, direct or indirect, in exchange for my silence, 
except that of being put into possession of facts which it is 
' pniobably dangerous to know anythiftg about. • How can you 
expect to buy me on such terms a% these ? ” 

“ Well, them, I will throw myself on your generosity. I want 
Blackwood, if I can find Blackwood now, I sTiall get a full 
hour at it to myself while you are all at dinner. Do you know 
where it is?” • 

“Yes,” said Lord Saltire. , 

' j “ Do teH me, please. I do so want^to finish a story in iff 
A ease to tell me where it is.” 

^ ‘ I won’t.” • 

“ Why not ? How very unkind. Wft have been*friends eight 
months now, and .you are just beginning to be cross to me. 
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You see how^ familiarity breeds contempt ; you used to be so 
polite.” 

“ I shan’t tell you where Blackwood is,” said Lord Saltire, 

“ because I don’t choose. I don’t want you have i^, ..I 
want you to sit here in the dark and talk to me, instead Oi 
reading it.” 

“ I will sit and talk to you in the dark ; only you must not 
tell ghost stories.” 

“ I want you to sit in the* dark,” said Lord Saltire, “ becaure 
I want to be * vox praterea nihil' You will see why, directly. 
My dear Marv Corby,. I want tp have some very serious talk 
with you. Let us jcfice no more.” 

Mary settled herself at once into the arm-chair opposite 
Ix)rd Saltire, and, resting her cheek on her hand, turned her 
face towards the empty fire-place.“,. “ Now, my dear Lord Saltire,” 
she said, “ go on. think I can anticipate what you are going 
to say.” -4 

“ You mean about Charles ? ” 

» Yes.” ^ 

“ Ah, that is only a part of what I have to say. I want to 
consult you there, certainly j but that is but a small part of^, 
the business.” 

Then I am curious.” , 

“ Do you know, then, I am between eighty and ninety years 
old?” 

“ I have heard so, my lord.” 

“ Well then, I think ♦hat the voice tc,. which you are now 
listening will soon be silent for ever ; and do not take offence ; 
consider it as a def\d man’s voice, if you will.” 

“ I will listen to it as the voice of a kind living friend,” said 
Mary. ” A friend who has always treated me as a reasonable 
being and an equal.” 

‘‘ That is true, Mary ; you are so gentle and so clever, that^s 
no wonder. See here ; you^have no private fortune.” 

“ I have my profession,” said Mary, laughing. 

“ Yes, but your profession is one in which it is difficult to 
rise,” said Lord Saltire, “ and so I have thought it necessary to 
provide for you in my wilj. For I must make a new one.” 

Poor ^ary gave a start. The announcement was so utterly 
^unexpected. She did. not know what to say, or whctt to thiqk.' 
She had had long night thoughts about poverty, old age, a life 
in a garret as a needlewoman, and so on ; and had many a good 
cry over th&m, and h&d never found any remedy for them 
except saying her prayers, which she always found a perfect 
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Specific. And here, all of a sudden, was the question solved I 
She would have liked to thank Lord Saltire. She would have 
liked to kiss his hand ; but words were rather deficient. She 
Vied to keep*her tears back, and she in a way succeeded ; then 
vin the honesty of her soul she spoke. • 

** I will thank you more heartily, m j lord, than if I went 
down on my knees and kissed your feet. All my present 
has been darkened by a great cloud of old-age and poverty in 
the distance. You have swept that cloud away. Can I say 
more?’* • • 

“ On your life, not another word. J coilld have over- 
burdened you with wealth, but I have chosen not to do so. 
Twenty thousand pounds will enable you to live as you have 
been brought up. Believe an^ld man when he says that more 
would be a plague to you.*’ • ^ 

“ Twenty thousand pounds ! ** 

Yes. That will bring you in, you will find, about six 
hundred a year. Take my word for it, it is quite enough. 
You will be able to k^ep your brougham, and all that sort of 
thing. Believe me, you would not be happy with more.*’ 

“ More ! ” said Mary quietly. “ My lord, look here, and see 
what you have done. When the children are going to sleep, I 
dt, and se;w, and itng, and,*when they are gone to sleep, I still 
sit, and sew, and think. Then I build my Si5anish castles ; but 
the highest tower of my castle has risen to this — that in my old 
age I^fHOHfcskha^e ten shillings a week left me by some one, and 
be able to keep a c£#iary bird, and hsRre some old woman as 
pensioner. And now — now — ^now. Oh ! 1*11 be quiet in a 
moment. EJpn’t speak to me for a moment. God is very 
^ood.** 

I hope Lord Saltire enjoyed his snuff. I think that, if he 
did not, he deserved to. After a pause Mary began again. 

‘ ** Have I left on you the impression that I am* selfish ? I arn 
almost afraid 1 have. Is it not so ? 1 have one favour to ask 
of you. Will fou grant it ? ** 

“Certainly twill.** 

“ On your honour, my lord ? ** 

“ On my honcwr.** 

v’ ** Reduce the sum you have menLiuncu lu uxic-iuuith. ^ 
bounfi you by your honour. Oh, don’t make me a great 
h4 ^ess ; I am not fit for it.” 

‘ iord Saltire said, “ t*ish i If you s^ another ^ord 1 will 
leave you ten thousand more. To the deuce with my honour ; 
don’t talk nonsenset” 
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“ You said you were going to be quiet in a moment,” he 
resumed presently. ** Are you quiet now ? ” 

“Yes, my lord; quiet and happy.” 

“ Are you glad I spoke to you in the dark ? ’* 

“Yes.” ' 

“ You will be more glad that it was in the dark directly. Is 
Charles Ravenshoe quite the same to you as other men ? ” 
“No,” said Mary ; “ that. he most certainly is not I could 
have answered that question in the brightest daylight.” * 

“ Hiimph I ” said'^Lord Saltire. “ I wish I could see him and 
you comfortabiy married, do yoU*'know ? I hope I speak plais> 
enough. If I don’t, perhaps you will be so good as to mention 
it, and I’ll try to speak a little plainer.” 

“ Nay ; I quite understand yoi*. I wonder if you will under- 
stand me when I s^y that such a thing is utterly and totally out 
of the question.” 

“ I was afraid so. You are a pair of simpletons. My dtiar 
daughter (you must let me call you so), you must contemplate 
the contingency I have hinted at in the if.ark. I kn<*»w that the 
best way to get a man rejected is to recommend him ; I, there- 
fore, only say, that John Marston loves you with his whole hearts 
and soul, and that he is a prot^g^ of mine.” 

“ I am speaking to you as I would to my uwn father. John 
Marston asked me' to be his wife last Christmas, and I refused 
him.” 

“ Oh, yes. I knew all about that the same eyerttSgr* It was 
the evening after they Wiire nearly drowned out fishing. Then 
there is no hope of a reconsideration there ? ” 

“ Not the leastj’^'said Mary. “ My lord, I will never marry.” 
“ I have not distressed you ? ” * 

“Certainly not. You have a right to speak as you have. 
1 am not a silly hysteri<;;al girl either, that 1 cannot talk x>n 
such subjects without affectation. But I will never marry ; I 
will be an old maid. I wilt write novels, or something of that 
sort. I will .:not even marry Captain Archer, charm he never’ 
so wisely.” 

“ Captain Archer ! Who on earth is Captain Archer ? ” 

“ Don’t you know CaptEiin Archer, my lord I ” replied Maiy, 
^fiughing heartily, but ending her laugh with a ^short s6b.\ 
“ Avast heaving ! Bear a hand, my hearties, and let us li^it 
this taper. I think you ought to read ^his letter. He is the 
man who sw,am with m§ out of the cruel sea, when the Warren 
Hastings went down. That is who he is, Lord Saltire.” And 
at this point, little Mary, thoroughly unhinged by this strange' 
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convei^tion, broke down, and began crying her eyes out, and, 
putting a letter into his hand, rose to leave the room. 

He held the door open for her. “ My dear Mary,” he said, 
** i^I have Ifeen coarse or rude, you must try to forgive me.” 
s/' “Your straightforward kindness,” she said, ‘*is less con- 
fusing tlmn the most delicate finesse.” And so she went. 

Captain Archer is one of the veiy best men I know. If you 
and I, reader, continue our acquaintance, you will soon know 
more of him than you have been able to gather from the pages 
of Ravenshoe. He was in person perhaps the grandd^t and 
jjandsomest fellow you ever He was gentle, brave and 

courteous. In short, the best example I*iiave ever seen of the 
best class of sailor. By birth he was a gentleman, and he had 
"c^efully made himself a gentj^man in manners. Neither from 
his dress, which was alway% scrupulously^ neat and in good 
taste, nor from his conversation, would you guess that he was 
a cailor, unless in a very select circle, where he would, if he 
thought it pleased or amused, talk salt water by the yard. 
The reason why he h^d written to ^Iary in the following style 
was, that he knew she loved it, and he wished to make her 
• laugh. Lord Saltire set him down for a mad seaman, and 
nothing more. You will see that he had so thoroughly 
/pbscured what ho meant •to say, that he left Mary with thcj 
very natural impression that he was going*to propose to her. 

He had done it, he said, from Port Philip Heads, in sixty- 
four ^jHif<^la^, in consequence of one of his young gentlemen 
(merchant mid^ipmen) having stole 9 black cat in Flinder’s- 
lane, and brought her aboard. He had caught the westerly 
wind off the Leu win and carried it down fo 62“, through the 
Vice, and rotfnd the Horn, where he had met a cyclone, by 
special appointment, and carried the outside edge of it past the 
Auroras. That during this time it had blown so hard that it 
Was necessary for thr^e midshipmen *to be on* deck with him 
night and day, to hold his hair onr That, getting too near the 
centre, he hact found it necessary to lay her to, yvhich he had 
successfully ilone, by tying one of his false collars in the 
fore weather-rigging. And so on. Giving an absurd account 
of his whole voyage, evidently with libe intention of making her 
Jiaugh. • ^ 

He concludes thus: “And now, my«dear Mary, I am going 
tq ' surprise ydU. 1 am getting rich, and I am thinking of 
ge.\mg married. HaVe you ever thought of si^ch a thing? 
Your present dependence must be irksome. Begin to 
contemplate a chsmge to a happier and freer mode of life. 
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I will explain more fully when I come to you. I shall have 
much to tell you which will surprise you ; but you know I love 
you, and only study your happiness. When the first pang of 
breaking off old associations is over, the new life, to such ^ t 
quiet spirit 'as yours, becomes at first bearable, then happy! V 
A past is soon created Think of what I have said, before I 
come to you. Your future, my dear, is not a very bright one. 

It is a source of great anxiety to me, who love you so dearly 
— you little know how dearly.” • 

I appeal to any Jbung lady to say whether or no dear Mary 
was to blame if sh§ thought ^ood, blundering Archer w£\g 
going to propose to her. If they give it against her, and 
declare that there is nothing in the above letter leading tQ 
such a conclusion, I can only s^ that Lord Saltire went with 
her and with me, aqd regarded the letter as written preparatory 
to a proposal. Archer’s dismay, when we afterwards let him 
know this, was delightful to behold. His wife was putHn 
possession of the fact, by some one who shall be nameless, 
and I have heard that jolly soul use h^r information against 
him in the most telling manner on critical occasions. 

But, before Captain Archer came, there came a letter from* 
William, from Varna, announcing Charles’s death of cholera. 
There are melancholy scenes, more ' than en^/Ugh, in this book^ 
and alas 1 one rtore to come ; so I may spare you the 
description of their woe at the intelligence, which we know to 
be false. The letter was closely followed by W^ilfeirtiimself, 
who showed them the grass from his griuve. This helped to 
confirm their impression of its truth, however unreasonable. 
Lord Saltire had *a correspondence with the Hprse Guards, 
long and windy, which resulted, after months, in discovering 
that no man had enlisted in the 140th under the .name of 
Horton. This proved ^ nothing, for Charles might haye 
enlisted under & false name, and yet might have been known 
by his real name to an iniimate comrade. 

Lord Saltice wrote to General Mainwaring." But, by the 
time his letter reached him, that had happened which made 
it easy for a fool to count on his fingers the number of men 
left in the 140th. Amofcg the dead or amofig the living, no 
^gns ofoCharles Ravenshoe. Y 

General Mainwaring was, as we all know, wounded (hi 
Cathcart’s Hill, and came home. The news which he brought 
about the dpings of th^ 140th. we shall *have from first hand. 
But he gave them no hope about Charles. 

Lord Saltire and General Mainwaring had a long interview. 
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and a long consultation* Lord Hainault anJ the General 
witnessed his will. There were some legacies to servants; 
twenty thousand pounds to Miss Corby ; ten thousand to John 
JVTarston ; fifty thousand pounds to Lady Ascot; and the rest, 
^^Jakounting in one way or another, to nearly 5ve hundred 
thousand pounds, was left to Lord Ascot (our did acquaintance, 
Lord Welter) and his heirs for ever. • 

There was another clause in the will, carefully worded — 
carefully guarded about by every legal fedce which could be 
erected by law, and by money to buy lh.it law— to the effect 
that, if Charles should reappqpr, he was to comj into a fortune 
Bf eighty thousand pounds, funded propetty. 

Now please to mark this. Lord Ascot was informed by 
•General Mainwaring that the death of Charles Ravenshoe 
being determined on as bei^ a fact, Lord Saltire had made 
his will in his (T^rd Ascot^s) favour. I <^ray you remember 
this. Lord Ascot knew no particulars, only that the will was 
in his favour. If you do not keep this in mind, it would be 
just as \^11 if there had been no Lord Welter at all in the 
story. * 

. , Ravenshoe and its poor twelve thousand a year begin to 
^ sink into insignificance, you see. But still we must attend to 
it. How did Qiarles’s • death affect Mackworth? Rather, 
' favourabiiy. The property could not coma into the hands of 
a Protestant now. William was a staunch Catholic, though 
reb 0 ilfrjifc.^d disagreeable. If anything happened to him, 
why, then thdfe w.*^ Ellen to be produced. Things might 
have been better, certainly, but they were certainly improved 
by that young cub’s death, and by the cespation of all search 
‘/for the ma^Hage register. And so on. If you care to waste 
time on it, you may think it all through for yourselves, as did 
not Father Mackworth. 

' And ril tell you why. Father Mackworth had had a stroke 
of paralysis, as men* will have, wjio lead, as he did, a life of 
worry and encitement, without taking proper nourishment ; 
and he was lying, half idiotic, in the priest’s towef at Ravenshoe. 
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. CHAPTER LIV 

CHARLES* MEETS HORNBY AT LAST 

Oh for the whis{)ering woodlands of Devna! Oh for th§ 
quiet eummer evenings above the lakes, looking far away at 
the white-wal^d town on thp distant shore! No more 
hare-shooting, no more turtle-catching, for you, my deat* 
Charles. The allies had determined to take Seb^topol* and 
winter in the town. It was a very dull place, every one said J 
but there was a race-course, apd there would be splendid 
boat-rsLcing in the l^rbour. The country about the town was 
reported to be romantic, and there would be pleasant excursions 
in the winter to Simpheropol, a gayer town than Sebastopol, 
and where there was more society. They were no^going to 
move till the spring, when they were to advance up the valley 
of the Dnieper to Moscow, while a flying column was to be 
sent to follow the course of the Don, cross to the Volga at * 
Suratow, and so penetrate into the Ural M(;vmtains and seize 
the gold mines, or. do something of this sort ; it was all laid" 
out quite plain. 

Now, don’t call this ex post facto wisdom, but^]^-?.-y to 
remember what extravagant ideas every m?n-miiitary man had 
that autumn about what our army would do. The ministers 
of the King of T ernh never laid down a more glorious 
campaign than we did. “ I will,” says poor Picrochole, “ give 
him fair quarter, and spare his life — I will rebuild Solomon’s 
Temple — I will give you Caramania, Syria, and all Palestine.” 

“ Ha I sire,” said they, “it is out of your goodness. Grammerc»\ 
we thank you.” We have , had our little lesson about that 
kind of amusement. There has been none of it in this 
American business ; but our good friends the qther side of 
the Atlantic are worse .than they were in the time of the 
Pogram defiance. Either ^they don’t file their newspapers, or 
else they console themselves by saying that they could have 
done it ail if they had liked. 

It now becomes my duty to use all the resources of my art 
to describe Charles’s emotions at the first sight of Sebastopol 
Such an op^rtunity f6r the display of l^utiful lan^ge 
should not be let slip. I could do it capitally by buviner a 



copy of Mr. Russefi’s “ \\^r/*or even by using tjie correspond- 
ence I have on the table before me. But I think you will 
agree with me that is better left alone. One hardly likes to 
come into ^he field in that line after Russell. 
fL Balaclava was not such a pleasant place as Devna. It was 
bare and rocky, and everything was in confusion, »and the men 
were dying in heaps of cholera. The^ nights were beginning 
to grow chill, too, and Charles began fo dream regularly, that 
^he was sleeping on the bare hill-side,\in aysharp frost, and that 
•he was agonisingly cold about the small of his back. And 
the most singular thing was, that he always woke and found 
v^his dream come true. At 4 first he only use 4 to dream this 
dream towards morning ; but, as Octob*er began to creep on, 
^ he used to wake with it several times in the night, and at last 
hardly used to go to sleep at^all for fear of dreaming it. 

Were there no other drc«.ms? No. No dreams, but one 
ever-present reality. A dull aching regret for a past for ever 
gone. A heavy deadly grief, lost for a time among the woods 
of Devna, but come back to him now amidst the cold, and the 
squalor,^and the rickness of Bal^iclava. A brooding over 
missed opportunities, and the things that might have been. 
Sometimes a tangled puzzled train of thought, as to how 
much of this ghastly misery was his own fault, and how much 
' acciderl. And‘%ibove afl, a growing desire for death, unknown 
before. * 

^nd all this time, behind the hill, the great guns, which had 
begun'*^' 'fitCgl muttering when they first came there, often 
dying off into sileijfce ; now day by €ay, as trench after trench 
was opened, grew louder and more continuous, till hearing and 
thought \^re deadened, and the soul waS sick of their never- 
ceasing melancholy thunder. 

And at six o’clock on the morning of the seventeenth, such 
vv an infernal din began as no man there had ever heard before, 
which grew louder and louder till nine, “when it seemed 
impossible that the ear could bear the accumulation of sound ; 
and then suddenly doubled, as the Agaviemnon and the 
Montebello) followed by the fleets, steamed in, and laid broad- 
side-to under the forts. Four thousand pieces of the heaviest 
ordnance in ^he world were doisg their work over that hill, 
and thq 140th stood dismounted and listened. • 

At ten o’clock the earth shook^and a column of snftke 
-^‘owered up in the air above the hill, and as it began to hang 
motionless, the sound of it reached them.. It was different 
from the noise of guns. It was something new and terrible. 



An angry hiss’ng roar. An hour after they heard that twenty 
tons of powder were blown up in the French lines. 

Soon after this, though, there was work to be done, and 
plenty of it. The wounded were being carried to the rear. 
Some cavalry were dismounted, and told off for the wc^rk;,,/ 
Charles was one of them. 

The wind had not yet sprung up, and all that Charles saw 
for the moment was a valley full of smoke, and fire, and 
sound. He caught the glimpse of the spars and funnel of a 
great liner above the smoke to the left ; but directly after they 
were uhder fire, and^the sickening day's work began. 

Death and kbrror in every fot^n, of course. The wounded^ 
lying about in heaps. Officers trying to compose their faces, 
and die like gentlemen. Old Indian soldiers dying grimly as * 
they had lived; and lads, fresh^ from the plough last year, 
listed at the market-cross some unlucky Saturday, sitting up 
staring before them with a look of terror and wonder ; sadder 
sight than either. But everywhere all the day, where the shot 
screamed loudest, where the shell fell thickest, with his shako 
gone, with his ambrosial curls tangled ^/ith blood,%ith his 
splendid gaudy fripperies soiled with dust and sweat, was 
Hornby, the dandy, the fop, the dicer; doing the work of 
ten, carrying out the wounded in his arms, encouraging the 
dying, cheering on the living. 

“ I knew there was some stuff in him,” said Charles, as he 
followed him into the Crown battery; just at tha t time .. the 
worst place of all, for The Twelve Apostles had: b€g 5 n drop- 
ping red-hot shot into ifj and exploded %ome ammunition, 
and killed some men. And they had met a naval officer, 
known to Hornby, wbunded, staggering to the rear^who said, . 
“ that his brother was knocked over, and that they wanted to 
make out he was dead, but he had only fainted.” So they 
went back with him. The officer’s brother was dead enough, ^ 
poor fellow ; but ks Charles and Hornby bent suddenly over 
to look at him, their faces actually touched. , , 

Hornby did. not recognise him. He was in, a state of 
excitement, and was thinking of no one less than (Charles, and 
Charles’s moustaches ha(f altered him, as I said before. If 
their eyes had met, I believe.' Hornby would havfe known him ; 
but it was Kot to be till the 25th, and this was only the i fth. If 
Hornby could only have Renown him, if they cou|/i only have ' 
had ten minutes’ talk together, Charles woi^d have known all 
that we know ^bout the pi;evious marriage of his grandfather ; 
jand if that conversation had taken place, he would have 
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known more than any of *them, for Hornby kniw something 
which he thought of no importance, which was very important 
indeed. He knew where Ellen was. . 

But Charles turned his face away, and the recognition did 
^ifcttake place. Poor Charles said afterwards th^t it was all 
'"a piece of luck — that “ the stars in their coursos fought against 
Sisera.” It is not the case. He turned away his eyes, and 
avoided the recognition. What he meant is this : — 

„ As Hornby's face was touching his, ard they were both 
bending over the dead man, whom they cpuld hardly b^plieve 
to be dead, the men behind them fired off the geat Lancaster 
M the next one-gun battery. “ Crack ! and tney heard the 
shell 'go piff, piff, piff, piff, and strike something. And then 
^e man close to them cried, “ God Almighty ! ” and another 
cried, “ Christ ! ” as sailors wiM at such awful times ; and they 
both leapt to their feet. Above the smiike there hung;, a 
hupdred feet in the air, a something like a vast black pine- 
tree ; and, before they had time to realize what had happened, 
there was a horrible roar and a concussion which made them 
stagger oi? their legs. •A shell from the Lancaster had blown 
up the great redoubt in front of the Redan wall, and every 
'Russian gun ceased firing. And above the sound of the 
Allied guns rose ^ the cheering of our own men, sounding, 
ikmidst thj awful bass, like the shrill treble ,of school-children 
at play. 

Cta.de^said afterwards that this glorious accident prevented 
their recognitton. It is not true. IJe prevented it himself, 
and took the consequences. But Hornby recognized him on 
the 25th in this wise : — ^ 

The first 4hing in the morning, they saw, on the hills to 
the right, Russian skirmishers creeping about towards them, 
apparently without an object. They had breakfast, and took 
notice of them till about eight o'clock, whqn a great body 
of cavalry came slowly, regiment by regiment, from behind a 
hill near the JTurks. Then gleaming batteries of artillery ; 
and, lastly, ani^ endless column of grey infantry, which began to 
wheel into line. And when Charles hgd seen some five or six 
grey battalions come swinging out, the word was given to 
.-»»3.ount, and he*saw no more, but Contemplated the tails of 
t^prses. And at the same moment the ^ns began an^rregula» 
•ilO on their right. 

; ylmost immediately the word was given to advance, which 
they did slowly. Charles could see A)rnby just«before him, 
in his old place, for they were in column. They crossed the 
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plain, and w6<it up the crest of the hill, halting on the higi 
road Here they sat for some time, and the more fortunate 
could see the battle raging below to the right. The English 
' seemed getting rather the worst of it. 

They sat there about an hour and a half ; and all id 
moment, before^ any one seemed to expect it, some guns 
opened on them fromu the right ; so close that it made their 
right ears tingle. A horse from the squadron in front of 
Charles bolted from the ranks, and nearly knocked down 
Hornby. The horse had need to bolt, for he carried a dead 
man, who in the last spasm had pulled him on his haunches, 
and struck his spurs deep into his sides. i 

Charles began to guess that they were “ in for it ” at last. 

He had no idea, of course, whether it was a great battle or Si 
little one ; but he saw that the T4oth had work before them. 

I, of course, havegnly to speak -of what Charles saw with his 
own eyes, and what therefore bears upon the story I am telling 
you. That was the only man he saw killed at that time, 
though the whole brigade suffered rather heavily by the Russian 
cannonade at that spot. v ' 

Very shortly after this they were told to form line. Of 
course, when this manoeuvre was accomplished, Charles had. 
lost sight of Hornby. He was sorry for this. He would have 
' liked to know where he was ; to help him *if possible, should 
anything happen to him j but there was not much time to 
think of it, for directly after they moved forward at a ganter. 

In the front line were the nth Hussars and *:VutfT 5 mjLight 
Dragoons, and in the second were the i4bth Hussars,' the 8th 
Hussars, and the,. 4th Dragoons. Charles could see thus 
much, now they were in line. , 

They went down hill, straight towards the guns, and almost 
at once the shot from them began to tell. , The men of the 
nth and 13th. began to, fall terribly fast. The men in the 
second line, in which Charles was, were falling nearly as fast, 
but this he could not remark. He missed the man next him 
on the right, one of his favourite comrades, 6ut it did not 
strike him that the poor fellow was cut in two b^ a shot He 
kept on wishing that he could see Hornby. He judged that 
the affair was getting serious. He little , knCw what was tp 
fome. ' . . / 

He had his wish of steeing Hornby, for they j«rere riding ^ 
hill into a narrowing valley, and it w£is impossible to keep 

^ If one haS to raise an* inu^inary regiment, one must put it in an 
imaginary place. The 17th Dragoons must try to forgive me. 
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line. They formed into cdlumn again, though mfen and horses 
were rolling over and over at every stride, and there was 
Hornby before him, sailing along as gallant and gay as ever. 
A fine beacc#i to lead a man to a glorious death. 

7^ And, almost the next moment, the batteries right and left 
■ opened on them. Those who were there engaged can give us 
very little idea of what followed in the next quarter of an 
hour. They were soon among guns — the very guns that had 
annoyed them from the first; and infantry ’beyond opened fire 
on them. There seems to have been a ^Jegree of confusion 
at this point. Charles, and two or three others known to him, 
^ere hunting some Russian Artillerymerj round their guns for 
a minute or so. Hornby was among them. He saw also at 
•this time his little friend the cornet, on foot, and rode to his 
assistance. He caught a riderless horse, and the cornet 
mounted. Then the word Vas given ten/ get back again ; I 
k»iow not how ; I have nothing to do with it. But, as they 
turned their faces to get out of this horrible hell, poor Charles 
gave a slmrt, sharp scream, and bent down in his saddle over 
his horsed neck. • * 

, It was nothing. It was only as if one were to have twenty 
"^teeth pulled out at once. The pain was over in an instant. 
.What a fool he was to cry*out. The pain was gone again, and^ 
' they weri still under fire, and Hornby was before him. 

How long ? How many minutes, how many hours ? His 
left#tr.*7jjr^|nearly dead, but he could hold his reins in a way, 
and rode h^»t afte|j Hornby, from yme wild instinct. The 
pain had stopped, but was coming on again as if ten thousand 
red-hot devils were pulling at his flesh, s^d twenty thousand 
-‘j'were arrivirlg each moment to help them. 

His own friends were beside 'him again, and there was a 
rally and a charge. At what ? he thought for an instant. At 
** guns ? No. At men this timei Russiari hussars — right 
valiant fellows, too.* He saw Hornby in the thick of the 
mi/Se, with h» sword flickering about his head like lightning. 
He could dq but little himself ; he rode at a Rlissian and un- 
horsed him ; he remembers seeing tlje man go down, though 
whether he struck at him, or whether he went down by the 
;^tnere superior weight of his horse, lie cannot say. This I can 
^.^y, though, that, whatever he did, he did his duty as a valiant 
‘i'entleman ; Lwill go bail for that mufli. 

.> \They beat them back, and then turned. Then they turned 
again and beat them back once moro. And then they turned 
and rode. For jt was time. Charles lost sight of Hornby 
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till the last, ivhen some one caught his rein and turned his 
horse, and then he saw that they were getting into order 
again, and that Hornby was before him, reeling in his 
saddle. 

As the noise of the battle grew fainter behind them,* h\!f 
looked round tO' see who was riding beside him and holding 
him by the right arm. It was the little cornet. Charles 
wondered why he did so. “ You're hard hit, Simpson,” said 
the cornet. “ Never mind. Keep your saddle a little longer . 
We shall be all right directly.” 

His faculties. were perfectly acute, and, having thanked the 
cornet, he looked down and noticed that he was riding 
between him and a trooper, that his left arm was hanging 
numbed by his side, and that the trooper was guiding his 
horse. He saw that they had "saved him, and even in his 
deadly agony he wasi so far his o^n old courteous self that he 
turned right and left to them and thanked them for what th^'y 
had done for him. 

But he had kept his eyes fixed on Hornby, for h^ saw that 
he was desperately hit, and he wanted to'say one or two words 
to him before either of them died. Soon they were among.’ 
English faces, and English cheers rang out in welcome to their 
return, but it was nothing to him ; he kept ^jjis eye, which was 
growing dim, on Hornby, and, when he saw him fafl off his 
saddle into the arms of a trooper, he dismounted too and 
staggered towards him. ^ 

The world seemed tq. go round and ^roundl and he felt 
about him like a blind man. But he found Hornby some- 
how. A doctor, all scarlet and gold, was bending over him, 
and Charles knelt down on the other side, and looked into the * 
dying man’s face. " 

“ Do you know me, lieutenant ? ” he said, speaking thick 
j like a drunken man, but determined to hold out. “ You knov^ 

' your old servant, don’t you ? ’’ 

\ Hornby smiled as he recognised him, and s*ad, ** Ravens- 
; hoe.” But then his face grew anxious, and he sai^, “Why did 
\ you hide yourself from m^t ? You have ruined everything.” 

I He could get no further for a minute, and then he said — 

“ Take this from round fny neck and carry it to her. TelK 
h«r that you saw me die, and that 1 was true to our tompact,if* 
Tell her that my share of our purification was complete, for I 
followed duty to death, as I promised her.< She has a long life 
of weary penahee before lier to fulfil our bargain. Say 1 should 
wish her to be happy, only that I know she ^cannot be. And 
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also say that I see now hiat there is something better and 
more desirable than what we call happiness. I don^t know 
what it is, but 1 suspect it is what we call duty.” 

^ ^ere the doctor said, “ They are at it again, and I must go 
f '^with them. 1 can do no good here for the poortdear fellow. 
Take what he tells you off his neck, in my j^esence, and let 
me go.” • 

The doctor did it himself. When the great heavy gold 
stock was unbuttoned, Hornby seemed to fcreathe more freely. 
The doctor found round his neck a gold chain, from •which 
hung a photograph of Eller^ and a black (Vtf)ss. He gave 
\hem^ to Charles, and departed. * 

Once more Charles spoke to Hornby, He said, Where 
"'shall I find her?” 

Hornby said, “ Why, at I^ckney, to be sure ; did you not 
know she was there?” And afterwards, at the very last, 
“diavenshoe, I should have loved you ; you are like her, my 
boy. Don’t forget.” 

But Charles never heard that. They found Hornby dead 
and cold, with his head on Charles’s lap, and Charles looked 
so like him that they said, “ This man is dead too ; let us bury 
' him.” But a skilful doctor there present said, “ This man is 
. not dead, and wi^i not die”; and he was right. ^ 

Oh, bftt the sabres bit deep that autumn* afternoon ! There 
were women in Minsk, in Moglef, in Tchernigof, in Jitemir, in 
Poltiii^ v’Jiose husbands were hussars — and women in Tagan- 
rog, in Tchericask, #n Sanepta, whick lies under the pleasant 
slate mountains, whose husbands and sons were Cossacks — 
who were made widows that day. For tliat day’s work there 
was weepid^ in reed-thatched hovels of the Don, and in the 
mud-built shanties of the Dniepe/. For the 17 th Lancers, the 
Scots dreys, the ist Royals, and the 6 th Enniskillens — “ these 
terrible beef-fed -islanders ” (to use the words "of the Northern 
*• Be ^ — were upon them ; and Volhynia and Hampshire, Ren- 
frewshire an<f Grodno, Podolia and Fermanagh, were mixed 
together intone common ruin. 

Still, they say, the Princess Petrovkch, on certain days, leaves 
her carriage an^ walks a mile through the snow barefoot into 
^Jf*’Alexandroski, in memory of her light-haired handsopie young 
whdm Hornby slew at Balacla\fi. And I myself kn9w 
\he place whare Lady Allerton makes her pilgrimage for those 
merry boys of h€rs who lie out on the Crimean hill. Alas 1 
not side by side. Up and down *in all weathers, along a 
certain gravel waDc, where the chalk brook having flooded the 
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park with its ^mmed-up waters, comes foaming and spouting 
over a cascade, and hurries past between the smooth mown 
lawns of the pleasance. In the very place where she stood 
When the second letter came. And there, they say, she ^will / 
walk at time«, until her beauty and her strength are gone, and 
her limbs refuse 'to carry her. 

Karlin KarlinofF wsis herding strange-looking goats on the 
Suratow hill-side, which looks towards the melancholy Volga on 
one side, and the reedy Ural on the other, when the Pulk came 
back, and her son Svas not with them. Eliza Jones had got 
on her husband’s smock-frock, ai^d was a-setting of beans, whet> 
the rector’s wife cariie struggling over the heavy lands, and 
water-furrows, and broke the news gently and with many tears. 
Karlin Karlinoff drove her goats into the mud-walled yard that 
night, though the bittern in tl^» melancholy fen may have 
been startled from 'his reeds by a cry more wild and doleful 
than his own; and Eliza Jones went on setting her beah's, 
though they were watered with her tears. 

What a strange wild business it was ! ^The extreme east of 
Europe against the extreme west. Men without a word, an 
idea, a habit or a hope in common, thrown suddenly together, -• 
to fight and slay ; and then to part, having learned to respect 
one another better, in one year of wA'r, than *ver they had in a 
hundred years of peace. Since that year we have understood 
Eylau and Borodino, which battles were a puzzle to some of us 
before that time. The French did better than hiull^was 
provoking, because the <urs began to bark — Spanish curs, for 
instance ; American curs ; the lower sort of French cur ; and 
the Irish curs, who have the strange habit of barking the louder 
the more they are laughdd at, and who, now, being represented ' 
by about two hundred men among six million, have rather a 
hard time of it. They barked louder, of course, at the Indiai} 
mutiny. But thfey have all got their tailjs between their leg^ 
now, and are likely to keep -them there. We have had our 
lesson. We have learnt that what our fathers told us was true 
— that we are the most powerful nation on the face'*bf the earth. 

This, you will see, beaiS all upon the story I am telling you. 
Well, in a sort of way. Tly)ugh I do not exactly see how. I 
could find, a reason, if you gave me time. If you gave me time,'^ 
1 1?ould find a reason for^mything. However, the result is thib>£^ 
that our poor Charles had been struck by a ikll ih the bone of 
his arm, and that the splinters were driven into the fiesh, though 
the arm was not broken* It was a nasty business, said the 
doctors. All sorts of things might happen to him. Only one 
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thing was certain, and that was that Charles Ravenshoe’s career 
in the army was over for ever. 


CHAPTER LV 
archer’s proposat. 

Six weeks had passed since the date of taptain Archer’s letter 
J[>efore he presented himself in person at Casterton. They 
were weary weeks enough t(j Mary, Lord Saltire, and Lady 
Ascot. Lady Ascot was staining on at Casterton, as if per- 
manently, at the earnest request of Lord and Lady Hainault ; 
aifd she stayed on the more willingly that she and Mary might 
mingle their tears about Charles Ravenshoe, whom they were 
never to ^e again, “ previous iparriage aflair ” had appar- 

ently fallen through utterly. All the advertisements, were they 
'^'worded never so frantically, failed to raise to the surface the 
particular parish-clerk required ; and Lady Ascot, after having 
.propounded a g«ind sclvcme for personally inspecting ever)» 
register in the United Kingdom, which whs pooh-poohed by 
Lord Saltire, now gave up the matter as a bad job ; and Lord 
Salflte began to be puzzled and uneasy, and once more 

to wonder whether •or no Maria wa§ not mistaken after all. 
Mackworth was still very ill, though slowly recovering. The 
younger Tijrnay, who was nursing him, re{»orted that his head 
seemed entirely gone, although hejt)egan to eat voraciously, and, 
if encouraged, would take exercise. He would now walk far 
,And fast, in silence, with the kind priest toiling after him. But 
his wilful feet always led him to the’same spof. Whether they 
rambled in the park, whether they climbed the granite tors of 
the moor, or tirhether they followed the stream^p through the 
woods, they^lways ended their walk at the same place — at the 
pool among the tumbled boulders, ‘under the dark western 
^ headland, whew Cuthbert’s body l^d been found. And here 
i^'the priest would sit looking seaward, as if his life and his 
intellect *had come to a full stop h#re, and he was waiting 
"l^itiently till d gleam of light should come from beyond. 

’ William was at RaVenshoe, in full {possession of the property. 
He had been born a gamekeeper’s son, and brought up as a 
groom. He hadtiow 10,000/. a year ; and was going to marry 
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the ftshermarfs daughter, his own \rue love; |5 beautiful, as 
sweet-tempered a girl as any in the three kingdoms. It was 
one of the most extraordinary rises in life that had ever taken 
place. Youth, health and wealth — they must prtkiuce happi- 
ness. Why ‘no, not exactly in this case. He believed Charles’' 
was dead, and hfe knew, if that was the case, that the property 
was his ; but he was nbt happy. He could not help thinking 
about Charles. He knew he was dead and buried, of course ; 
but still he could not help wishing that he would come back^ 
and that things might be again as they had been before. It is 
not very easy analyse the processes of the mind of a mar^ 
brought up as William was. Let us suppose that, having been 
taught to love and admire Charles above all earthly persons,, 
his mind was not strong enough to disabuse himself of the 
illusion. I suppose that your African gets fond of his fetish. 

I take it that, if yoif*stole his miserable old wooden idol in the 
night, though it might be badly carved, and split all up the 
back by the sun, and put in its place an Old Chelsea shep- 
herdess, he would lament his graven image, and inrobably 
break the fifty guineas’ worth of china with his club. I know 
this, however, that William would have given up his ten 
thousand a year, and have trusted to his brother’s generosity, if 
he could have seen him back again. - In barbarous, out-of-the-. ^ 
way places, like the west of Devonshire, the feudal feeling 
between foster-brothers is still absurdly strong. It is very 
ridiculous, of course. Nothing can be more ridigi^OMpritSin- 
necessary than the lightxiing coming do'^^n the dining-room 
chimney and sending the fire-irons flying about the cat’s ears. 
But there it is, and you must make the best of it. 

We are now posted up well enough in the six weeks which 
preceded the arrival of the mysterious Archer. He deferred 
his arrival till his honeymoon was completed. His mysterious 
letter to Mary partly alluded to his approaching marriage with 
Jane Blockstrop — daughter af Lieutenant Blockstrop of the 
coast guard, and niece of Rear-Admiral BlocksUrop, who, as 
Captain Blockstrop, had the Tartar on the Australian station 
— and partly to something else. We shall see what directly. 
For, when Mary came down to see him in the> drawing-room 
there was with him, besides his wife, whom he introduced at 
oilbe, a very tall and handsome young man, whom he presented^ 
to her as her cousin, George Corby. 

Did Charles turn in his pallet at Scutari? Did he turn over 
and stare at the man in tne next bed, who lay so deadly still, 
fiChd who was gone when he woke on the weary morrow ? 
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There was no mystery about George Corby? appearance. 
fVhen Mary^s ’father, Captain Corby, had gone to India, his 
^ounger brother, George’s father, had gone to Australia. This 
jpunger broliier was a somewhat peevish, selfish man, and was 
fot on the best of terms with Captain Corby. He heard, of 
:ourse, of the wreck of the fVarren and the loss of 

lis brother. He also informed himsdlf that his niece was 
iaved, and was the protected favourite of the Ravenshoes. 
He had then said to himself, “ I am needy. I have a rising 
iamily. She is better off than 1 can make»her. I^t her stay 
;here.” And so he let her ^ay there, keeping; himself, how- 
ever, to do him justice, pretty well infoi*hied of her position, 
fie had made the acquaintance of C^aptain Archer, at Melbourne, 
on his first voyage to that port, in the end of 1852 ; laid the 
whole matter before him, ai^ begged him not to break it to 
her at present. Captain Archer had readily promised to say 
nothing, for he saw Mary the lady of a great house, with every 
prospect, as he thought, of marrying the heir. But when he 
saw Maijj, after the break-up, in Grosvenor Square, a nursery 
governess, he felt thatf he ought to speak, and set sail from the 
port of London with a full determination of giving a piece of 
his mind to her uncle, should he hesitate to acknowledge her. 
He had no needJjo say much. Mr. Corby, though a selfish,, 
was not dh unkind man, by any means. And, besides, he was 
now very wealthy, and perfectly able to provide for his niece. 
So, i\tcher had finished his story, he merely said, “I 
suppose I had ‘betteij send over George to see if he will fall in 
love with her. That will be the best thing, I take it. She 
must not be a governess to those swells. They might slight or 
insult her. • Take George over for me, will you, my dear soul, 
and see how it is likely to go. Af all events, bring her back to 
me. Possibly I may not have done my duty by her.” 

George was called jn from the rodcing-chair»in the verandah 
to receive instructions. He was, ^ his father told him, to go to 
Europe with Quptain Archer, and, as Captain Archer was going 
to get married and miss a voyage, he might stay till he came 
back. First and foremost, he was to avail himself of his letters 
of introduction, and get into the ^od society that his father 
:.:^^as able to command fgr him. Under this head of instruction 
^1:^ was to* dance as much as possible^ and to ride to the folt- 
^lunds, taking care not to get too near to the hounds, or to rush 
atiSds fences like a madman, as all Australians did. Secondly, 
he was, if possible, to fall in love with*his cousin,* Mary Corby, 
marry her, bring ln^r back, and reside pro tern, at Toorallooraly- 
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ballycoomefoozleah, which station* should be swept and 
garnished for his reception, until the new house at the Jugger- 
ugahugjug crossing-place was finished. Thirdly, he might run 
across to the Saxony ram sales, and, if he saw anything reason- 
able, buy, but be careful of pink ears, for they wouldn^t stand 
the Grampian ffosts. Fourthly, he was not to smoke without 
changing his coat, or Weat the sugar when any one was looking. 
Fifthly, he was to look out for a stud horse, and might go as 
far as five hundred.^ Such a horse as Allow Me, Ask Mamma,, 
or Pam’s Mixture would do.^ And so on, like the directions 
of the Aulic Council to the Archduke. He was not to go 
expressly to Durham but, if he found himself in that part of 
the world, he might get a short-horned bull. He need not go 
to Scotland unless he liked; but if he did, he might buy a' 
couple of collies, &c. &c. 

George attended‘»the ram sales in Saxony, and just ran on 
to Vienna, thinking, with the philosophy of an Australian, that, 
if he did fall in love with his cousin, he might not care to travel 
far from her, and that therefore she might “ keep.” .fiowever, 
he came at last, when Archer had finished his honeymoon ; and 
there he was in the drawing-room at Casterton. 

Mary was not very much surprised when it was all put before 
her. She had said to Charles in old times, “ I know I have 
relations somewhere ; when I am rich they will acknowledge 
me ” ; and, just for one instant, the suspicion crossed her mind 
that her relations might have heard of the fortuneJL,o»«3US&Ktire 
had left her. It was unjust and impossible, anif in an instant 
she felt it to be so. Possibly the consciousness of her injustice 
made her receptionKif her cousin somewhat warmer. 

He was certainly very handsome and very chaiming. He» 
had been brought up by his ’ father the most punctilious dandy 
in the southern hemisphere, and thrown from a boy among the 
best society in the colony ; so he was quite able to make himself 
at home everywhere. If there was a fault in his manner, it was 
that there was just a shade too much lazy ease m the presence 
of ladies. One has seen that lately, however, in;- other young 
gentlemen, not educated* in the bush, to a greater extent ; so 
we must not be hard upon him. When lAdy Hainault and 

These names actually occur, side by side, i.i my newspaper { The Field)] 
to which I referred for three names. They are in training by Henry HaPj;. ’ 
at Hambleton, in Yorkshire. Surely men could find better names for 
their horses than such senseless ones as these. I would that was all one 
had to complain of. I hopeathe noble old sport is not on its last legs. But 
one trembles to think what will become of it, when the comparatively few 
high-minded men who are keeping things straight are gone. 
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lady Ascot heard that a cousin of Mary’s had just turned up 
om the wilds of Australia, they looked at one another in 
stonishment and agreed that he must be a wild man. But 
jiian they hid gone down and sat on him, as a committee of 
i¥0, for an hour, they both pronounced him v^haihaing. And 
o he was. 

Lord Hainault, on receiving this report, could do no less 
han ask him to stay a day or two. And so his luggage was 
ent for to Twyford, and the good Archer left, leaving him in 
lossession. " ** 

» Lord Saltire had been travelling round Jp all lih estates. He 
lad taken it into his head, about a month before this, that it 
yas time that he should get into one of his great houses, and 
lie there. He told Lady Aspot so, and advised her to come 
vith him j but she still held on by Lord Charles Herries’ 
children and Mary, and said she would wait. So he had gone 
lyfky, with no one but his confidential servant. He had gone 
;o Cottingdean first, which stands on the banks of the Wannet, 
It the foot of the North Hampshire roountains. 

Well, Cottingdean did seem at first sight a noble lair for an 
Did lion to crawl away to, and die in. There was a great mile- 
long elm avenue, carried, utterly regardless of economy, over 
the flat v^illcy, across the 'innumerable branches of the river 
and at the last the trees ran up over the first great heave of the 
chalk hill : and above the topmost boughs of those which stood 
in the Vflllo)-, ^bove the highest spire of the tallest poplar in 
the water-meadow, the old grey hofese hung aloft, a long 
irregular facade of stone. Behind were dark woods, and above 
all a pearl-gjeen line of down. * 

But Cottingdean wouldn’t do. pis Lordship’s man Simpson 
knew it .wouldn’t do from the first. There were draughts in 
(J^ottingdean, and doors that slammed in the night, and the 
armour in the great •gallery used suddenly to* go “clank” at 
all hours, in a terrible way. And the lady ancestress of the 
seventeenth century, who carried her head in^ plate before 
her, used to Stump upstairs and downstairs, from twelve o’clock 
to one, when she was punctually relieved from duty by the 
picked old anctstor of the sixteenth century, who opened the 
J^cellar doqr and came mttling his sword against the* banisters 
\}p all the stair-case till he got to the north-east tower, in"fo 
Wi^ch he weiit and ^slammed the door ; and, when he had 
transacted his business, came clanking down aggiin : when he 
in turn was relieved by an ol iroAXot of ghosts, who, walked 
till cockcrow. ^ Sitnpson couldn’t stand it. No more could 
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Lord Saltire, though possibly for different, reasons than 
Simpson’s. 

The first night at Cottingdean Lord Saltire had his writing- 
desk unpacked, and took therefrom a rusty key. He said tc . ‘ 
Simpson, “ Tou^know where I am going. If I am not back in 
half an hour, come afjter me.” Simpson knew where he was 
going. Lord Barkharrl had been staying here at Cottingdean 
just before he went up to town, and was killed in that unhappy 
duel. The old servants remembered that, when Lord Barkhanfi 
went Sway that mofhing he had taken the key of his room with 
him, and had S^tid, ir\ his merry/way, that no one was going ip 
there till he came back the next week, for he. had left all his 
love-letters about. Lord Saltire had got the key, and was 
going to open the room the first, time for forty years. 

What did the poor old man find there ? Probably nothing 
more than poor rflirkham had said — some love-letters lying 
about. When the room was opened afterwards, by the ntiw 
master of Cottingdean we found only a boy’s room, with fishing- 
rods and guns lying abput. In one q^mer were z. pair of 
muddy top-boots kicked off in a hurry, and an old groom 
remembered that Lord Barkham had been riding out the very‘ 
morning he started for London. But, amidst the dust of forty 
f years, we could plainly trace that some one Had, cornparatively 
recently, moved a fchair up to the fire-place ; and on the cold 
hearth there was a heap of the ashes of burnt paper. 

Lord Saltire came back to Simpson just as hi^''.*HalfTfou?*was 
over, and told him in co'hfidence that the 'room he had been in 
was devilish draughty, and that he had caught cold in his ear. 
Cottingdean would' not do after this. They departed next 
morning. They must try Marksworth. 

Marksworth, Lord Saltire’s north country place, is in Cum- 
berland. If you are on top of the coach, going northward, 
between Hiltorifebridge and Copley Beck, you can see it all 
the way for three miles or more, over the. stone walls. The 
mountains are on your left ; to the right are en Jless unbroken 
level woodlands ; and rising out of them, two Whiles off, is a 
great mass of grey building, from the centre of which rises a 
square Norman keep, nine^^y feet high, a beaccKi for miles even 
in that mountainous country. The Hilton and Copley BecK^ 
join in the park, which is twelve miles in circumference, and 
nearly all thick woodland. Beyond the great tower, between 
it and the further mountains, you cate'h a gleam of water. 
This is Marksmere, in which there are charr. 

The draughts at Marksworth were coldev and keener than 
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le draughts at Cottingdean. Lord Saltire alwXys hated the 
lace : for the truth is this, that although Marksworth looked 
5 if it had stood for eight hundred years, every stone in it had 
een set up J^y his father, when he. Lord Saltire, was quite a 
Ig 'boy. It was beautifully done ; it was splendidly and solidly 
uilt — probably the best executed humbug in England ; but it 
as not comfortable to live in. A noblaman of the nineteenth 
entury, stricken in years, finds it difficult to accommodate 
imself in a house the windows of whiclt are calculated to 
isist arrows. At the time of the Eglintow tournament/) Lord 
altire challenged the whole Tory world in ^ms, to attack 
Carksworth in the ante-gunpofeder style »f warfare ; his Lord- 
tiip to provide eatables and liquor to besiegers and besieged ; 
robably hoping that he might get it burnt down over his head, 
nd* have a decent excuse foi^^ rebuilding it in a more sensible 
tyle. The challenge was nol? accepted. ‘kThe trouble,*' said 
e^i^in Tory noblemen, of getting up the old tactics correctly 
^ould be very great; and the expense of having the old 
ngines of war constructed would be enormous. Besides, it 
night co%e on to rain again, and ^oil the whole affair.’* 
Marksworth wouldn't do. And then Simpson suggested his 
Drdship's town house in Curzon Street, and Lord Saltire said 
'Hey?” and Simpson repeated his suggestion, and l^rd ^ 
laltire saii “ Hah V ’* As Charles’s luck wogld have it, he liked 
he suggestion, and turned south, coming to Casterton on his 
^ay *^q l4)ndon. He arrived at Casterton a few days after 
ieorge CorlJy. When he alighted at tfie door, Lord Hainault 
an down the steps to greet him, for this pair were very fond 
>f one another. Lord Hainault, who waff accused by some 
teople of “.priggishness,” was certainly not priggish before 
jord Saltire. He was genial and »hearty. There was a slight 
:rust on Lord Hainault. Because he had held his own among 
clever commoners at the university, he fancied himself a 
ittle cleverer than he Vas. He in his heart thought more of 
lis second, tha^ Marston did of his double first, and possibly 
ihowed it an^ong his equals. But before an tlcknowledged 
iuperior, like Lord Saltire, this neve^ showed. When Lord 
Saltire talked wisely and shrewdly (and who could do so better 
>han he ?), he listened; when Lord Saltire was cross, he laughed. 
[)n this occasion Lor<f Saltire was cross. He never wsLf 
2 >Sss to any jDne but I^dy Ascot,* Lord Hainault, and 
Ei^ston. He knew they liked it. 

“Good Ged, Hainault,” he began, •“ don’t stand grinning 
there, and looking so abominably healthy and happy, or I 
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will drive awdy again and go on to London. Nothing can be in 
worse taste than to look like that at a man whom you see 
is tired, and cold, and peevish. You have been out shooting, 
too. Don^t deny it ; you smell of gunpowder.’’ 

“ Did yop never shoot ? ” said Lord Hainault, laughing. > ' 
“I shot as long as I could walk, and therefore I have a 
right to nourish envy and all uncharitablcness against those 
who can still do so. I wish you would be cross, Hainault. 
It is wretched mahners not to be cross when you see a 
man lis trying to put you out of temper.” 

“And \iO\f are you, my dear lad?” continued Lord Saltire 
when he had got hold of his arn^! “ How is Lady Ascot ? and 
whom have you got here ? ” . .. 

“ We are all very well,” said Lord Hainault ; “ and we hav;^ 
got nobody.” «'• 

“ Well done,” saM Lord Saltiffc. “ I thought I should have 
found the house smelling like a poulterer’s shop on ^uy 
Fawkes’ day, in consequence of your having got together all 
the hawbucks in the country for pheasant-shooting. I’ll go 
upstairs, my dear boy, and change, and- then come down to 
the library fire.” 

And so he did. There was no one there, and he sank into 
a comfortable chair, with a contented “ humph ! ” in front of 
'' the fire, beside a ,big round table. He hlid read .the paper 
in the train ; so he looked for a book. There was a book on 
the table beside him — Ruskin’s “ Modern Painters,” jrhicb i^ad 
pictures in it; so he ^took out his great gSrCP glasses, and 
began turning it over. 

A man’s card fell from it. He picked it up and read it. 
“ Mr. Charles Ravenshoe.” Poor Charles ! That spring, yon 
remember, he had come over to see Adelaide, and, while waiting 
to see old Lady Hainault, had held his card in his hand. It 
had got into the book. Lord Saltire put the book away, put 
up his glasses, and walked to the windov^. 

And Charles lay in his bed at Scutari and >\atched the flies 
upon the wall: ^ 

“ I’ll send up for littlq Mary,” said Lord Saltire. “ I want to 
see the little bird. Poor Charles ! ” 

He looked out over thd? landscape. It waS dull and foggj’^^, 
^le wanSered into the conservatory, ahd idly looked out of the 
glass door at the end. ' Then, as he looked, he said suddenly, 
“ Gadzooks ! ” and then, still more briskly, “ The deuce ! ** 
There was a splendid show of chrysanthemums in the 
flower-garden, but they were not what his lordship exclaimed 
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at. In the middle of thi walk was Mary Cor'by, leaning on 
the arm of a very handsome young man. He was telling 
some very animated story, and she was looking up into his 
.^e with sj^arkling eyes. 

f! ^Othello and Dcsdemona! Death and confusion !” said 
Lord Saltire. “ Here’s a pretty kettle of fish f’ Maria must be 
mad ! ” • 

He went back into the library. Lord Hainault was there. 

Hainault,” said he quietly, “ who is that young gentleman 
walking with Mary Corby in the garden? ”« * 

“ Ohl her cousin. I have not had time tf> tell you about 
ft.” ^ Which he did. * ’ 

. “ And what sort of a fellow is he?” said Lord Saltire. A 
^ahoo, I suppose ? ” 

“ Not at all. He is a coital fellow — a perfect gentleman. 
There will be a match, I believe, unless you put a stop to it. 
’Vk)u know best. We will talk it over. It seems to me to offer a 
good many advantages. I think it will come off in time. It is 
best fort j;ic poor little thing to forget poor Ravenshoe, if she can.” 

“ Yes, it will be best for her to forget poor Ravenshoe, if she 
u.can,” repeated Lord Saltire. “ I wish her to do so. I must 
‘ make the young fellow’s acquaintance. By-the-by, what time 
(does your post gq.out ? ” . 

^ “Atfi<e.” 

“ Have you no morning post ? ” 

Yesi yVe can send to Henley before nine.” 

“ Then I 'snail nqf plague myself with writing my letter now. 
I should like to sec this young fellow, Hainault.” 

George Corby was introduced. Lord Saltire seemed to take 
V a great fancy to him. He kept near him all the evening, and 
listened with great pleasure to his Auslralian stories. George 
Corby was. of course, very much flattered by such attention 
*/rom such a famous man. • Possibly he might have preferred to 
be near Mary ; but old men, he thought, are exacting, and it is 
the duty of gentlemen to bear with them. So he stayed by 
him with go*d grace. After a time. Lord Saltire seemed to see 
that he had an intelligent listener. And then the others w'ere 
astonished to l\f ar Lord Saltire do what he but seldom did for 
ir,1hem — use his utmost^^ powers of ^conversation ; u^e an art 
'^almost fdrgotten, that of talking. To Jthis young man, who w&s 
Cx^er and well educated, and, like most “ squatters,” perhaps 
a \rifle fond of hearing of great people. Lord Saltire opened 
the storehouse of his memory, of a* memory extending over 
seventy years ; an,d in a clear, well modulated voice gave him 
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\iis recoWections of his interview# with great people — cor 
versations with SihyeSj Talleyrand, with Madime de Stael 
with Robespierre, with Egalitd, with Alexander, and a dozen 
others. George was intensely eager to hear about Marat. 
Lord Saltiretand his snuff-box had not penetrated into the lai ■ 
of that filthy woff, but he had heard much of him from many 
friends, and told it wdl. When the ladies rose to go to bed, 
Georgy Corby was astonished ; he had forgotten Mary, had never 
been near her the whole evening, and he had made an engage, 
ment <o drive LorcLSaltire the next morning up to Wargrave in 
a pony-chaise tn look at Barrympre House, and the place where 
the theatre stood, and where the game of high jinks had been 
played so bravely fifty years before. And, moreover, he an^ 
Lord Saltire were, the day after, to make an excursion down the 
river and see Medmenham, wheie once Jack Wilkes and the 
devil had held court Mary would not see much of him at this 
rate for a day or two. 

It was a great shame of this veteran to make such a fool of 
the innocent young bushman. There ought to be fair play in 
love or war. His acquaintance Tallcyiixnd, could hot have 
been more crafty. I am so angry with him that I will give the 
letter he wrote that night in extenso, and show the world what 
^ wicked old man he was. When 4ie went to his room, he 
said to Simpson, *bl have got to write a letter befov*e I go to 
bed. I want it to go to the post at Henley before nine. I 
don’t want it to lie in the letter-box in the hall. 1 don’t T**ant 
them to see the direction. What an appetite you'^buld have for 
your breakfast, Simpson, if you were to walk to Henley.” And 
Simpson said, “ Vcr;i good, my Lord.” And Lord Saltire wrote 
as follows — 

“ My dear Lad, — I have been travelling to my" places, 
looking for a place to die in. They are all cold and draughty,* 
and won’t do. I have come back to Casterton. I must stay 
here at present on your account, and I am in ^nortal fear of 
dying here, l^othing, remember, can be more unmannerly or 
rude than falling ill, and dying, in another man’s house. I know 
that I should resent such a proceeding myself as a deliberate 
affront, ai)d I therefore wofild not do it for the world. ’V 

•J^You must come here to me instantly ; do you hear? I,, 
am keeping the breach for you all sacrifices. Until you corned 
I am to be trundled about this foggy valley in pony carriages 
through the day, and talk myself hoarse all the evening, all 
for your sake. A cousin of Mary Corby’s has come from 
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Australia. He is very handsome, clever, and gentlemanly, and 
I am afraid she is getting very fond of him. 

“ This lyust not be, my dear boy. Now our dear Charles is 
gone, you m|ist, if possible, marry her. It is insufferable that 
P^hould have another disappointment from an interloper. I 
don’t blame you for not having come before. * You were quite 
right, but don’t lose a moment now. '^..eave those boys of 
yours. The dirty little rogues must get on. for a time without 
you. Don’t think that I sneer at the noble work that you and 
your uncle are doing : God Almighty forbid ; but you' must 
Idave it for a time, and come here. 

Don’t argue or procrastirfate, but come. I cannot go on 
being driven all over the country in November to keep him 
out of the way. Besides, if you don’t come soon, I shall have 
finished all my true stories, aijd have to do what I have never 
done yet — to lie. So make haste, my dear boy. 

» “ Yours affectionately, 

“Saltire.” 

•D 

On the second day from this I.ord Saltire was driven to 
‘^ledmenham by George Corby, and prophesied to him about 
it. When they neared home. Lord Saltire grew distraught for 
the first time and Jpoked eagerly towards the terrace. As they j 
drove up,-John Marston ran down the stops to meet them. 
T.ord Saltire said, “ Thank God ! ” and walked up to the hall- 
doo- betweep the two young men. 

“ Are you 'staying ,.i,n London?” said George Corby. 

“Yes. I am living in London,” said John Marston. “An 
uncle of mine, a Moravian missionary from Australia, is 
forking at -a large ragged school in the Borough, and I am 
helping him.” 

“ You don’t surely mean James Smith ? ” said Corby. 

• '^“Indeed I do.” ■ 

“Your uncle? Well, that is very .strange. I know him very 
well. My fatsiier fought his battle for him when he was 
at variance vith the squatters about. . . . He'‘is one of the 
best fellows in the world. I am delighted to make your 
acquaintance.” ^ 

Lord Saltire said to, Lord Hainault, when they v^ere alone 
‘"^gether — “You see what a liberty I,,have taken, having riiy 
priv>ce secretary down in this unceremonious way. Do ask 
him to stay.” 

“ You know how welcome he is fof his own sake. Do you 
think you are righJt ? ” 
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“ I think so.” 

“ I am afraid you are a little too late,” said Lord Hainault. 
Alas ! poor Charles. 


CHAPTER LVI 

SCUTARI 

Alas ! poor Charles. While they were all dividing the 
spoil at home, thinking him dead, where was he ? 

At Scutari. Wh^t happened io him before he got there, no 
one knows or ever will know. He does not remember and tb^re 
is no one else to tell. He was passed from hand to hand and 
put on board ship. Here fever set in, and he passed from a 
state of stupid agony into a state of delirium. He may have 
lain on the pier in the pouring rain, moistening his parched ! 
lips in the chilling shower ; he may have been jolted from , 
hospital to hospital, and laid in draughty passages till a be^' 
was found for him j as others were. But he happily knew 
nothing of it. Things were so bad with him now that it did not 
much matter how he was treated. Read Lord Sidney Osborne’s 
“ Scutari and its Hospi<^als,” and see how he have been, 

and probably was. It is no part of our duty to dig up and 
exhibit all that miserable mismanagement. I think we have 
learnt our lesson. I think I will go bail it don’t h^^ppen again. 
Before Charles knew where he was, there was a great change 
for the better. The hospital nurses arrived early 
November. 

He thinks that there were faint gleams of consciousness in 
his delirium. In the first, he .says he was lyiiJg on his back, 
and above him were the mast and spars of a ship/ and a sailor- 
boy was sitting out on a 3"ard in the clear blue, mending a rope 
or doing something. It may have been a dream or not.^ 
Afterwards there were periods, distinctly remembered, whej^i 
ht seemed conscious — conscious of pain and space and time* 
— to a certain extent. At these times he began tto understaiid', 
in a way, that he was dead, and in heil. The delirium was 
better than -this at ordinary times, in spite of its headlong 
incongruities. It was not so unbearable, save at times, when 
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there came the feeling, too horrible for human brain to bear, 
of millions and millions of miles, or of centuries, away, 
^rtth no road back; at such times there was nothing to be 
but tcileap out of bed, and cry aloud for help in God*s 
jSame. » 

Then ^here came a time when he be^an, at intervals, to see 
a great vWlted arch overhead, and to wonder whether or no 
it was the rc'^f of the pit. He began.^ after studying the 
matter many limes, to find that pain had ceased, and that 
the great vaulted arch was real. And he heard low Voices 
lojice at this time — blessed voices of his faJlow-men. He 
was content to wait. ^ 

At* last, his soul and consciousness seemed to return to 
him in a strange way. He seemed to pass out of some 
abnormal state into a natuf^l one. For he became aware 
that he was alive ; nay, more, that he was asleep and dream- 
in^f a silly, pleasant dream, and that he could wake himself 
at any time. He awoke, expecting to awake in his old room 
at Ravegshoe. But he was not there, and looked round 
him in wonder. * 

The arch he remembered was overhead. That was real 
enough. Three people were round his bed — a doctor in 
undress, a grey-hnjred gentleman who peered into his face^ 
and a lady. 

“ God bless me ! ” said the doctor. “ We have fetched 
him»thrcugh. I.ook at his eyes, just look at his eyes. As 
sane an eye a? youij; or mine, and Ihe pulse as round as a 
button.” 

“ Do you know us, my man ? ” said tile gentleman. 

It was pofSsible enough that he did not, for he had never set 
eyes on him before. The gentleihan meant only, “ Are you 
sane enough to know your fellow-creatures when you see 
one ? ” Charles thought ho must be some one he had met in 
society in old times and ought to recognise. He framed a 
polite reply, to^hc effect that he hoped he had been well since 
he met him last, and that, if he found himself in the west, he 
would not pass RavensKoe without coining to see him. 

The doctor laughed. “ A little abroad still, I daresay ; I 
^ve pulled you througji. You have had a narrow, escape.” 

- Charles' was recovered enough to ti^ke his hand and tharA 
him fervently, and whispered, “ Would you tell me one thing, 
sir ? How did Lady Hainault come here ? ” 

“ Lady Hainault, my man ? * 

.-♦^Yes; she was standing at the foot of the bed.” 
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“That is no Lady Hainault, my man; that is Miss Night- 
ingale. * Do you ever say your prayers ? 

“No.’^ 

“ Say them to-night before you go to sleep, ar d remenjbei 
her name in them. Possibly they may get to heaven thf 
quicker for it. Good-night.” 

Prayers forgotten, eh ! How much of all this misery lay in 
that, I wonder ? How much of this dull, stupid^ careless 
despair — earth a hopeless, sunless wilderness, and heaven not 
thought of ? Read on. 

But, while ycj read, remember that poor Charles had ha^i 
no domestic religious education whatever.- The vicar had 
taught him his catechism a‘nd “his prayers.” After that, 
Shrewsbury and Oxford. Read on, but don^t condemn ; at 
least not yet. 

That he thanked' God with all the earnestness of his warm 
heart that night, and remembered that name the doctor t;:ld 
him, you may be sure. But, when the prayer was finished, he 
began to think whether or no it was sincere, whethe*’ it would 
not be better that he should die, and that it should be all over< 
and done. His creed was, that, if he died in the faith of Chrisfj^ 
bearing no ill will to anyone, having repented of his sins, it 
would not go ill with him. Would It not b^ better to die now 
that he could fulfil those conditions, and not tempt tltb horrible 
black future ? Certainly. 

In time he left watching the great arch overhead, and' the 
creeping shadows, and the patch of light on me wall, which 
shaped itself into a faint rhomboid at noon, and crept on till it 
defined itself into iPperfect square at sundown, and then grew 
golden and died out. He began to notice other ilhings. Bu/ 
till the last there was one effect of light and shadow which he* 
always lay awake to see — a faint flickering on the walls and 
roof, which came slowly nearer till a light was in his eyes. We 
all know what that was. It has been described twenty times. 

I can believe that story of the dying man kisshig the shadow 
on the wall. When Miss Nightingale and her lamp are 
forgotten, it will be time* to consider whether one would prefer 
to turn Turk or Mormon. 

He began to take notice that there were men in the beh ! 
beside him. One, as we know, had been carried but dead ,s 
but there was another in his place now. And "one day there 
was a great event ; when Charles woke, both of them were up, 
sitting at the side of their beds, ghastly shadows, and talking 
across him. 
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The maddest musician Aever listened to the ‘‘Vox humana ” 
stop at HaarleAn, with such delight as Charles did to these two 
voices. He lay for a time hearing them make acquaintance, 
and then he^ tried to sit up and join. He was on his left side, 
S.nd tried to rise. His left arm would not suppprt him, and 
ne fell back, but they crept to him and set him up, and sat on 
his bed. • 

“ Right again, eh, comrade ? ” said one. “ I thought you 
was gone, my lad. But I heard the di^ctor say you’d get 
through. You look bravely. Time was^when you uged to 
jump out of bed and cry on God A’mighty. Many a time I’ve 
strove to help ye. The man i|i his bed died wliile you was like 
that i* a Fusilier Guards man. What regiment ? ” 

“ I am of the 140th,” said Charles. “ We had a bit of a brush 
with the enemy on the twenty#fifth. I was wounded there. It 
was a pretty little rattle, I t'Aink, for a tiyie, but not of very 
mych importance, 1 fancy.” 

The man who had first spoken laughed ; the other man, a 
lad who had a round face once, perhaps, but which now was a 
pale deafli’s head, wi 4 i two great staring eyes, speaking with a 
* voice which Charles knew at once to be a gentleman’s, said, 

' Don’t you know then that that charge of yours is the talk of 
Europe ? That charge will never be forgotten while the world 
is round* Six hundred men against ten^liattalions. Godn^ 
God ! And you might have died there, and not known it.” 

‘^h, is It so ? ” said Charles. “ If some could only know 
it!” ' • ^ 

“That is the worlt of it,” said the young man. “I have 
enlisted under a false name, and will neveij go home any more, 
^ever more* And slie will never know that I did my duty.” 

And after a time he got .strong ^gain in a way. A bullet, it 
appears, had struck the bone in his arm and driven the splinters 
into the flesh. Fever hadjcome on, jind his splendid constitu- 
tion, as yet untried, 'save by severe training, had pulled him 
through. Bu«#his left arm was us*eless. The doctor looked at 
it again and ygain, and shook his head. • 

The two men who -were in the J^eds on each side of him 
.were moved before him. They were only there a fortnight 
J^fter his coming to himself. The ofdest of the two went first, 
^nd two or three days Sfter the younger. * ^ 

jfiQ three ipade all sorts of plans fOr meeting in England. 
Alas ! what chance i^ there for three soldiers to meet again, 
unless by accident? At home it wouW have tak§n three years 
to have made these three men such hearty friends as they had 
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become in a fortnight. Friendships 'are made in the camp, in 
the bush, or on board ship, at a wonderful rate. And, more- 
over, they last for an indefinite time. For ever, I fancy ; for these 
reasons. Time does not destroy friendship. Timejias nothing 
whatever to do with it. I have heard an old man of seventy^ 
eight talking of'a man he had not seen for twelve years, and 
before that for twenty-nve, as if they were young men together. 
Craving for his company, as if once more they were together on 
the deck of the wnite-sailed yacht, flying before the easterly^ 
wind between Hurs^.castle and Sconce Point. Mere continual 
familiarity, aga\^, does not hurt friendship, unless interests 
clash. Diversity of interests is'^che death-blow of friendship. 
One great sacrifice may be made— two, or even three ^ but 
after the first two men are not to one another as they were 
before. Where men are thrown 'intimately together for a short 
time, and part havcvonly seen thb best side of one another, or 
where men see one another frequently and have not very many 
causes of difference, friendship will flourish for ever. In tne 
case of love it is very different, and for this obvious reason, 
which I will explain in a few pages if ' ' 

I entered into my own recognisances, in an early chapter of/, 
this story, not to preach. I fear they are escheated after this 
,§hort essay on friendship, coming, as it does, exactly in the 
wrong place. I must only throw myself on tlie court, and purge 
myself of my contempt by promising amendment. 

Poor Charles after a time was sent home to Fort Pitt. .But 
that mighty left arm, whi(fh had done such noblc^^vork when it 
belonged to No. 3, in the Oxford University eight, was useless, 
and Charles Simpson, trooper in the 140th, was discharged 
from the army, and found himself on Christman Eve in th(^ 
street in front of the Waterloo Station, with eighteen shillings"^ 
and ninepence in his pocket, wondering blindly what the end 
of it all would be, but no more dreaming of begging from those 
who had known him formerly than of leaping off Waterloo 
Bridge. Perhaps not half so much. 
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CHAPTER T.VII 

WHAT CHARLES DID WITH HIS LAST EIGHTEEN SHILLINGS 

• 

Charles's luck seemed certainly to have deserted him at last. 
And that is rather a serious matter, you ^ice ; for, as he had 
liever trusted to anything but luck, it now follows that he had 
nothing left to trust to, except eighteen shilTings and ninepence, 
a^d his little friend the corncj, who had^omii^ionie invalided 
and was living with his mother in Hyde I’ark Gardens. Let us 
hope, reader, that you and I may never be reduced to the 
patronage of a cornet of Hijssars, and eighteen shillings in 
cash. • ^ 

It was a fine frosty night, and the streets were gay and merry. 
It^as a sad Christmas for many thousands ; but the general 
crowd seemed determined not to think too deeply of these sad 
accounts^’hich were 'doming from th« Crimea just now. They 
^seemed inclined to make Christmas Christmas, in spite of every- 
thing; and perhaps they were right. It is good for a busy 
nation like the English to have two great festivals, and two only, 
the objee^ of whi5i every* man who is a Christian can under* 
stand, and on these occasions to put in practice, to the best of 
one’s powL*f;’the lesson of goodwill towards men which our 
Lora taught ■#>. We English cannot stand too many saints’ 
days. We decline •to stop businei^ for St. Blaise or St. 

I Swithin ; but w'e can understand Christma| and Easter. The 
^rforeign Catholics fiddle away so much time on saints’ days that 
r^hey are obliged to work like tlj^e Israelites in bondage on 
Sunday to get on at all. I have as good a right to prophesy 
as any other freeborn Englishman jvho pays rates and taxes ; 
and I prophesy that, in this wonderful resurrection of Ireland, 
the attendancf^ of the male population at church on week-days 
will get small by degrees and beautifully less. • 

One man, tharles Ravenshoe, has got to spend his Christmas 
with eighteen shillings and a crippled left arm. There is half 
j.r million ofmoifey or so, andaswee^ little wife, waiting for him 
vif he would only behav«^like a rational being ; but ht will ngf, 

' and must take the consequences. • 

He went westward;^ through a kind of instinct, and he came 
to Belgrave Square, where a certain duke lived. , There were 
lights in the windows. The duke was in office, and had been 
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called up to t6wn. Charles was gla^l of this ; not that he had 
any business to transact with the duke, but a letter to deliver 
to the duke’s coachman. 

This simple circumstance saved him from being ^uch nearer 
actual desti|;ution than I should have liked to see him. Th£ 
coachman’s son 'had been wounded at Balaclava, and was still 
at Scutari, and Charles brought a letter from him. He got an 
English welcome, I promise you. And, next morning, going to 
Hyde Park Gardens, he found that his friend the cornet was 
out o{ town and wpuld not be back for a week. At this time 
the coachman became very useful. He offered him money, 
house-room, eiftployisient, everything he could 2)ossibly ght 
for him ; and Charles heartily and thankfully accepted house- 
room and board for a week. 

,At the end of a week he wenbtback to Hyde Park Gardens. 
The cornet was cqpie back. Ke had to sit in the kitchen 
while his message was taken upstairs. He merely spnt 
ui^ his name, said he was discharged, and asked for an 
interview. 

The servants found out that he had# been at ther war with 
their young master’s regiment, and they crowded round hiniij 
full of symi^athy and kindness. He was telling them how he 
had last seen the cornet in the thick., of it on the terrible 25th, 
‘^When they i)arted ..right and left, and in Gashed the cornet 
himself, who caught him by both hands. 

“By gad. Pm so glad to see you. How you lire allured 
without your moustache !. Look you here, you f(/:Kjws and girls, 
this is the man that charged up to my a^ssistance when I was 
dismounted amongt, the guns, and kept by me while I caught 
another horse. What a cropper I went down, didn’t I? Wha^ 
a terrible brush it was, eh,? And poor Hornby, too ! It is* 
the talk of Europe, you know. You remember old Devna, and 
the galloping li^rd, eh ? ” , 

And so on, till they got ui)stairs ; and then he turned on him, 
and said, “ Now, what are you going to do ? ” ^ 

“ I have got eighteen shillings.” 

“ Will your family do nothing for you ? ” 

“ Did Hornby tell you anything about me, my dear sir ? ” 
said Charles eagerly. ' ' 

4 “Not a word. I never knew thrft Hornby and you were - 
acquainted till I saw ydu together when he was dying.” 

“Did you hear what we said to one another?” 

“Not a word. The reason I spoke about your family is, 
that no one, who had seen so much of you as I, could doubt 
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that you were a gentlemlin. That is all. I am very much 

afraid I shall offend you ** 

** That would not be easy, sir.” 

“ Well, tljen, here goes. If you are utterly hard up, take 
jBei^ice with me. There.** 

“ I will do so with the deepest gratitude,*’ said Charles. 
“ But I cannot ride, I fear. My left ari?i is gone.’* 

“ Pish ! ride with your right. It’s a bargain. Come up and 
,see my mother. I must show you to her, you know, because 
you will have to live here. She is deaf. • Now you know the 
ij^ason why the major used to talk so loud.” ^ 

Charles smiled for an instal^t ; he did ffcmember that circum- 
stance about the cornet’s respected and gallant father. He 
followed the cornet upstairs, and was shown into the drawing- 
room, where sat a very handsfime lady, about fifty years of age, 
knitting. * • 

^he was not only stone deaf, but had a trick of talking 
aloud, like the old lady in “ Pickwick, under the impression 
that she^as only thinking, which was a very disconcerting habit 
indeed. When Chains and the corrfet entered the room, she 
^aid aloud, with amazing distinctness, looking hard at Charles, 
“ God bless me ! Who has he got now ? What a fine gentle- 
manly-looking fellow. I wonder why he is dressed so shabbily ** 
After which she afranged her trumpet, and prepared to go into 
action. 

•This, mother,” bawled the cornet, “ is the man who saved 
me in the chilfge of ^alaclava.” ^ 

“ Do you mean that that is trooper Simpson ? ” said she. 

\ “ Yes, mother.” • 

^ “ Then may the blessing of God Almighty rest upon your 
head ! ” she said to Charles. “ The time will come, trooper 
Simpson, when you will know the value of a mother’s gratitude. 
And wHen that time comes think of me. But» for you, trooper 
Simpson, I might have been tearing my grey hair this day. 
What are we tm do for him, James ? He looks ill and worn. 
Words are worth much. What shall we do*? ’* 

The cornet put his lAouth to his mother’s trumpet, and in an 
apologetic bellow, such as one gets^from the skipper of a fruit 
IP^jrig, in the Bay of Biscay, O I when he bears up \p know if 
^ you will be so kind as tS oblige him wi^h the longitude ; roar^ 

“ He wants to taka service with me. Have you any objec- 
tion ? ** • • . 

“ Of course not^you foolish boy,** said she. “ I wish we could 

N 2 
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do more for him than that.” And hien she continued, in a 
tone slightly lowered, but perfectly audible, evidently under 
the impression that she was thinking to herself : “ He is 'ugly, 
but he has a sweet face. I feel certain he is a geijtleman whq^ 
has had a difie|;.ence with his family. I wish I could heaif» 
his voice. God bles§, him 1 he looks like a valiant soldier. 

I hope he won’t get drunk, or make love to the maids.” 

Charles had hear/J every word of this before he had time to 
bow himself out. ♦, 

And so he acceptrod his new position with dull carelessness. 
Life was getting- very worthless. 

He walked across tiie park to^see his friend the coachmaii. 
The frost had given, and there was a dull dripping thaw. He 
leant against the railings at the end of the Serpentine. There 
was still a great crowd all rounc!^' the water ; but up the whole 
expanse there were Only four skaters, for the ice was very dan- 
gerous and rotten, and the people had been warned off. One 
of the skaters came sweeping down to within a hundred yards 
of where he was — a reckless, headlong skater, one who would 
chance drowning to have his will. 'I'ne ice cracked every, 
moment and warned him, but he would not heed, till it broke,*^ 
and down he went ; clutching wildly at the pitiless, uptiltcd 
»5Jabs which clanked about his head to save Jiimself ; and then 
with a wild cry disappeared. The icemen were on 'the spot 
in a minute ; and, when five were passed, they h^d him out, 
and bore him off to the receiving-house. A gentlemar**, a 
doctor apparently, who rtood by Charles, said io him, “ Well, 
there is a reckless fool gone to his account, God forgive 
him ! ” " 

“ They will bring him round, won't they ? ” said Oarles. f 

“ Ten to one against it,” &aid the doctor. “ What right has*' 
he to calculate on such a thing, either ? Why, most likely 
there will be h&lf a dozen houses nn mourning for that man 
to-morrow. He is evidently, a man of some mark. I can pity 
his relations in their bereavement, sir, but I havi precious little 
pity for a reckless fool.” 

And so Charles began to serve his frifehd, the cornet, in a way 
— a very poor way, I fear, f<?r he was very weak gnd ill, and could 
do but little. The deaf lady treated l\im like a son, God blesi, 
htr ; but Charles could, not recover the shock of his 'fever and 
delirium in the Crimea. He grew very low-spirited and de- 
spondent by day, and, worst of all, he began to have sleepless 
nights — terrible nights. ' In the rough calculation he had made 
of being able to live through his degradatior'^ and get used to 
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it, he had calculated, unwittingly, on perfect health. He had 
thought that a few years he should forget the old life, and 
become just like one of the grooms he had made his com- 
panions. 'Jhis had now become impossible, for his health and 
itiis* nerve were gone. » 

He began to get afraid of his horses ; tfiat was the first 
symptom. He tried to fight against the conviction, but it 
forced itself upon him. When he was on l^orseback, he found 
(that he was frightened when anything went wrong ; his knees 
gave way on emergency, and his hand wus irresolute. * And, 
yhat is more, be sure of tliis, that, before 1^ confessed the 
fact to himself, the horses had found it cAit, and “ taken action 
on it*” or else, may I ride a donkey, with my face towards the 
tail, for the rest of my life. 

And he began to sec anther thing. Now, when he was 
nervous, in ill health, and whimsical, the company of men 
aiBHng whom he was thrown as fellow-servants became nearly 
unbearable. Little trifling acts of coarseness, unnoticed when 
he was i^good health and strong, at the time he was with poor 
Hornby, now disgust^ him. Most kind-hearted young fellows,, 
brought up as he had been, are apt to be familiar with, and 
probably pet and spoil, the man whose duty it is to minister to- 
their favourite p]^asures,« be he gamekeeper or groom, 
cricketer,* or waterman. Nothing can be more natural, or, ini 
proper bounds, harmless. Charles had thought that, being 
usei to these men, he could live with them and do as they 
did. For a T!ionth-or two, while ir^ rude coarse health, he 
found it was possible ; for had not Lord Welter and he done 
|he same thing for amusement? But #ow, with shattered 
j^erves, he fbund it intolerable. I have had great opportunities- 
of seeing gentlemen trying to do this sort of thing — I mean in- 
Australia — and, as far as my experience goes, it ends in one of 
two ways. Either they giv« it up as 'a bad job*and assume the 
position that superior education gives them, or else they take to- 
drink, and go, fiot to mince matters, to the devil. 

What cWles did, we shall see. Nobody could be more^ 
kind and affectionate ^han the cornet and his deaf mother. 
{They guessed tlj^t he was “ somebody,” and that things were 
?/rong with him ; though, if he had been a chimney-sweep’s^ 
feon, it wcflild have made no difference to them, for they we#e 
“ good people*” The cornet once or twice invited his con- 
fidence ; but he wa^ too young, and Charles had not the 
energy to tell him anything. His mother, too, ftsked him ta 
tell her if anything was wrong with his affairs, and whether she 
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could help him ; and possibly he mig^t have been more inclined 
to confide in her, than in her son. But who could bellow such 
a sad tale of misery through an ear-trumpet ? He held his 
peace. ^ 

He kept Ellei^s picture, which he had taken from Horn by 
He determined he woiiW not go and seek her. She was safe 
somewhere, in some Catholic asylum. Why should he re-open 
her grief? ^ 

But life was getting very, very weary business. By day, his 
old favourite pleasiare of riding had become a terror, and at 
night he got r>7. rest. Death forty good years away, by all 
calculation. A weary time. 

He thought himself humbled, but he was not. He said to 
himself that he was prevented from going back, because he had 
found out that Mary was in lov^ with him, and also because 
he was disgraced thVough his sister ; and both of these reasons 
were, truly, most powerful with him. But, in addition to‘tkiis, 

I fear there was a great deal of obstinate pride, which thing is 
harder to beat out of a man than most things. 

And now, after all this half-moralizing Narrative, an important 
fact or two. The duke was very busy, and stayed in town, and^ 
as a consequence, the duke’s coachman. Moreover, the duke’s I 
tJ3oachman’s son came home invalided anji stayed with his 
father ; and Charles, with the hearty approval of the comet, 
used to walk across the park every night to see hip, and talk 
over the campaign, and then look in at the Servants’ Club, of 
which he was still a menuber. And the [loor oT the Servants’ 
Club room had glass windows to it. And I have noticed that 
anybody who look^ through a glass window (under favourablt j 
circumstances) can see who is on the other side. T have don^, 
it myself more than once. " 


CHAPTER LV.TII 

THE NORTH SIIJE OF GROSVENOR SQUARE 

John Marston’s first disappointment in life had been his'^ 
refusal by Mary. He was one of those men, ' brought up in 
a hard scho(pl, who get, somehow, the opinion that everything 
which happens to a man is his own fault. He used to say that 
every man who could play whist could get a*second if he chose. 
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I have an idea that he is In some sort right. liut he used to 
carry this serf of thing to a rather absurd extent. He was apt 
to be hard on men who failed, and to be always the first to 
j^y, “ If hejiad done this, or left that alone, it would not have 
Sbefin so,” and he himself, with a calm clear brairi and perfect 
health, had succeeded in everything he had etrer tried at, even 
up to a double first. At one point he ^as stopped. He had 
always given himself airs of superiority over Charles, and had 
jgiven him advice, good as it was, in a way which would have 
ruined his influence with nine men out of »ten ; and suddenly 
1^ was brought up. At the most important noint in his life, 
fie found Charles his superior. Charles had won a woman’s 
love “without knowing it, or caring for it ; and he had tried for 
it, and failed. 

John Marston was an enfinently noble and high-minded 
man. His faults were only iliose of education, and his faults 
wgj^^ery few. When he found himself rejected, and found 
out why it was so — when he found that he was no rival of 
Charles^ and that Charles cared naught for poor Mary — he 
humbly set his quiclf brain to work* to find out in what way 
ijCharles, so greatly his inferior in intellect, was superior to him 
in the most important of all things. For he saw that Charles 
had not only won Mary’s. love, but the love of every one wh^ 
knew him ; wheifeas he, John Marston, .had but very few 
friends. 

And, wli^ he once set to work at this task, he seemed to 
come rapidly^o the conclusion that^Charles was superior to 
him in everything e?8:ept application. “ And how much appli- 
Ication should I have had,” he concluded, if I had not been 
^ needy man ? ” 

* So you see that bis disappointment cured him of what was 
almost his only vice — conceit. Everything works together for 
good, for those who are really good.* • 

Hitherto, John Marston has led only the life that so many 
young Englishmen lead — a life of *study, combined with violent, 
objectless, physical exertion, as a counterpoise. * He had never 
known what enthusiasifi was as yet. .There was a vast deal of 
at somewhere about him ; in his ^bows, or his toes, or the 
? ifilves of his legs, or somewhere, as events prove. IJ I might 
^itizard art opinion, I sh%uld say that it was stowed away sonM- 
wljere in that immensely high, but somewhat narrow forehead 
of his. Before he tried love-making, he might have written 
the calmest and most exasperating firticle in the Saturday 
Review, But, shortly after that, the tinder got a-fire ; and the 
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man who set it on fire was his uncle Smith, the Moravian 
missionary. 

For this fellow, Smith, had, as we know, come home from 
Australia with the dying words of his beautiful wi^ ringing in 
his ears : “ Oo hjme from here, my love, into the great tow^s,' 
and see what is to be ^one there.” And he found his nephew, 
John Marston. And, while Marston listened to his strange, 
wild conversation, g; light broke in upon him. And what had 
been to him merely words before this, now became glorious,, 
tremendous realities: 

And so those ^'^ho had gone hand in hand down into tl\i 
dirt and profligacy of Southwarlt, to do together a work the 
reward of which comes after death. There are thousands of 
men at such work now. We have no more to do with it than 
to record the fact, that these twoVere at it heart and hand. 

John Marston’s love for Mary had never waned for one 
instant. When he had found that, or thought he had u/iH>d 
that, she loved Charles, he had in a quiet, dignified way, 
retired from the contest. He had determined that Ije would 
go away and work at ragged schools, alid so on, and try to 
forget all about her. He had begun to hincy that his love was-,^ 
growing cool, when I>ord Saltire’s letter reached him, and set 
^all a-blaze again. « 

This was unendurable — that a savage, from the ‘southern 
wilds, should step in like this, without notice. He.posted off 
to Casterton. • 

Mary was very glad totf'ee him ; but he^had p^posed to her 
once, and, therefore, how could she be so familiar with him as 
of yore ? Notwithstanding this, John was not so very much 
disappointed at his reception; he had thought l#iat matters' 
were even worse than they 'were. 

After dinner, in the drawing-room, he watched them together. 
George Corby was evidently in lovci' He went to Mary, who 
was sitting alone, the moment they came from the dining-room. 
Mary looked up, and caught his eyes as he apfl^roached ; but 
her eyes wandered from him to the door, until thriy settled on 
John himself. She seemed to wish th&t he would come and 
talk to her. He had a special reason for nqj: doing so ; he/ 
wanted tc* watch her and George tcjgether. So he staye^fc 
bfthind, and talked to JlrOrd Hainault. * * 

Lord Saltire moved up beside Lady Ascot. Lady Haina^ilt 
had the three children — Archy in her lap; and Gus and Flora 
beside her. 'In her high and mighty way, she was amusing 
them, or rather trying to do so. Lady Hafnault was one of 
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the best and noblest women in the world, as ^ou have seen 
already ; but «he was not an amusing person. And no one 
knew it better than herself. Her intentions were excellent: 
she wanted to leave Mary free from the children until their 
feed-time, s#that she might talk to her old acquaiptance, John 
Marston ; for, at the children’s bed-tinje, Ma^ would have to 
go with them. Even I^dy Hainault, determined as she was, 
never dared to contemplate putting those children to bed 
without Mary’s assistance. She was trying ^o tell them a story 
*out of her own head, but was making a ^eadful mess/)f it ; 
and she was quite conscious that Gus and Flora were listening 
tC,-I*c. with contemptuous pitj. • ^ 

So they were disposed. Lord Saltire and Lady Ascot were 
comfortably out of hearing. We had better attend to them 
first, and come round to th# others afterwards. 

Lady Ascot began. “James,” she said, “it is perfectly 
evidfipt to me that you sent for John Alarston.” 

“^Well, and suppose I did?” said Lord Saltire. 

“ Well, then, why did you do so ? ” 

“ Mafta,” said Lor^ Saltire, “ do you know that sometimes 
^ou are intolerably foolish ? Cannot you answer that question 
' for yourself? ” 

“ Of course I can,” sai(^ T^ady Ascot. 

“ Thei^ why thoidcuce did you ask me ? 

That was a hard question to answer, but I^dy Ascot 


saijJ : ** 

“ I doubt •f you are wise, James. I believe it would be 
better that she shouW go to Australia It is a very good match 
for her.” * 

.j “It is ngt a good match for her,” said Lord Saltire testily. 
“ To begin with, first-cousin margages are an invention of the 
devil. Third and lastly, she shan’t go to that infernal hole. 
Sixthly, I want her, now ^ur Charles is dea(^ to marry John 
Marston ; and, in conclusion, I mean to have my own way.” 

“ Do you kpow,” said T^dy A^ot, “ that he proposed to her 
before, and was rejected ? ” • 

“ He tol3 me of k the same night,” said Lord Saltire. 
“ Now, don’t talk any more nonsense, but tell me this, is she 
^j^bitten with thaiPyoung fellow ? ” • 

“ Not<ieeply, as yet,®I think,” said Lady Ascot. ' 

“ Which of^them has the best chanefc ? ” said Lord saltire. 

James,” said L^dy Ascot, repeating his own words, “do 
you know that dbmetimes you are intolerably fgolish ? How 
can I tell?” * 
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Heaasiaii 1"' asked Lord 

jolTSi'!.-" " ‘ “‘■i”" ' “ »“ <"■ 

aiss5f,hriiC„r‘ “ 

S "" “■ 

”°J I S'^posc we shall get it at last. It won’t do 
to have It said that i-ngland and France ” * 

England just now,” said Lord Hainault. 

TT,, ^ ^ i'^' '‘‘•d that England add 

France could not take a Black Sea fortress.” • 

“We shall have to say it, I fear,” said Lord Hainault. “ I 
am not quite sure that we English don’t want a thrashing.” 

nn. ^ T Marstftn. “ But we shall never get 

one. That IS the worst of it” ® 

t ^^^'■"ton,” said Lord Hainault, “you have a'clSir 

RainshS is^ead you^believe that^Charles 

“Y^”*^*^** Hainault, have you any doubts?” ^ 

eagerly towards him. 

doubt’ ought we not to mention it to Lord Saltire ? ” ^ 

h. '■Y *’ I may tefl you that 

pounds.”*^'^*"'^^'^ thousand 

MarSnT« wpS\Tntt?“^ ^ 

^ ^ justifvjd in saying yes.” 

uTT 1 estates go to Lord Ascot in any case?” 

in Charleses reappearance before his death; 

in which case, I believe he will alter his \^ill.” 

Charles be alive,’ he had better keop out of Lord 
M^ston^^^ ^ 



atV- ' an awful thrashing, n n naa not 'been for 

ainwarmg, I should hAve had sore bones for a, twelvemonth. 
“Tk’i Eton with Ascot, and Ascot was 

t ‘ black^aid. But, do you know, he is to some 

a very affectionate fellow. You know he wa(/ adored at Eton.” 
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“ He was not liked at*Oxford,” said Marston. “ I never 
knew any good of him. He is a great rascal.” 

“ Yes,” said Lord Hainault, “ I suppose he is what you would 
call a great yscal. Yes ; I told him so, you know. And I am 
|Sot®a fighting man, and that proves that I was strongly con- 
vinced of the fact, or I should have shirked m^V duty. A man 
in my position don’t like to go down tcf the House of Lords 
with a black eye. But I doubt if he is capable of any deep 
yillany yet. If you were to say to me that Charles would be 
unwise to allow Ascot’s wife to make his gruel for him, I should 
say that I agreed with you.” 

' •• ere you are certainly riglit, my lordf” sai 3 John Marston, 
smilihg. “ But I never knew Lord Ascot spare either man or 
woman.” 

“ That is very true,” said Tf^rd Hainault. “ Do you notice 
that we have been speaking aS if Charles Ravenshoe were not 

“ I don’t believe he is,” said John Marston. 

“No^, do you know,” said Lord Hainault; “at least only 
half, what a pair offiinnics we are.* Only ninety men of the 
*5 40th came out of that Balaclava charge. If he escaped the 
cholera, the chances are in favour of his having been killed there.” 

“ What evidence have viC that he enlisted in that regiment 
at all?” I • . 

“Lady Hainault’s and Mary’s description of his uniform, 
whkh they^ever distinctly saw for one moment,” said 
Hainault. “ toutP 

“ And you would j?ot speak to Lord Saltire ? ” 

“ Why, no. He secs all that we see. Ifc he comes back, he 
"^ets eighty thousand pounds. It would not do either for you 
or me to press him tp alter his will. Do you see ? ” 

“ I suppose you are right. Lord Hainault. Things cannot 
go very wrong either way. • I hope Mary will not fall in love 
with that cousin of hers,” he added, with a laugh. 

“Are you viSse in persevering, do you think?” said Lord 
Hainault kindly. * 

“ I will tell you in « couple of days,” said John Marston. 
Is there any chance of seeing th^t best of fellows, William 
^avenshoe, here?” , 

^ “ He irtay come tumlSing up. He has put off his weddiig 
in ponsequence of the death of his half-brother. I wonder if 
he was humbugged afc Varna? ” 

“Nothing mo* likely,” said Marion. “Where is Lord 
Welter?” 
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“ In Paris — plucking geese.” 

Just about this time all the various groups in‘ the drawing- 
room seemed to come to the conclusion that the time had 
arrived for new combinations, to avoid remarks. So there was 
a regular puss-in-the-corner business. John Mtirston w;jntr 
over to Mary ; Georgy Corby came to Lord Hainault ; Lord 
Saltire went to Lady Hainault, who had Archy asleep in her 
lap ; and Gus and Flora went to I^dy Ascot. 

“At last, old friend,” said Mary to John Marston. “And 
I hav® been watching for you so long. I was afraid that the 
time would com^ for the children to go to bed, and that you 
would never come an i speak to .^e.” ^ 

“ Lord Hainault and I were talking politics,” said Marston. 
“ That is why I did not come.” 

“ Men must talk politics, I suppose,” said Mary. “ But 
I wish you had cofne while my cousin was here. He is so 
charming. You will like him.” >, 

“ He seems to be a capital fellow,” said Marston. 

“ Indeed he is,” said Mary. “ He is really the most lovable 
creature I have met for a long time. If you would take him 
up, and be kind to him, and show him life, from the side frorn^ 
which you sec it, you would be doing a good work. And you 
I would be obliging me. And I know, my dear friend, that you 
like to oblige me.” 

“ Miss Corby, you know that I would die for you.” 

“ I know it. Who better ? It puzzles me lu know ^at 
I have done to earn sucl\ kindness from you. But there it is. 
You will be kind to him.” 

Marston was partly pleased, and partly disappointed by thip 
conversation. Would you like to guess why? rYes. Theif 
I will leave you to do so. and save myself half a page of 
writing. 

Only saying, this, for the bencjjt of inexperienced novel- 
readers, that he was glad to hear her talk in that free and easy 
manner about her cousin ; but would have bg^en glad if she 
had not talked in that free and easy mannef to himself. 
Nevertheless, there was pvidently no harm done as yet. That 
was a great cause of congratulation ; there was time yet. 

Gus and Flora went over to Lady Ascot, i^dy Ascot said, 
*^My dears, is it not near bed-time ? •' just by way cf opening 
the conversation — nothing more. 

“ Lawks a mercy on me, no,” said Flgra. . “ Go along with 
you, do, you, foolish thftig.” 

“ My dear ! my dear ! ” said Lady Ascot 
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“She is imitating old Afwright,” explained Gus. “She told 
me she was ^oing to. T-ord Saltire says, * Maria ! Maria ! 
Maria ! — you are intolerably foolish, Maria ! ’ ” 

\ “ Don’t bj naughty, Gus,” said T^dy Ascot 
fy ‘**Well, so he did, for I heard him. Don’t raind us; we 
don’t mean any harm. I say, Lady A«cot, has she any right 
to bite and scratch?” 

“ Who ? ” said T^dy Ascot 

, “ Why, that Flora. She bit Alwright because she wouldn’t 
lend her Mrs. Moko.” • • 

^ “ Oh, you dreadful fib ! ” said Flora. “Q.h, you wicked 
boy, ;' 0 U know where you’ll |go to if ^u fell such stories. 
Lady* Ascot, I didn’t bite her ; I only said she ought to be bit. 
She told me that she couldn’t let me have Mrs. Moko, because 
she was trying caps on her. •And then she told nurse that 
I should never have her ag^n, because t squeezed her flat. 
An4*<i0 she told a story. And it was not I who squeezed her 
flat, but that boy, who is worse than Ananias and Sapphira. 
And I iq^de a bogey of her in the nursery door, with a broom 
and a counterpane, ju*t as he was edming in. And he shut 
’Jie door on her head and squeezed a piece of paint off her 
nose as big as half a crown.” 

Lady Ascot was relieved by being informed that the Mrs^, 
Moko, aforesaid, \^as only a pasteboard image, the size of life, 
used by the lady’s maid for fitting caps. 

Tihere wcf?many evenings like this; a week or so passed 
without any ?:hangc. At last, ther^ was a move towards 
London. 

The first who took flight was George Coii)y. He was getting 
'dissatisfied, tin his sleepy semi-tropical way, with the state of 
affairs. It was evident that, sine® John Marston’s arrival, he 
had been playing, with regard to Mary, second fiddle (if you 
can possibly be induced t® pardon 4he extreme coarseness of 
the expression). One* day, T.ord Sjiltire asked him to take him 
for a drive. Tiley went over to dismantled Ranford, and Lord 
Saltire was rripre amusing than ever. As they drOve up through 
the dense larch plantation, on the outskirt of the park, they 
^aw Marston ajjd Mary side by ^side. George Corby bit 
^is lip. f 

f “I suppose there is something there, my lord ? ” said he. • 

V Oh dear, yes ; I hope so,” said I^ojd Saltire. “ Oh, yes, 
that is a very old affair.” 

So George Co Ay went first. He d!d not giv&up all hopes 
of being successffl, but he did not like the way things were 
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going. His !^ng1ish expedition wal> not quite so pleasant as 
he intended it to be. He, poor fellow, was desperately in love, 
and his suit did not seem likely to prosper. He was inclined 
to be angry with Lord Saltire. He should not have let things 
go so far, thought George, without letting him know^ qait^ 
forgetting that tne misclyef was done before Lord Saltire^s arrival. ’ 

Lord Saltire and Jbhn Marston moved next. I.ord Saltire 
had thought it best to take his man Simpson’s advice and move 
into his house in Curzon Street. He had asked John to come 
with him. 

“ It is a very nice little house,” he said ; “deuced well aired, 
and that sort oTthii‘g; but I *:now I shall have a creepirig 
in my back when I go back for the first week, and fancy there 
is a draught. This will make me peevish. I don’t like to be 
peevish to my servants, because It is unfair ; they can’t answer 
one. I wish you wnuld come and let me be peevish to you. 
You may just as well. It will do you good. You haw: ^ot a 
fancy for disciplining yourself, and all that sort of thing ; and 
you will find me capital practice for a week or so, in a fresh 
house. After that I shall get amiable, ..nd then you'may go. 
You may have the use of my carriage, to go and attend to youj 
poor man’s plaster business in Southwark, if you like. I am 
not nervous about fever or vermin. , Besides, it may amuse me 
' to hear all about ^t. And you can bring Uiat cracked uncle 
of yours to see me sometimes; his Scriptural talk is very 
piquant.” 

Lord and Lady Hainault moved up into Gro.^venor Square, 
too, for Parliament was"^ going to meet "“rather early. They 
persuaded Lady Arcot to come and stay with them. 

After a few days, William made his appearance. “Well, my 
dear Ravenshoe,” said Lord Hainault, “£^nd what brings you 
to town?” 

“ I don’t know,” said William. *1 1 cannot stay down there. 
Lord Hainault, do you know I think I afn going cracked ? ” 

“ Why, my dear fellow, wKat do you mean ? ”i 

“I have gdt such a strange fancy in my head, I cannot 
rest.” 

“ What is your fancy ? "said Lord Hainault. “ Stay ; may 
I make a guess at it ? ” ’ 

•“ You would never dream what it is. It is too mad.” 

“ I will guess,” said £ord Hainault. “ Your fancy is this 
You believe that Charles Ravenshoe is ali^e, and you have 
come up to T-ondon to take your chance of inding him in the 
streets.” 
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“ But, goodjGod I ” saicf William, “ how have you found this 
out ? I have never told it even to my own sweetheart.” 

“ Because,” said Lord Hainault, laying his hand on his 
ahoulder, “ I and John Marston have exactly the same fancy. 
•TThat is why*” ^ • 

And Charles so close to them all th^time. Creeping every 
day across the park to see the coachman and his son. Every 
day getting more hopeless. All energy gong. Wit enough left 
i .0 see that he was living on the charity of the cornet. There 
were some splinters in his arm which woifld not come •away, 
I'td kept him restless. He never slept no^, He hesitated 
wnen he was spoken to. Ar%r sudden fioise made him start 
and look wild. I will not go on with the symptoms. Things 
were much worse with him than we have ever seen them before. 
He, poor lad, began to wondjt whether it would come to him 
to die in a hospital, or • 

JftiTtse cursed bridges ! Why did they build such things ? 
Who built them? The devil. To tempt ruined desperate 
men, wgh ten thousand fiends gnawing and sawing in their 
deltoid muscles, nigift and day. ^suppose he had to cross 
■“one of these by night, would he ever get to the other side ? 
Or would angels from heaven come down and hold him 
back? ^ • 

The carnet ana his mother had a conversation about him. 
Bawled the cyrnet into the ear-trumpet : 

♦My fellow Simpson is very bad, mother. He is getting 
low and nervous, an^ I don^t like th^looks of him.” 

“ I remarked it myself,” said the lady. “ We had better 
^ have Bright. It would be cheaper to pay^ivc guineas and get 
4 good opinion at once.” 

“ I expect he wants a surgeon more than a doctor,” said the 
cornet. 

“Well, that is thp dottor^s business,” said the old lady. 
“ Drop a line to Bright and see jvhat he says. It would be a 
burning sham#, my dear — enough to bring down the wrath of 
God upon ui — if we were to let him want for anything so long 
as we have money, ^nd we have •plenty of money. More 
Than we want. ,And if it annoys Ijlm to go near the horses, 
ir^e must pension him.^ But I would rather let hipi believe 
'that he was earning his wages, because it might be a weight •n 
hii mind if he did not. See to it the first thing in the morn- 
ing. Remembei Balaclava, John! Remember Balaclava 1 
If you forget Balimlava, and what troo{)er Simpson did for you 
there, you are tei^ting God to forget you.” 
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“I hope He may when I do, mother,” shouted the cornet. 

“ I remember Balaclava — ay, and Devna before!” 

There are such people as these in the world, reader. I 
know some of them. I know a great many o^ them. So 
many of them, jn fact, that this conclusion has-been fo^ced 
upon me — that the wgrld is entirely peopled by rogues and 
fools ; nay, more, that the rogues and fools form a contemptible 
minority. I may jjccome unpopular, I may be sneered at by 
men who think themselves wiser, for coming to such a conclu^ 
sion but I will not retract what I have said. The good people 
in the world outp^umber the bad, ten to one, and the ticket for 
this sort of belief is Optimist.”* 

This conversation between the cornet and his mother took 
place at half-j)ast two. At that time Charles had crept across 
the park to the mews, near Bel^rave Square, to see his friend 
the duke’s coachman and his son. May I be allowed, without 
being accused of writing a novel in the “ confidential sfj^i.;” to 
tell you, that this is the most important day in the whole story. 

At half-past two, William Ravenshoe called at Lord Hainault’s 
house in Grosvenor Square. He saw Lady Ascot. Lady Ascot 
asked him what sort of weather it was out of doors. 

William said that there was a thick fog near the river, but 
p,<-hat on the north side of the square it was pleasant. So Lady 
Ascot said she would like a walk, if it were only for ten minutes, 
if he would give her his arm ; and out they went. 

Mary and the children came out too, but they went into the 
square. Lady Ascot an^’ William walked slowljr’ up and down 
the pavement alone, for Lady Ascot likeef to see the people. 

Up and down the* north side, in front of the house. At th0 
second turn, when they were within twenty yards of the wesc 
end of the square, a tall man with an umbrella over his shoulder 
came round the corner, and leant against the lamp-post. They 
both knew him in an instant. It ^/as l/^rd Ascot. He had 
not seen them. He had turned to look at a great long-legged 
chesnut that was coming down the street, from the right, with 
a human being* on his back. The horse was despe'^ately vicious, 
but very beautiful and v.*luable. I'he groom on his back was 
neither beautiful nor valuable, and was losing his temper with 
the horse. The horse was one of fhose horses vicious by 
nature — such a horse ag Rarey (all honour to him) can terrify 
into submission for a short time ; and the grooin was a groom, i 
not one of our country lads, every one of whose virtues and 
vices have been discussed over and over agnin at the squire’s 
dinner-table, or about whom the rector had scratched his 
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mead, and had into his Study for private exhortation or en- 
Icouragement. * Not one of the minority. One of the majority, 
1 1 fear very much. Reared, like a dog, among the straw, 
^without education, without religion, without self-respect — worse 
^Sro^e than the horse he rode. When I t^inltf of all that 
was said against grooms and stable-he4pers during the Rarey 
fever, I get very angry, I confess it. f)ne man said to me, 
“ When we have had a groom or two killed, we shall have our 
diorses treated properly.” Look to your grooms, gentlemen, 
and don’t allow such a blot on the fair iiime of Englaftid as 
’<]me racing stables much longer, or thcre^nll be a heavy 
reckoning against you when Ihe books •are balanced. 

But the poor groom lost his temper with the horse, and beat 

it over the head. And Lord Ascot stayed to say, “ D it 

all, man, you will never do*any good like that,” though a 
greater fiend on horseback than Lord Ascot I never saw. 

'^Bitil^gave time for Lady Ascot to say, “Come on, my dear 
Ravenshoe, and let us s[)eak to him.” So on they went. Lord 
Ascot wjs so busy looking at the horse and groom, that they 
got close behind hin! before he saw them. Nobody being 
■Uear, I^ady Ascot, with a sparkle of her old fun, poked him in 
the back with her walking-stick. Lord Ascot turned sharply 
and angrily round, with his umbrella raised for a blow. 

When he saw who it was he burst out into a pleasant laugh. 
“Now, you ^ andma,” he said, “you keep that old stick of 
youts quiet, or you’ll get into trouble. AVhat do you mean by 
assaulting the^ead cjf the house in the public streets ? I am 
ashamed of you. You, Ravenshoe, you egged her on to do it 
I shall have to punch your head before ? have done. How 
"ate you both ? ” 

“ And where have«you been, yofi naughty boy ? ” said Lady 
Ascot. 

“ At Paris,” said that ingenuous* noblemart, “ dicing and 
brawling as usual. Nobody can ageuse me of hiding my talents 
in a napkin, grAidma. Those two things are all I am fit for, 
and I certainly do them with a will. I have fought a duel, 
too, A Yankee Doodife got it into life head that he might be 
impertinent to .^delaide ; so I too\. him out and shot him. 
^^bn’t cry, now. He is jiot dead. He’ll walk lame though, I 
fancy, for*a time. How jolly it is to q^tch you out here I •! 
dread meeting ihat insufferable prig, Hainault, for fear I should 
kick him. Give me her arm, my dear Ravenshoe.” 

“ And where is Adelaide ? ” said Lacfy Ascot. • 

“ Up at St. Johji’s Wood,” said he, “ Do steal away, and 



4oS Ravenshoe 

come and seeder. Grandma, I wa^very sorry to hear of poor 
Charles’s death — I was indeed. You know what it has done 
for me; but, by Gad, I was very sorry.” 

“ Dear Welter — dear Ascot,” said Lady Ascot, ” I am sure 
you were sopry. Oh 1 if you would repent, my own dear. If 
you would think of thedove that Christ bore you when He died 
for you. Oh, Ascot, '"Ascot ! will nothing save you from the 
terrible hereafter?” 

“I am afraid not, grandma,” said Lord Ascot. “It is^ 
getting too cold for you to stay out. Ravenshoe, my dear 
fellow ,take her in.” 

And so, after a kind good-bye, Lord Ascot walked away 
towards the south-west. 

I am afraid that John Marston was right. I am afraid he 
spoke the truth when he said tiiat Lord Ascot was a savage, 
untameable blackgviard. 


CHAPTER LIX 

LORD ascot’s crowning ACT OF FOLLY r 

Lord Ascot, with his umbrella over his shouiuer, swung on 
down the street, south-westward. The town \rds pleasant in 
the higher parts, and so he felt inclineu to prolong his walk. 
He turned to the right into Park Lane. 

He was a remarkable-looking man. So tall, so broad, with 
such a mighty chest, and such a great, red, hairless, cruel face 
above it, that people, when he paused to look about him, as he 
did at each street corner,, turned tQ look at him. He did not 
notice it ; he was used to it. And, besides, as he walked there 
were two or three words ringing yet in his evTs which made 
him look less 'keenly than usual after the handsojne horses and 
pretty faces which he mgt in his walk.** 

“ Oh, Ascot, Ascot 1 will nothing save you from the terrible 
hereafter ? ” 

if. “ Confound those old women, moie particularly when they 
take to religion. Always croaking. And grandma Ascot, Joo, , 
as plucky and good an old soul as any in Ejigland — as good a 
judge of a horse as William Day — taking t(; that sort of thing. 
Hang it 1 it was unendurable. It was b^i taste, you know, 
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■utting such ideas into*a fellow’s head. London was dull 
■nough after l^aris, without that.” 

■ So thought Lord Ascot, as he stood in front of Dudley House, 
Jnd looked southward. The winter sun was feebly shining 
^hftre he w8s, but to the south there was a sea Qf fog, out of 
which rose the Wellington statue, looking rnore exasperating 
than ever, and the two great houses at tlfe Albert Gate. 

“This London is a beastly hole,” said he. “ I have got to 
go down into that cursed fog. I wish Tattersall’s was anywhere 
else.” But he shouldered his umbrella again, and on he^went. 

Opposite St. George’s Hospital there were a number of 
nfedical students. Tw'o of th|m, regardless the order which 
should always be kept on Her Majesty’s highway, were wrest- 
ling. Lord Ascot paused for a moment to look at them. He 
heard one of the students wlu^w^ere looking on say to another, 
evidently about himself — • • 

! what i)reparations that fellow would cut uj) into.” 

“ Ah ! ” said another, “ and wouldn’t he cuss and d 

under the operation neither.” 

“ I know who that*is,” said a third. “ That’s Lord Ascot ; 
'<j;ie most infernal, headlong, gambling savage in the three 
kingdoms.” 

So Lord Ascot, in the pdour of sanctity, passed down into 
Tattersallis yard. •There w^as no one in tha rooms. He went* 
out into the yard again. 

‘«Hullo, ytJti sir ! Have you seen Mr. Sloane?” 

“ Mr. Sloarlfc was here not ten migutes ago, my lord. He 
thought your lordshif) was not coming. He is gone down to 
the Groom’s Arms.” • 

• > “ Where the deuce is that ? ” 

“ Ip Chapel Strqpt, at the cosner of the mews, my lord. 
Fust turning on the right, my lord.” 

Lord iVseot had business with our old acquaintance, Mr. 
Sloane, and went orf. When he came to the public-house 
mentioned (the#very same one in which the Servants’ Club was 
held, to whicji Charles belonged), he went intft the bar, and 
asked of a feeble-minded girl, left accidentally in charge of the 
bar — “Where was Mr. Sloane?” 

the club-roonl.” 

Lord Ascot walked uf) to the club-room, and looked in #t 
the^lass door.« And there he saw Sloane. He was standing 
up, with his handkon a man’s shoulder, who had a map before 
him. Right and left of these two niA were tw© other men, 
an old one and ai young one, and the four faces were close 


^nd she said, “ Upstairs, 
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together ; and while he watched them the man with the map 
before him looked up, and Lord Ascot saw Charles Ravenshoe, 
pale and wan, looking like death itself, but still Charles 
Ravenshoe in the body. 

He did rot open the door. He turned away, went d®wi 
into the street, and sei his face northward. 

So he was alive, arfd There were more things to follow 

that “ and ” than he had time to think of at first. He had a 
cunning brain, Lord Ascot, but he could not get at his position 
at first. The whoh^ business was too unexpected — he had not 
time to realize it. 

The afternoon 'was darkening as he turned, his steps north- 
wards, and began to walk rapidly, with scowling face and 
compressed lips. One or two of the students still lingered on 
the steps of the hospital. The one who had mentioned him 
by name before said to his fellows, “ Look at that Lord Ascot. 
What a devil he looks. He has lost some money. •• .^ad ! 
there’ll be murder done to-night. They oughtn’t to let such 
fellows go loose ! ” 

Charles Ravenshoe alive. And Lord Saltire’s will. Half a 
million of money. And Charley Ravenshoe, the best old cock 
in the three kingdoms. Of all his villanies — and, God forgive 
him, they were many — the one that weighed heaviest on his 
heart was his treatment of Charles. And now 

The people turned and looked after him as he hurried along. 
Why did his wayward feet carry him to the corner of Cu^zon 
Street? That was not^Jiis route to St. John’s Wood. The 
people stared at the great red-faced giani, who paused against 
the lamp-post irrcLolutc, biting his upper lip till the blood 
came. ' 

How would they have ^stared if they had seen what I 
see.^ 

There were two angels in the ''treet tliat wretched winter 
afternoon, who had followed Lord Ascot in his headlong course, 
and paus^ here. He could see them but dink'y, or only guess 
at their existence, but I can see them plainly enqugh. 

One was a white angel, beautiful to look at, who stood a 
little way olf, beckoning^^to him, and pointing towards Lord 
Saltire’s .house ; and the other was black, witn its face hid irt a 
hood, who was close beside him, and kept saying ki his ear, 
“ Half a million ! half a million I ” ^ , 

^ Perhaps a reference to “ The Wild Huntsman V-hvill stop all critici-sm 
at this point. A farther reference to ” Faust ” will .Mso show that I am in 
good company. 
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A strange apparition in*Curzon Street, at four o’clock on a 
January afternoon I Gibbon lays great stress on no contem- 
porary historian having noticed the darkness at the Crucifixion. 
If you search the files of the papers at this period, you will 
Jn^ no notice of any remarkable atmospheri^ phenomena in 
Purzon Street that afternoon. But 4wo angels were there 
nevertheless, and Lord Ascot had a difn suspicion of it. 

A dim suspicion of it ! How could it l^e otherwise, when 
he heard a voice in one ear repeating Lady Ascot’s last words, 
” What can save you from the terrible her<iafter ? ” and fn the 
.-^tber the stealthy whisper of the fiend, “ Half a million ! half a 
million ! ” ^ 

Hc^ paused only for a moment, and then headed northward 
again. The black angel was at his ear, but the white 
one was close to him — so cfcse, that when his own door 
opened, the three passed iit together. Adelaide, standing 
undjgrrt-^ie chandelier in the hall, saw nothing of the two 
spirits j only her husband, scowling fiercely. 

She was going upstairs to dress, but she paused. As soon 
as Lord*Ascot’s “ coi#fidential scountirel,” before mentioned, 
b 4 .d left the hall, she came up to him, and in a whisper, for she 
knew the man was listening, said — 

“ What is the matter, Wiiltcr ? ” 

He lool^d as if i#e would have pushed he» out of the way. 
But he did not. He said — 

“J have setjfi Charles Ravenshoc.” 

‘‘When?” • 

“ To-night.” 

“ Good God ! ^J'hen it is almost a matl®r of time with us,” 
•Liid Adelaide. “ I had a dim suspicion of this, Ascot. It is 
horrible. We are ruined.” 

“ Not yet,” said Lord Ascot. 

“ There is time — time. ^Ic is obstinate and mad. Lord 

Saltire might die 

“Well?” 

“ Either ofJ:hem,” she hissed out. “ Is there "no — 

“No what?” • • 

“ There is half a million of money ” said Adelaide. 
/“Well?” ’ 

“ All softs of things hJ^pen to people^” 

I^ord Ascot Ipoked at her for an instant, and snarled out a 
curse at her. \ 

John Marston \ was perfectly right. He was a savage, 
untameable black^ard. He went upstairs into his bed-room. 
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The two angSs were with him. They are with all of us at 
such times as these. There is no plagiarism here. The 
fact is too old for that. 

Up and down, up and down. The bed-room was not long. 
enough ; soi. he opened the door of the dressing-room ; 'and 
that was not long enoi^gh ; and so he opened the door of what 
had been the nursery' in a happier household than his ; and 
walked up and down through them all. And Adelaide sat 
below, before a single candle, with pale face and clenched lips^ 
listening to his footfall on the floor above. 

She knew as, well as if an angel had told her what was 
passing in his m\nd«'as he wayced up and down. She had 
foreseen this crisis plainly — you may laugh at me, but she had. 
She had seen that if, by any wild conjunction of circumstances, 
Charles Ravenshoe were alive, and if he were to come across 
him before Lord Saltire’s deatlif events would arrange them- 
selves exactly as they were doing on this terrible -.Ji^tnjng. 
There was something awfully strange in the realization of her 
morbid suspicions. 

Yes, she had seen thus far, and had -laughed at hksclf for 
entertaining such mad fancies. But she had seen no furthej. 
What the upshot would be was hidden from her like a dark 
^ veil. Black and impenetrable as Jthe fog which was hanging 
* over Waterloo Bridge at that moment, whidh made ♦^he squalid 
figure of a young, desperate girl show like a pale, fluttering 
ghost, leading a man whom we know well, a man-wbo follc^wed 
her, on the road to — what ? 

The rest, though, seemed to be, in scAne sort, in her own 
hands. Wealth, p‘isition in the world, the power of driving 
her chariot over the necks of those who had scorned her — th-e 
only things for which her worthless heoft cared — were all at 
stake. “ He will murder me,” she said, “ but he shall hear me^ 

Still, up and down, over -head, his heavy footfall went to and fro. 

Seldom, in any man’s life, comes such a trial as his this 
night. A good man might have been hani tried in such 
circumstances.’ What hope can we have of^ a desperate 
blackguard like Lord Ascot? He knew Lord Saltire hated 
him ; he knew that Lord Saltire had only left his property 
to him because he thought Charles Ravensho'e was dead ; a^jd 
3 iet he hesitated whether or no he shohld tell Lord Saltire that 
he had seen Charles arid ruin himself utterly. ^ ^ 

Was he such an utter rascal as John Warston made him 
out ? Would such a rascal have hesitated 1 )ng ? What could 
make a man without a character, without principle, without a 
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t :are about ttyg world’s opinion, hesitate at such a time as 
his? I cannot tell you. 

He was not used to think about things logically or calmly ; 
i^c^so, as li^ paced up and down, it was some time before he 
pctually arranged his thoughts. Then he cainc ^to this con- 
^clusion, and pul it fairly before him*^that, if he let Lord 
Saltire know that Charles Ravcnshoe was alive, he was 
'ruined ; and that, if he did not, he was 9m villain. 

• Let us give the poor profligate wretch credit for getting 
even so far as this. There was no attemi^t to gloss ov&r the 
u tts and deceive himself. He put the who^^ matter honestly 
beforp him. 

He would be a fool if he told T.ord Saltire. He would 
be worse than a fool, a madman — there was no doubt about 
that. It was not to be thought about. 

But ^harles Ravenshoe ! • 

I^ow pale the dear old lad looked. What a kind, gentle 
old face it was. How well he could remember the first time 
he ever^aw him. At Twyford, yes; and, that very same 
visit, how he ran acro^^s the billiard-room, and asked him who 
1[^ord Saltire was. Yes. What jolly times there were down in 
Devonshire, too. Those Claycomb hounds wanted pace, but 
they were full fa?^ enough for the country. And what a 
pottering old rascal Charley was amon^ the stone walls. 
Rode throng!^ Yes. And how he’d mow over a woodcock. 
Firff slap thre^gh a holly bush. Ha! 

And suppose the^j proved this ji^evious marriage. Why, 
then he would be back at Ravenshoe, and all things would be 
as they were. But suppose they couldn’t-^ — 

Lord Aseftt did not know that eighty thousand pounds were 
secured to Charles. • * 

By Gad 1 it was horrible to think of. That it should be 
thrown on him, of aU mefi, to starfd betwecti old Charley 

and his due. If it were any other man but him 

Reader, if you do not know that a man ^will act from 
“ sentiment ”^ong, lone years after he has thrown “principle” 
to the winds, you had better pack up four portmanteau, and go 
and live five years or more amon^ Australian convicts and 
American rowdies, as a fj;iend of mine did. The onedong out- 
lives the other. The incarnate devils v^io beat out poor Prices 
brains with their shovels, when they had the gallows before 
them, consistentlV pferjured themselv^ps in favour of the 
youngest of the sfcven, the young fiend who had hounded 
them on. * 
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Why there never was such a goSd fellow as that Charley. 
That Easter vacation — hey 1 Among the bargees, hang it, 

what a game it was I won’t follow out his recollections 

here any further. Skittle-playing and fighting are all very 
well ; but oiie may have too much of them. ' 

“ I might still do thte,” thought Lord Ascot : “ I might '' 

At this moment he was opposite the dressing-room door. 
It was opened, and Adelaide stood before him. 

Beautiful and terrible, with a look which her husband had) 
as ye’f, only seen slVadowed dimly — a look which he felt might 
come there someday, but which he had never seen yet. T/ie 
light of her solitary' candle sPtone ilpon her pale face, her 
gleaming eyes and her clenched lip; and he saw what was 
written there, and for one moment quailed. 

(“ If j/ou were to say to rife,” said Lord Hainault once, 
“ that Cnarles wonld be unwise to let Ascot’s wife rnake his 
gruel for him, I should agree with you.”) 

Only for one moment I Then he turned on her and cursed 
her. 

‘‘What, in the name 'of Hell, do ybu want here at //«> 
moment ? ” ^ 

“ You may murder me if you like, Ascot ; but, before you 
have time to do that, you shall hear* what T have got to say. 
I have been listening to your footsteps for "a weary ‘ hour, and 
I heard irresolution in every one of them. Ascot _„don’t be a 
madman ! ” 

“ I shall be soon, you come at such a time as this, 
and look like that. If my face were to take the same 
expression as youi^:S has now, Lady Ascot, these would be 
dangerous quarters for you.” 

“I know that,” said she. “I knew alhthat before I came 

up here to-night. Ascot. Ascot, half a million of money ” 

“Why, all the devils iri the pit Iftive been singing that tune 
for an hour past. Have you only endangered your life to add 
your little pipe to theirs ? ” 

“ I have. Won’t you hear me ? ” 

“ No. Go away.” * 

“ Are you going to do v> 

“ Mos^ likely not. You had better^© away.” 

® “ You might give b™ a hundrea thousand pounds, you 
know, Ascot. Four thousand a year. The poor dear feflow 
would worship you for your generosity.* Ke is a very good 
fellow, Ascot.” ' If 

“ You bad better go away,” said he quiet^. 
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“ Not without a promis?, Ascot. Think ” 

“ Now go away. This is the last warning I give you. 
'Madwoman ! ” 
yy‘But, As^t ” 

.y c^Take care ; it will be too late for both of us in another 
moment.” * ^ 

She caught his eye for the first time, and fled for her life. 
She ran down into the drawing-room, and tlvew herself into a 
chair. “ God preserve me ! ” she said ; “ I have gone too far 
with him. Oh, this lonely house ! ” * ^ 

i^Every drop of blood in her body seemed t(;y]y to her heart. 
Ther^ were footsteps oiU^ide t^ door. 6h, God ! have mercy 
on her ; he was following her. 

Where are the two angels now, I wonder ? 

He opened the door, and^came towards her slowly. If 
mortal ^ony can atone for sin, she atoned for all her sins in 
thal^limble half-minute. She did not cry out ; she dared not ; 
she writhed down among the gaudy cushions, with her face 
buried i% her hands, and waited —for what ? 

She heard a voice sffeaking to her.* It was not his voice, 
bftt the kind voice of old I^ord Ascot, his dead father. It said — 
“ Adelaide, my poor girl, you must not get frightened when 
I get in a passion. ^ My pcsor child, you have borne enough 
for me ; !• would not hurt a hair of your head.” 

He kissecyj^ cheek, and Adelaide burst into a passion of 
sobsr After a few moments those sobs had ceased, and Lord 
Ascot left her.^ He <Jid not know that she had fainted away. 
She never told him that. 

< Where were the angels now? Angels ?~there was but one 
of' them left.* Which one was that, think you? 

Hurrah! the good»angcl. The •black fiend with the hood 
had sneaked away to his torment. And, as Lord Ascot 
closed the door behiryd hiifi, and sited away down the foggy 
street the good one vanished too^ for the work was done. 
Ten thousand ifends would not turn him from his pur|x^ 
now. 

“ Simpson,” s^d Lord Saltire, he got into bed that 
evening, “it won't last ^uch longer.” ^ 

^“What will not last, my lord?” sai{} Simpson. * 

• “Why, me,”« said Lord Saltire, disregarding grammar. 
If* Don't set up a giltengrocer’s shop, Simpson, nor a butter and 
^ shop, in Berkley Street, if you can help it, Simpson. If 
3 ^ must keen a l^sinflr-house. I should say Jermyn. Street; 
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but don’t let me influence you. I am not sure that I wouldn’t 
sooner see you in Brook Street, or Conduit Street. But don’t try 
Pall Mall, that’s a good fellow ; or you’ll be getting fast men, 
who will demoralize your establishment. A steady connexion 
among goveinm.ent clerks and that sort of person will pay DesJt 
in the long run.” 

“My dear lord — my good, old friend, why should you talk 
like this to-night ? ” 

“Because I am very ill, Simpson, and it will all come 
once; and it may come any time. When they open Lord 
Barkham’s room ^at Cottingdean, I should like you and ^fr. 
Marston to go in first, for I*,may "ijave left something or 
another about.” 

An hour or two after, his bell rang, and Simpson, who was 
in the dressing-room, came hurriedly in. He was sitting up in 
bed, looking just the same as usual. 

“ My dear fellow,” he said, “ go down and find out wnrs^jng 
and knocked at the door like that. Did you hear it ? ” 

“ I did not notice it, my lord.” 

“Butchers, and bakers, and that sort* of people, don’t knock 
and ring like that. The man at the door now brings news, 
Simpson. There is no mistake about the ring of a man 
who comes with important intelligence. ,Go down and see.” 

He was not long gone. When he came back- again, he 
said: 

“It is Lord Ascot, my lord. He insists on seeing^ you 
immediately.” r 

“Up with him, Simpson — up with him, my good fellow. 
I told you so. Tnis gets interesting.” 

Lord Ascot was already in the doorway. Lord Saltiri^’s 
brain was as acute as evcx ; and, as Lcird Ascot approached 
him, he peered eagerly and curiously at him, in the same way 
as one scrutinizes the .seal of an Uhopeqed letter, and wonders 
what its contents may be. J.,ord Ascot sat down by the bed, 
and whispered to the old man ; and, when Simpson saw his 
great coarse, red, hairless, ruffianly face actually .touching that 
of Lord Saltire, so delicate, so refined,'so keen, Simpson began 
to have a dim suspicion that he was looking on rather a 
remarkable sight. And so he was.. 

“Lord Saltire,” sajd Lord Ascot, “I have seen Charles 
Ravenshoe to-night.” 

“You are quite sure^?” f 

“ I am quite sure.’’ . , . 

“Hal Ring the bell, Simpson,” Before any one had 
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^ken again, a footman in the room. “ Bring the ,major- 
fomo here instantly,” said Lord Saltire. 

“ You know what you have done, Ascot,” said Lord Saltire. 

^ You see what you have done. I am going to send for my 
c lifcitor, anq alter my will.” * 

, “Of course you are,” said Lord Ascot. “Do you dream I 
did not know that before I came here ? ”* 

“ And yet you came ? ” 

“ Yes ; with all the devils out of hell dragging me back.” 

“As a matter of curiosity, why?” said L«rd Saltire. 

. ,*‘Oh, I couldn’t do it, you know. IVe d^ne a good many 
dirty Jthings ; but I couldn’t dc4 that, parftcularly to that man. 
There are some things a fellow can’t do, you know.” 

“ Where did you see him ? ” 

“ At the Groom’s Arms, Be'ftrave Mews ; he was there not 
three hours ago. Find a man called Sloftne, a horsedealer ; 
he s lii^tell you all about him ; for he was sitting with his 
hand on his shoulder. His address is twenty-seven. New 
Road.” ^ 

At this time the nlhjor-domo appeared. “Take a cab at 
'•^ice and fetch me — you understand when I say fetch — Mr. 
Brogden, my solicitor. Mr. Compton lives out of town, but 
he lives over the office in Lincoln’s Inn. If you can get hold 
of the senior partnA, he will do as well. Pot either of them 
in a cab and pack them off here. Then go to Scotland Yard ; 
giveb my com'^ments to Inspector Field ; tell him a horrible 
murder has been committed, accompanied by arson, forgery, 
and regrating, with a strong suspicion of sorning, and that 
he must come at once.” • 

The venemble gentleman disappeared, and then Lord Saltire 
said, • « 

“ Do you repent, Ascot ? ” 

“ No,” said he. “ D » it all, yOu know, I* could not do 

it when ! came to think of it. Th,e money would never have 
stayed with me,**! take it. Good-night.” 

“ Good-night,” said Lord Saltire ; “ come the first thing in 
the morning.” • • 

And so they parted. Simpson ^id, “Are you going to 
►^/<er your will to-night, my lord ? Won’t it be a iittle too 
^uch for •you?” * ^ 

^ ‘Ut would be if I was going to do so, Simpson ; but I am 
■not going to touefc a dine of it. I am not sure that half a 
Imillion of money was ever, in the history of the «world, given 
j^p with better grace or with less reason. He is a noble fellow ; 
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I never guessed it ; he shall have it— by Jove, he shall have it 1 
I am going to sleep. Apologise to Brogden,' and give the 
information to Field; tell him I expect Charles Ravenshoe 
here to-morrow morning. Good-night.’* ^ ^ 

Simpson came in to open the shutters next morning ; 'biiJ 
those shutters were npS opened for ten days, for Lord Saltire 
was dead. 

Dead. The delicate waxen right hand, covered with rings, 
was lying outside on the snow-white sheet, which wa.^ 
unwiihkled by any death agony; and on the pillow was a 
face, beautiful always, but now more beautiful, more calip, 
more majestic than ^ver. If bis firk love, dead so many 
years, had met him in the streets but yesterday, she would 
not have known him; but if she could have looked one 
moment on the face which la^^ on that pillow, she would 
have seen once more the gallant young nobleman who came 
a- wooing under the lime-trees sixty years agone. 

The inspector was rapid and dexterous in his work. He 
was on Charles Ravenshoe’s trail like a bloodhound, eager 
to redeem the credit which his coaOjutor, Yard, had lost 
over the same case. But his instructions came to him threie 
hours too late. 


CHAPTER LX., 

''the bridge at last 

The group which Lord Ascot had seen through the glass doors 
consisted of Charles, the coachman’s son, the coachman, and 
Mr. Sloane. Charles and the cozjchm^’s son had got hold 
of a plan of the battle of Balaclava, from the Itlusiraied 
London News^ and were explaining the whol^ thing to the 
two older men, to their great delight. The fo»ir got enthu- 
siastic and prolonged the talk for soTne time ; and, when it 
began to flag, Sloane said he must go hopie, and so they 
came down into the bar. 

^ Here a discussion a^ose about the feeding of cavdlry horses, 
in which all four were perfectly competent to take part. The - 
two young men were opposed in argument to/the two elder ones, 
and they we/e having a right pleasant chatte: about the corn or 
hay question in the bar, when the swing dooA were pushed open, 
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girl entered and loSked round with that bold, iijsolent 
HP^ression one* only sees among a certain class. 

tawdry, draggled-looking girl, finely enough dressed, but 
mth everything awry and dirty. Her face was still almost 
K atitiful ; but the cheekbones were terribly, prominent, and 
fee hectic patch of red on her cheeks, and the parched> cracked ' 
pips, told of pneumonia developing into consumption. 

I Such a figure had probably never appeared in that decent, 
Ipistocratic public-house, called the Groom’s Arms, since it 
pnad got its licence. The four men ceased*their argument and 
j^’T^yned to look at her ; and the coachman, a^family man with 
jdaugjiters, said “ Poor rfiing ! ’4 ' 

■ With a brazen, defiant look she advanced to the bar. The 
barmaid, a very beautiful, quiet-looking, I.,ondon-bred girl, 
advanced towards her, frightened at such a wild tawdry appari- 
tion, and asked her mechani?ally what ske would please to 

tak^iT. 

“ I don’t want nothing to drink, miss,” said the girl ; “ least 
ways, got no money ; but I want to ask a question. I say, 
miss, you couldn’t giv€ a poor girl dne of them sandwiches, 
^Jbuld you ? You would never miss it, you know.” 

The barmaid’s father, the jolly landlord, eighteen stone of 
good humour, was behind his daughter now. “ Give her a 
porkpie, June, and^ glass of ale, my girl.” • 

“ God Almighty bless you, sir, and keep her from the dark 
places where the devil lies a-waiting. I didn’t come here to 
beg — it was oRly when I see them sandwiches that it came over 
me — I come here to ask a question. I know it ain’t no use. 
But you can’t see him — can’t see him— %an’t see him,” she 
Continued, sobbing wildly, “ rattling his poor soul away, and 
not do as he asked )#)u. I didn’t# come to get out for a walk. 

I sat there patient three days, and would have sat there till the 
end, but he would have me come. • And so I came ; and I 
must get back — get back.” , 

The landlord^ daughter brought her some food, and as her 
eyes gleamed#with wolfish hunger, she stopped* speaking. It 
was a strange group. She in the centre, tearing at her food in 
^a way terrible to ^ee. Behind, the (^Im face of the landlord, 
fcji(^king on her with pity and wonder ; and his pretty daughter, 
?iyith her ifVm round his ^aist, and her l^d on his bosom, witi 
»teai6 in her eyes. Our four friends stood to the right, silent 
and curious— a ikmarkable group enough; for neither the 
duke’s coachman, iior Mr. Sloane, who formed thetbackground, 
were exactly ordinary-looking men ; and in front of them were 
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Charles and the coachman’s son, WKo had put his hand on 
Charleses right shoulder, and was peering over his left at the 
poor girl, so that the two faces were close together — the one 
handsome and pale, with the mouth hidden by a moustachej 
the other, Gharl^s, wan and wild, with the lips parted in eagef 
curiosity, and the chip*xhrust slightly forward. 

In a few minutes the girl looked round on them. “ I said 
I’d come here to agk a question ; and I must ask it and get 
back. There was a gentleman’s groom used to use this housep 
and I’want him. Llis name was Charles Horton. If you, sir, 
or if any of these^ gentlemen, know v^Jiere I can find him, ^in 
God Almighty’s name tell me th^s miserable night.” 

Charles was pale before, but he grew more deadly pale now ; 
his heart told him something was coming. His comrade, the 
coachman’s son, held his hand tighter still on his shoulder 
and looked in his 'face. Sloane and the coachman made an 

exclamation. ** 

Charles said quietly, “ My poor girl, I am the man you are 
looking for. What, in God’s name, do you want w\>;h me ? ” 
and, while he waited for her to answer, iie felt all the blood in 
his body going towards his heart. 

“ Little enough,” she said. “ Do you mind a little shoe- 
. black boy as used to stand by St. Peter’s Church ? ” 

“Do I?” said Charles, coming towards 'her. “Yes, I do. 
My poor little lad. You don’t mean to say that you know 
anything about him ? ” 

“lam his sister, sir ; ^ind he is dying ; and he' says he won’t 
die not till you come. And I come off to see if I could find 
you. Will you confe with me and see him ? ” 

“Will I come?” said Charles. “Let us go a« once, ^fy 
little monkey. Dying, too b” -y 

“ Poor little man,” said the coachman. “A many times I’ve 
heard you speak of him. Let’s all ^o.” ^ 

Mr. Sloane and his son seponded this motion. 

“ You mustn’t come,” said the girl. “ There’s a awful row 
in the court to^-night ; that’s the truth. He’s safe enough with 
me; but if you come, they’ll think ameb’s being raised. Now, 
don’t talk of coming.” ^ ^ , 

“ Youahad better let me go alone,” said Charles. “ I feel 
Sfure that it would not ^e right for more of us to follow this poor 
girl than she chooses. I am ready.” ♦ 

And so he followed the girl out into the /darkness ; and, as 
soon as they^were outsfde, she turned and slid to him, 

“ You’d best follow me from a distance. ^ I’ll tell you why : 



'fbe Bridge at Last 421 

I expect the pplice wants me, and you might get into double 
from being with me. Remember, if I am took, it's Marquis 
l^ourt. Little Marjoram Street, and it's the end house, exactly 
^pQpsite yoij as you go in. If you stands at the archway, and 
^ pngs out for Miss Ophelia Flanigan, she’ll come fo you. But 
if the row ain’t over, you wait till they’ll ^uict. Whatever you 
do, don't venture in by yourself, however quiet it may look : 
sing out for her.” 

• And so she fluttered away through the fog, and he followed, 
walking fast to keep her in sight. • 

ilt was a dreadful nig^ The fog had Jiftqj’, and a moaning 
wind,had arisen, with i^n froA the south-west. A wild, drip- 
ping, melancholy night, without rain enough to make one think 
of physical discomfort, and without wind enough to excite one. 

The shoeblacks and the crgssing-sweepers were shouldering 
their brpoms and their boxes, and were pfbdding homewards. 
Thd costermongers were letting their barrows stand in front of 
the public-houses, while they went in to get something to drink, 
and wen* discussing the price of vegetables there, and being 
. fetched out by dripping policemen for obstructing Her Majesty’s 
idghway. The beggars were gathering their rags together, and 
posting homewards; let us charitably suppose, to their bit of fish, 
with guinea-fowl aq^ sea-lAle afterwards, or possibly, for it was i 
not late iif February, to their boiled pheasant and celery sauce. 
Every one bound for shelter but the policemen. And 
Chiles — poog silly, obstinate Charles, with an earl’s fortune 
waiting for him, dres^d as a groom, pftle, wan, and desperate — 
was following a ruined girl, more desp^ate even than he, 

. tqwards the bridge. 

Yes ; this*is the darkest part of my whole story. Since his 
misfortunes he had ^et his mind •dwell a little too much on 
these bridges. There are very few men without a cobweb of 
some sort in their heads, m8reorless*innocent.* Charles had a 
cobweb in his Ijpad now. The best of men might have a cob- 
web in his head after such a terrible breakdown yi his affairs as 
he had sufferad ; more specially if he had three or four splinters 
of bone in his deltoid muscle, which hid prevented his sleeping 

three nights. *But I would sooner that any friend of mine 
MJiould at^uch times tak^ to any form of folly (such* even as 
Having fifty French clocks in the room, and discharging tlft 
^butter if they dM not all strike at onc^ as one good officer and 
brave fellow did) rathe*!: than get to thiqjcing about bridges after 
dark, with the foulmter lapping and swirling abdut the piers. 

I have hinted to yo»i about this crochet of poor Charles for a 
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long tkne ; I was forced to do so. I think the less we say 
about *it the better. I call you to witness that I have not said 
more about it than was necessary. 

At the end of Arabella Row, the girl stopped^ and looked 
back for hirfi. The mews* clock was overhead, a broad *’orl? 
of light in the dark sj^y. Ten minutes past ten. I^ord Ascot 
was sitting beside Lord Saltire’s bed, and Lord Saltire had 
rung the bell to send for Inspector Field. 

She went on, and he followed her along the Mall. Sh© 
walke’d fast, and he had hard work to keep her in sight. He 
saw her plainly .<^^noj^gh whenever she passed a lamp. Her 
shadow was suddenly thrown atihis fett, and then swept in a 
circle to the right, till it overtook her, and then “passed her, and 
grew dim till she came to another lamp, and then came back to 
his feet, and passed on to her again, beckoning him on to follow 
her, and leading her — whither ? 

How many lamps were there? One, two, three, fouT, and 
then a man lying asleep on a bench in the rain, who said, with 
a wild, wan face, when the policeman roused him and .told him 
to go home, “ My home is in the Thames, friend ; but I shall 
not go there to-night, or perhaps to-morrow.” 

“ His home was in the Thames.” The Thames, the dear 
old happy river. The wonder and delight of his boyhood. 
That was the river that slept in crystal green depths,* under the 
tumbled boulders fallen from the chalk cliff, \djsre the ivy, the 
oak, and the holly grew ; and then went spouting, and racing, 
and roaring through the ,veirs at Casterton, where he and Welter 
used to bathe, and where he lay and watched kind Lord Ascot 
spinning patiently through one summer afternoon, till he killed 
the eight-pound trout at sun-down. 

That was the dear old Thames. But V.iat was fifty miles up 
the river, and ages ago. Now, and here, the river had got foul, 
and lapped about hungrily among piles, and barges, and the 
buttresses of bridges. And lower down it ran among mud 
banks. And^here was a picture of one of them by dear old 
H. K. Browne, and you didn't see at first what «it was that lay 
among the sedges, because the face was reversed, and the limbs 
were * 

They passed in the same order through Spring Gardens into 
ihe Strand. And the^i Charles founa it more troublesome than 
ever to follow the poor girl in her rapid walk. • There were so 
many like her there : )^ut she walked fasteri^than any of them. 
Before he c^me to the street which leads to Waterloo Bridge, 
he thought he had lost her ; but when he turned the corner, 
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^ rjs the dank wind snAte upon his face, he came upon her, 

p'cing for him. 

r And so they went on across the bridge. They walked 
kteether n<^. Was she frightened, too? 
p w hen they reached the other end of the bydga^ she went on 
lagain to show the way. A long wajp on past the Waterloo# 
|Station, she turned to the left. They j?assed out of a broad, 
Flow, noisy street, into other streets, some qiyet, some turbulent, 
|some blazing with the gas of miserable shops, some dark and 
fstealthy, with only one or two figures in* them, which* disap- 
peared round corners, <^got into dark archways as they passed. 
Charles saw that they j^re gqfting into • Qifeer Street.” 
f rfow that poor gau^ figure fluttered on ! How it paused at 
each turning to look back for him, and then fluttered on once 
more ! What innumerable tunings there were ! How should 
! he evej find his way back — iftck to the bridge ? 

**i’iast she turned into a street of greengrocers and marine 
store-keepers, in which the people were all at their house 
doors looking out : all looking in one direction, and talking so 
earnestly to one anotlter, that even hiS top-boots escaped notice : 

' ';ivhich struck him as being remarkable, as nearly all the way 
from Waterloo Bridge a majority of the populace had criticised 
them, either ironically or •openly, in an unfavourable manner^ 
He thought they were looking at a fire, and turned his head in 
the same direction ; he only saw the poor girl, standing at the 
meuth of a harrow entry, watching for him. 

He came up to her. A little way^own a dark alley was an 
archway, and beyon& there were lights and a noise of a great 
/many people shouting, and talking, and Screaming. The girl 
stole on, followed by Charles a few steps, and then drew 
suddenly back. The whole of tl^ alley and the dark archway 
beyond was lined with policemen. A brisk-looking, middle- 
sized man, with intensely*black scanty whiskers, stepped out 
and stood before them. Charley saw at once that it was the 
inspector of police. 

• “ Now th«n, young woman,” he said sharpl/, “ what are you 
bringing that young nfen here for, eh ? ” 

a She was obli^d to come forwar^. She began wringing her 
^nds. . • 

' “ Mr.*Inspector,” sne said, “sir, I wish I may be struck 

dead, sir, if I .don’t tell the truth. Irs my poor little brother, 
sir. He’s a dylig 4n number eight, sir, and he sent for this 
young man for to see him, sir. Oh f don’t stop us, sir. S’elp 
me ” 
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said the inspector*, the devij is the use of 

XaWvn^this nonsense to me? As for you, , young man, you 
match hack home double quick. You’ve no business here. 
It’s seldom we see a gentleman’s servant in such ^company iii/ 
this part of the town.” 

“ Pooh I pooh ! my good sir,” said Charles : “ stuff and non- 
sense. Don’t assume that tone with me, if you will have the 
goodness. What the young woman says is perfectly correct. 
If you can assist me to get to that house at the farther end of:^ 
the cdUrt, where thu poor boy lies dying, I shall be obliged to 
you. If you can’t, don’t express an »opinion without being in 
possession of circumsCances. Y^u may^ detain the girl, but I 
am going on. You don’t know who you are talking to.” 

How the old Oxford insolence flashed out even at the last. 

The inspector drew back aqd bowed. “I must do my 
duty, sir. Dickson (” 

Dickson, in whose beat the court was, as he knew by'iiitiny 
a sore bone in his body, came forward. He said, “ Well, sir, I 
won’t deny that the young woman is Bess, and perhaps ^he may 
be on the cross, and I don’t go to say that what with flimpin& 
and with cly-faking, and such like, she mayn’t be wanted soni« 
day like her brother the Nipper was ; but she is a good young 
woman, and a honest young woman-in her^way, and what she 
says this night about her brother is gospel truth.” 

“ Flimping ” is a style of theft which I have ^;/?r practised, 
and, consequently, of which I know nothing. “ Cly-faking ^ is 
stealing pocket-handkerckiefs. I never nractisea this either, 
never having had sufficient courage or dexterity. But, at all 
events, Police-constetble Dickson’s notion of “ an honest young 
woman in her way ” seems to me to be confused and unsatis- 
factory in the last degree. 

The inspector said to Charles, “ Sir, if gentlemen disguise 
themselves the5nnust expect the potice tq be somewhat at fault 
till they open their mouths. Allow me to say, sir, that in 
putting on your servant’s clothes you have done the most foolish 
thing you possibly could. You are on an errand of mercy, it 
appears, and I will do whut I can for you. There’s a doctor 
and a Scripture reader somewhere in the court now, so our 
people say. T/iey can’t get out. I doij’t think you h^ve much 
chance of getting in.” > 

“ By Jove ! ” said Charles, ** do you know that you arc a 
deuced good fellow? I am sorry that I was lude to you, but I 
am. in trouble and irritated. I hope you’ll forgive me.” 

“ Not another word, sir,” said the inspecfor. “ Come and 
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P ^ere, sir. You ma^ never see such a siglit again. Our 
ie go in. This, sir, is, I believe, about th6 worst 

I in London.” 

I thought,” said Charles, quite forgetting his top-boots, and 
spraking, ^^dehautenbas” as in old times-j-** I. thought that 
your Rosemary Lane carried off the ^alm as being a lively* 
Neighbourhood.” • 

' “Lord bless you,” said the inspector, “nothing to this — 
look here.” 


They advanced to the end of the arch^ and looked m. 


r Let me go ; I am certain I can get across.” 

“Don’t be a lunatic, sir, said the inspector, holding him 


tight ; “ wait till I give you v%rd, unless you want six months in 
Gu.y ’5 jftospital.” 


Charles soon saw the inspector was right. There were three 


houses jn each side of the court. The centre one on the right 
was a very large one,«vhich was appf cached on each side by a 
Cjight of three steps, guarded by iron railings, which, in meeting, 
formed a kind of platform or rostrum. This was Mr. Malone’s 
house, whose wife chosCf for family reasons, to call herself 
Miss Ophelia Flaiftgan. • 

The court was silent and hushed, when, from the door exactly 
opfiosite to th!?one, there appeared a tall and rather handsome 
young man, ^ith a great frieze coat qpder one arm, and a fire- 
shovel over his shoinder. 


This was Mr. Dennis Moriarty, junior. •He advanced to the 
^i'ch so clo»e to Charles and the inspector that they could have 
touched him, and t^en walked dqwn the centre of the court, 
dragging the coat behind him, lifting his heels defiantly high at 
every step, and dexterouslj^beating a “chune on the bare head 
“f um wid the fire-sh6vel. Hurrqo ! ” 

He had adfhnced half-way down the court without a soul 
appearing, ^hen suddenly the enemy pourecf out on him in 
two columns from behihd two doorways, and he was borne back, 
Jighting like a hero with his fire-shovel, into one of the doors on 
^is own side of fiie court. . 

^ The fWo columns df the enemy, headed% by Mr. Phelim 
O’i^eill, uniting, poured into the aoorway after him, and 
from the interiol ofi the house arose a hubbub, exactly as 
though people were fighting on the* stairs. , 

At this point there happened one of those mistakes which so 
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often occur in warfare, which are disastrous at the time and 
inexplicable afterwards. Can any one explain wh^^ Lord Lucan 
gave that order at Balaclava ? No. Can any one explain to me 
why, on this occasion, Mr. Phelim O’Neill headed the attack on* 
the staircase in person, leaving his rear struggling A confustorf 
f in the court, by reason #f their hearing the fun going on inside,* 
and not being able to ^et at it ? I think not. Such was the 
case, however, andj^in the midst of it, Mr. Malone, howling like 
a demon, and horrioly drunk, followed by thirty or forty worse ^ 
than himself, dashed out of a doorway close by, and before they 
had time to form line of battle, fell ^on them hammer ai^d 
tongs. • • ^ \ 

1 need not say that after this surpriseVi the rear, Mr. Pltelim 
O’NeiU’s party had very much the worst of it. In about ten 
minutes, however, the two partidfe were standing opposite one 
another once more, inactive fron^sheer fatigue. 

At this moment Miss Ophelia Flanigan appeared f%m J;he 
door of No. 8 — the very house that poor Charles was so anxious 
to get to — and slowly and majestically advanced towards the 
rostrum in front of her t)wn door, and# ascending tne steps, 
folded her arms and looked about her. i 

She was an uncommonly powerful, rcd-faccd Irishwoman; 
,her arms were bare, and she had them akimbo, and was 
‘ scratching her elbows. ® • 

Every school boy knows that the lion has a claw at the end 
of his tail with which he lashes himself into fiify.* When 4he 
experienced hunter sees him doing that, he, so to ^eak, “hooks 
it.” When Miss Flanigan’s enemies sa>^ her scratching her 
elbows, they generally did the same. She was scratching her 
elbows now. There was a dead silence. • ^ 

One woman in that courts and one onljj, ever offered battle 
to the terrible Miss Ophelia: that was young Mrs. Phaylim 
O’Nale. On the present occasion ^Jie began slowly walking up 
and down in front of the expectant hosts. “ While Miss Flanigan 
looked on in contemptuous* pity, scratching hfer elbows, Mrs. 
O’Neill opened- her fire. ^ • 

“Pussey, pusseyl” sho began, “kittj, kitty, kitty! Miaow, 
miaow ! ” (Mr. Malone had accumulated property in the cat^s 
meat business.) “ Morraow, ye little tabby d^vle, don’t come 
ar^ighst her, my.ICitleen Avoumeen, of yill be convsfrted intd 
sassidge mate, and sowld to keep a drunken one-eyed pld 
rapparee, from the county Cark, as had two months for bowling 
his barrer sl\arp round the comer of Park Lane over a ould 
1 gineral officer, in a white hat and a green silk umbereller ; and 
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as married a red-haired #>man from the county Waterford, as 
calls herself l5y her maiden name, and never feels up to lighting 
but when the licker’s in her, which it most in general is, pussey; 
j|nd let me see the one of Malone's lot or Moriarty’s lot ather, 
fof that m^ter, as will deny it. Miaow ! ” , • 

Miss Ophelia Flanigan blew her nos« contemptuously. Some* 
of the low characters in the court had jJScked her pocket. 

Mrs. O’Neill quickened her pace and raided her voice. She 
was beginning again, when the poor girl who was with Charles 
ran into the court and cried out, “ Mis* Flanigan ! 1 have 
brought him ; Miss Fl^igan ! ” 

In a moment the c^aemp^ous expr^sitfti faded from Miss 
Flanigan’s face. Sh^ame down off the steps and advanced 
rapidly towards where Charles stood. As she passed Mrs. 
O’Neill she said, “Whist n<fw, Biddy O’Nale, me darlin'. I 
ain’t ug to a shindy to-night.* Ye know tUe rayson.” 

Ana Mrs. O’Neill said, “ Ye’re a good woman, Ophelia. 
Sorra a one of me w'ould have loosed tongue on ye this night, 
only I jjiought it might cheer ye up a bit after yer watching. 
Don’t take notice o# me, that’s a dear.” 

V Miss Flanigan went up to Charles, and, taking him by the 
arm, walked with him across the court. It was whispered 
rapidly that this ws the young man who had been sent for tc^ 
see littleiBilly Wincins, who was dying in No. 8. Charles was 
as safe as if he had been in the centre of a square of the 
Guards. As Ue went into the door they gave him a cheer ; 
and, when tlfe door closed behind hgn, they went on with their 
fighting again. * 

Charles found himself in a squalid rodhi, about which there 
^as nothing remarkable but its meanness and dirt. There were 
four people there >iihen he cam^ in — a woman asleep by the 
bed, two gentlemen who stood aloof in the shadow, and the 
-poor little wan and wasted boy in* the bed. • 

Charles went up and sat by th§ bed ; when the boy saw him 
he made an eflbr^ rose half up, and threw his arms round his 
neck. Chafes put his arm round him and su](Jported him — as 
strange a pair, I fancy, as you will •meet in many long days’ 
;narches. , 

“If you woula not mind, Miss Flanigan,” said tjie doctor, 
steppiifg across the Aurt with me, I shall be deeply obliged 
to*you. You, sjr, are going to stay a nttle longer.” 

“ Yes, sir,” sail the other gentleman in a harsh, unpleasant 
voice “I s^all stay till the en(L” • , 

“ Yqp won’t haye to . ^tay long, my dear sir,’^ said the 
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doctorf “ Now, Miss Flanigan, I anfteady. Pl^se'to call out 
that the doctor is coming through the court, and that if any 
man lays a finger on him, he will exhibit Croton and other 
drastics to him till he wishes he was dead, and after that, throw 
in quinine till the top of his head comes off. Allans^ my dfeal- 
madam,” ^ ® 

With this dreadful threat the doctor departed. The other 
gentleman, the Scripture reader, stayed behind, and sat in a 
chair in the further corner. The poor mother was sleeping* 
heavily. The poor'feirl who had brought Charles sat down in 
a chair and fell asleep with her head V n a table. 4 

The dying child was gone too^ar foi\speech. He tried, two 
or three times, but he only made a rattlfi in his throat After 
a few minutes he took his arms from round Charles’s neck, and, 
with a look of anxiety, felt for sbmething by his side. When 
he found it he smiled, and held it towards Charles. Well, 

well ; it was only the ball that Charles had given him • 

Charles sat on the bed, and put his left arm round the child, 
so that the little death’s head might lie upon his breast He 
took the little hand in his. So they remained. How long ? 

I know not He only sat there with the hot head against 
his heart, and thought that a little life, so strangely dear to him, 
.mow that all friends were gone, was fast ebbmg away, and that 
he must get home kgain that night across the bridge.^- 

The little hand that he held in his relaxed itSj^rasp, and the 
boy was dead. He knew it, but he did not mpve. He ^at 
there still with the dead thild in his arms, with a dull terror on 
him, when he thought of his homeward journey across the 
bridge. 

Some one moved and came towards him. The ^mother and 
the girl were still asleep — it was the Scripture reader. He 
came towards Charles •and laid his hand upon his shoulder. 
And Charles tuAied from 'the dead? child, and looked up into 
his face — into the face of John Marston. 


CHAPTER LXI 

SAVED 

With the wailing mother’s voice in their ears, those two left 
the house. The court was quiet enough now. The poor 
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savages who lyould not sfbp their riot lest they should disturb 
the dying, now talked in whispers lest they should awaten the 
, dead. 

^ They payed on quickly together. Not one word had been 
'^littered between them — not one — but the)i pushed rapidly 
through the worst streets to a better psirt of the town. Charles* 
clinging tight to John Marston’s arm, 6ut silent. When they 
got to Marston’s lodgings, Charles sat doj^m by the fire, and 
• spoke for the first time. He did not burst out crying, or any- 
thing of that sort. He only said quietly-* • 

•j “John, you have sav^^ me. I should n^er have got home 
this /light.” 

But John Marston,^ho, by finding Charles, had dashed his 
dearest hopes to the ground, did not take things quite so 
quietly. Did he think of Maty now ? Did he see in a moment 
that hi|^ chance of her was gJne ? And did he not see that he 
loved her more deeply than ever? 

“Yes,” I answer to all these three questions. How did 
he behi-ve now? 

Why, he put his Band on Charles’s shoulder, and he said, 
Charles, Charles, my dear old boy, look up and speak to me 
in your dear old voice. Don’t look wild like that. Think of 
Mary, my boy. -She has been wooed by more than one^ 
Charles but I tnink that her heart is yours yet.” 

“John,” saijl Charles, “that is what has made me hide from 
ycBi all like yiis. I know that she loves me above all men. I 
dreamt of it the ni^t I left Raven*hoe. I knew it the night 
I saw her at Lord Hainault’s. And partly that she should 
forget a penniless and disgraced man lite myself, and partly 
(for I have^been near the gates of hell to-night, John, and can 
see many things) fr«m a silly prid«, I have spent all my cunning 
on losing myself — hoping that you would believe me dead, 
thinking that you wpuld 4ove my memory, afid dreading lest 
you should cease to love Me.”, 

“ We loved^our memory well enough, Charles. You will 
bever knowdiow well, till you see how well ^e love yourself. 
We have hunted you Bard, Charles. • How you have contrived 
avoid us, I pannot guess. Yo^. do not know, I suppose, 
that you are a rich man?” 

^ “A rich man?” , 

•“Yes. Every if Lord Saltire does not alter his will, you 
come into three\hotisand a year. And, besides, you are un- 
doubtedly heir to Ravenshoe, though^one link i« still wanting 
to prove that” 



430 Rayenshoe 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ There is no reasonable doubt, although we cannot prove 
it, that your grandfather Petre was married previously to his- 
marriage with I-ady Alicia Staunton, that your father Jan^^s, 
was the real "Ravenshoe, and that Ellen and yourself are the 

'felder children, while pooi Cuthbert and William ” 

“ Cuthbert ! Does he know of this ? I will hide again ; I 
will never displace Cuthbert, mind you.” 

“Charles, Cuthbert will never know anything about it. - 
Cuthbert is dead. Me was drowned Jpathing last August.” 

Hush ! There {s something, to mu dreadful in a man% 
tears. I dare say that ‘it was as y.-eW, tnK^ night, that the ryews 
of Cuthbert’s death should have made nim break down and 
weep himself into quietness again Jike a child. I am sure it 
was for the best. Put it is the sort of thing that good taste 
forbids one to dwell tipon or handle too closely. 

When he was quiet again John went on : 

“ It seems incredible that you should have been able to 
elude us so long. The fifst intelligence we had of y m was 
from Lady Ascot, who saw you in the Park.” 

“ Lady Ascot ? I never saw my aunt in the Park.” '' 

“ I mean Adelaide. She is IjSidy Ascot now. Lord Ascot 
m dead.” ^ 

“Another of them!” said Charles. “John, before' you go 
on, tell me how many more are gone.” . ^ 

“No more. Lady Ascot and I-,ord Saltire a;-^ alive add 
well. I was with Lord Skltire to-day, anc^, he was talking of 
you. He has left the^.principal part of his property to Ascot. 
But, because none of us would believe you dead, he hafj-t 
made a reservation in your favour of eighty thousand 
pounds.” 

“ I am all abroad,” said Charles. “ How is William ? ” 

“ He is very well, as he deserves tb be. , Noble fellow 1 He 
gave up everything to hunt you through the world like a blood- 
hound and bring you back. He never ceased his quest till he 
saw your grave at Varna.” * 

“ At Varna ! ” said Charles ; “ why we were quartered at 
Devna.” 

“At De*na ! Now, my dear old boy I am but moi^al ; do 
satisfy my curiosity. What regiment did you enlist in ? ” 

“ In the 140th.” 

“Then how, in the name of all confusion,” cried John 
Marston, “ did you miss poor Hornby ? ” 

“I did not miss Hornby,” said Charles quiptljr.- “ I had his 
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head in my when he flied. But now tell me, how ojp earth 
did you come to know anything about him ? ” 

^ “ Why, Ascot told us that you had been his servant. And 
lie^came to^ee us, and joined in the chase with the best of us. 
ttow is it that he never sent us any intelligence of you ? ” 

“ Because I never went near him til^ ^he film of death was* 
on his eyes. Then he knew me again, and said a few words 
which I can understand now. Did he say anything to any 
•of ypu about Ellen ? ” 

“ About Ellen ? 

!'■ “ Yes. Did Ascot e^f say anything eithgr ? ” 

“ Jle told lord Salt^, wh^t I suppo,^‘ you know ” 

“ About what ? ” ^ 

“ About Ellen.” 

“Yes, I know it all.” 

“ Ar^ that he had met you. Now telh me what you have 
been doing.” 

“ When I found that there was no chance of my remaining 
perdu afiy longer, and when I found that Ellen was gone, why, 
then I enlisted in th^ 140th. ...” * 

He paused here, and hid his face in his hands for some 
time. When he raised it again his eyes were wilder, and his 
speech more rapid. • , 

“ I w^t out with Tom Sparks and the* Roman-nosed bay 
horse ; and wpj:an a thousand miles in sixty-three hours. And 
at^Devna wc^got wood-pigeons \ and the cornet went down and 
dined with the 4201^ at Varna; and^ rode the Roman-nosed 
bay, and he carried me through it capitals ; I ask your pardon, 
^ir, but I am only a poor discharged trooper. I would not beg, 
sir, if I coflld help it; but pain and hunger are hard things to 
bear, sir.” • • 

“ Charles, Charles, don^t you know me ? ” 

“ That is my nam^, sir.* That is’what theynised to call me. 

I am no common beggar, sir. J was a gentleman once, sir, 
and rode a-horscback after a blue greyhound, and we went near 
\o kill a blaftk hare. I have a character from l^rd Ascot, sir. 

I was in the light cSvalry charge •at Balaclava. An angry 
business. Thejf shouldn’t get goqji fellows to fight together 
• like th^. I killed oge of them, sir. Hornby killed many, 
and he is a man who wouldn’rhurt a gy. AXsad business ! 

•“ Charles, ©Id boy, be quiet.” 

“ When you speak to me, sir, of the distinction between the 
upper and lower classes, I ans\Ver you, that I have had some 
experience in that way of late, and have come to the conclusion 
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that, after all, the gentleman and the oad are one^and the same 
animal! Now that I am a ruined man, beg^ng my bread 
about the streets, I make bold to say to you, sir, hoping that ^ 
your alms may be none the less for it, that I am ng^t sure that^ 
I do not like«youf cad as well as your gentleman, in his way/ 
*If I play on the one aide such cards as my foster-brother 
William and Tom Spafks, you, of course, trump me with John 
Marston and the cynet. You are right ; but they are all four 
good fellows. I have been to death’s gate to learn it. I will 
resumft my narrative. At Devna the cornet, besides wood- 
pigeons, shot a francolin ” ^ i 

It is just as weli tlfet this sojt of &''ing did not comq on 
when Charles was going home alone’ across' the bridge; 
that is all I wished to call your attention to. The next 
morning, Lord and T^dy Hainafilt, old I^dy Ascot, William, 
Mary and Father T<?ernay were round his bed, watching the 
hot head rolling from side to side upon the pillow, and listen- 
ing to his half-uttered delirious babble, gazing. with a feeling 
almost of curiosity at the well-loved face which had eluded 
them so long. * 

“ Oh, Hainault ! Hainault ! ” said Lady Ascot, “ to find him' 
like this after all ! And Saltire dead without seeing him ! and 
,all my fault, my fault. I am a wicked old woman; God 
forgive me ! ” 

Lord Hainault got the greatest of the doctors into a corner, 
and said — ^ ^ 

“ My dear Dr. B , Wll he die ? ” 

“ Well, yes,” said the doctor ; “ to you i would sooner say 
yes than no, the cl/ances are so heavy against him. Th^ 
surgeons like the look of things still less than the physicians. 
You must really prepare for the worst.” 


CHAPTER LXIT 

MR. JACK ion’s big TROUT 

Of course, he 6id not die ; I heed not tell you that. B 

and P. H. pulled him through, and she ok their hondst 

hands over his bed. Poor B is reported to have winked on 

this occasion ;^but such a proceeding was so unlike him, that I 
believe the report must have come round to us through one of 
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the Amertcaiu>apers — pAbably the same one which rep^ented 
the Prince of Wales hitting the Duke of Newcastle in the eye 
with a champagne cork. 

^ ^Howevej^ they pulled him through; and, in the pleasant 
.spring-time he was carried down to Casterlon.- Things had 
gone so hard with him, that the priinroses were in blosson» 
on the southern banks before he knew that Lord Saltire was 
dead, and before he could be made to understand that he was 
a rich man. 

From this much of the story we ma^ safely dediffce this 
*iioral, “ That, if a yoMWg gentleman gets into difficulties, it is 
alwfiys as well for hi^ to le^ve his adiress with his friends.” 
But, as young gentlemen in difficulties generally take particu- 
larly good care to remind their friends of their whereabouts, it 
follows that this story has bdhn written to little or no purpose. 
Unless indeed, the reader cXn find for himself another moral 
or two ; and I am fool enough to fancy that he may do that, if 
he cares to take the trouble. 

Casfcrton is built on arches, with all sorts of offices and 
kitchens under whatfwould naturally be the ground floor. The 
' •reason why Casterton was built on arches (that is to say, as far 
as you and I are concerned) is this : that Charles, lying on the 
sofa in Lord Hainault’s study, could look over the valley ah j 
see the^iver; wnich, if it had been built? on the ground, he 
could not h£^ done. From this window he could see the 
gteat weirs gpouting and foaming all day ; and, when he was 
carried up to bed^by William an4 Lord Hainault, he could 
hear the roaring of*thcm rising and sinking, as the night-wind 
. came and went, until they lulled him to^leep. 

^ He lay^here one day, when the doctors came down from 
London. And one of them pu% a handkerchief over his face, 
which smelt like chemical experiment*, and somehow reminded 
Tiim of Dr. Daubenjj. And, he fell asleep ; and when he awoke. 
He was suffering pain in his left ^irm — not the old dull grinding 
pain, but shJrper — which gradually grew less as he lay and 
•watched the weirs at Casterton. They hl&d removed the 
splinters of bone frcSn his arm. • 

He did not Jalk much in this Jiappy quiet time. William 
and L^dy Ascot were with him all day. William, dear fellow, 

' used to sit on a footstool, beftween IjJs sofAand the window, 
asid read tho ISmes to him. William's education was imperfect 
and he read very badly. He would read Mr. Russell’s corre- 
spondence till he saw Charles's eye |row brigltf, and hear his 
breath quicken, and then he would turn to the list of bank 
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rupts. this was too sad, he would go on to t^e snare list, 
and pound away at that, till Charles went to sleep, which he 
generally did pretty quickly. 

About this time — that is to say, well in the spring — Charles 
asked two questions : — The first was, whether or no he might 
have the window open j^dfie next, whether Lord Hainault would 
lend him an opera-glass ? 

Both were answe»ed in the affirmative. The window was 
opened^ and Lord Hainault and William came in, bearing, not 
an opera-glass, but a'great brass telescope, on a stand — sl thing 
with an eight-inch <jJ)je^t-glass, which h^ji belonged to old Lord 
Hainault, who was a Cambridge mar.' and given to such 
vanities. 

This was very delightful. He could turn it with a move of 
his hand on to any part of the wcibs, and see almost every snail 
which crawled on thef burdocks. The very first day he srw one 
of the men from the paper-mill come to the fourth weir, and 
pull up the paddles to ease the water. Lhe man looked 
stealthily around, and then raised a wheel from bel©w the 
apron, full of spawning perch. And this was the close time. 
Oho! ' 

Then, a few days after, came a tall, grey-headed gentleman, 
ginning a bleak for trout, who had with h’m a lad in top- 
boots, with a landing-net. And this gentleman sent his bait 
flying out here and there across the water, and r'»^tlcd his line 
rapidly into the palm of his hand in a ball, like a evonsummafls 
master, as he was. (Kin^- among fisheripen, prince among 
gentlemen, you will read these lines, and you will be so good 
as to understand that I am talking of you.) And this gentle- -- 
man spun all day and caught nothing. ^ 

But he came the next daj to the same place, and spun 
again. The great full south-westerly wind was roaring up the 
valley, singing anibng the bddding trees, arid carrying the dark, 
low, rainless clouds swiftly before it. At two. Just as Lady 
Ascot and William had gone to lunch, and after Charles had 
taken his soup and a glass of wine, he, lying 'there and 
watching this gentleman diligently, saw hiis rod bend and his 
line tighten. The lad in tbe top-boots and the landing-net' 
leaped up from wh^re he lay ; there was ijp doubt about Jt now. 
Th(t old gentlema^ had gc»t hold 6f a fish, and a big one. 

The next twenty minutes were terrible. Thc^oM gentlemah 
gave him the but, and njoved slowly doWh along the camp- 
shuting, and Charles followed him with the telescope, although 
his hand was shaking with excitement.^ After, a time the old 
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gentleman began to wind Ip his reel, and then the lad, toy-boots, 
and landing-net, and all, slipped over the camp-shooting (will 
.anybody tell me how to spell that word? Camps-heading 
tw<jn’t do, i||y dear sir, all things considered) and lifted the fish 
1(he was nine pound), up among the burdocks at the old 
gentleman’s feet. 

Chiirles had the whole group in tne telescope — the old 
gentleman, the great trout, and the dripping lad, taking off his 
boots and emptying the water out of them. But the old 
gentleman was looking lo his right at Somebody wfio was 
coming, and immediately there came into the field of the tele- 
scope a tall man in Ji velv<|)t coat, with Knee breeches and 
gaiters, and directly^afterwards, from the other side, three 
children and a young lady. The gentleman in the knee- 
breeches bowed to the young lady, and then they all stood 
looking^ at the trout. • 

Charles could^^ee them quite plainly. The gentleman in 
velveteen and smaH clothes was Lord Ascot, and the young 
lady was Mary. 

He did not look flirough the tefescope any more ; he lay 
back and tried to think. Presently, afterwards, old I.ady 
Ascot came in, and settled herself in the window with her 
knitting. • • 

“ My tiear,” she said, I wonder if I fidget you with my 
knitting-needl'^ 4 ^? Tell me if I do, for I have plenty of other 

wftrk.” • 

“ Not at all, dear, aunt; I like it# You did nineteen rows 
this morning, and you would have done ^wenty-two if you had 
iiot dropped a stitch. When I get stronger I shall take to it 
myself. Tlfere would be too much excitement and over-exertion 
in it for me to begki just now.” • 

Lady Ascot laughed ; she was glad^to see him trying even 
such a feeble joke. ,She ftdd — * * 

“ My dear, jdr. Jackson has killed a trout in the weirs just 
now, nine pounds.” 

• “I knowf” said Charles ; “ I did not know the weight, but I 
saw the fish. Aunt, where is Welte'V — I mean Ascot ? ” 
i “Well, he i%at Ranford. I si^pose you know, my dear 
, boy, th^t poor James Jpft him nearly all his fortune. Nearly 
five hundred thousand pounQs’ worli^, with\Cottingdean tnd 
Marksworth <o|^ether. All the Ranford .mortgages are paid 
off, and he is going bn very well, my ^ear. I think they ought 
to give him his marquisate. James might have had it ten 
times over of course, but he used to say that he had made 
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himself the most notorious viscount ifi England, jLnd*that if he 
took an earldom, people would forget who he was/* 

“ I wish he would come to see me, aunt. I am very fond 
of Welter.” ^ 

I can't help it } he said so. Remember how n^r deat6'/ 
door he had been, Thkik what he had been through. How 
he had been degraded,^ and kicked about from pillar to post, 
like an old shoe ; and also remember the state he was in when 
he said it. I firmly believe that he had at this time forgotten . 
everything, and that he only remembered Lord Ascot as his 
old boy love, and his jolly college comWnion. You must make 
the best of it, or tlfe wferst of it for hm. . as you are incliyed. 
He said so. And in a very short time ]^dy Ascot found that 
she wanted some more wool, and hobbled away to get it 
After a time, Charles heard a rifan come into the room. He 
thought it was William ; but itSvas not. This mai^ came 
round the end of the sofa, and stood in the window before 
him. Lord Ascot. i- 

He was dressed as we know, having looked tfirough 
Charles's telescope, in a Velveteen coat,* with knee-breeches 
and leathern gaiters. There was not much change in hird^ 
since the old times, only his broad, hairless face seemed 
redder, his lower jaw seemed coarser and mtye prominent, his 
^reat eyebrows seemed more lowering, his iSist cheslr seemed 
broader and deeper, and altogether he looked rajher more like 
a mighty, coarse, turbulent blackguard than ever, r • 

“ Well, old cock,” he said, “so you are on your1>ack, hey ? ” 

“ Welter,” said Charles, “ I am so glad to see you again. If 
you would help me u^, I should like to look at you.” ; 

“Poor old boy,” said Lord Ascot, putting his ‘great arm 
round him and raising him. So ! there y^u are, my pippin. 
What a good old fellow you are, by Gad ! So you were one of 
the immortal six hundred, hey? I thought you would turn up 
somewhere in Queer Street, wjth that infernal old hook nose 
of yours. I wish I had taken to that sort of thing, for I am 
fond of fighting.** I think, now I am rich and respectable, I * 
shall subsidize a prize-fighter to pitch intd me once a fortnight. 

I wish I had been respectable enough for tl^ army ; but I 
should alv^ays have been in trouble with the commander- 
in-rhief for diq‘Ag an^ brawling, I suppose. ^11, old 
man, I am devilish glad to see you again. I ^ in possession 
of money which should have been yours. 1 did all I 
could for you,^, Charles ; you will never know how much. I 
tried to repair the awful wrong I did you unconsciously. 1 did 
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a thing ift ycjur favour I*tremble to think of now, but which, 
God help me, I would do again. You don’t know* what I 
- mean. If old Saltire had not died so quick, you would have 
^.Imown.” 

"^He was referring to his having told Lord Saltire that he had 
seen Charles. In doing that, rememifeer, he had thought that! 
he was throwing half a million to the #inds. I only tell you 
that he was referring to this, for fear you should not gather it 
I from his own brutal way of speaking. 

I wonder how the baknce will stand against Lord Ascot at 
kst? Who ever coul^have dreamt that his strong animal 
affection for his old imend. could hat^e ftd him to make a 
sacrifice which many^ more nighly organized man would have 
evaded, glossing over his conscience by fifty mental subterfuges. 

“ However, my dear fellbw,” he continued, “ it comes to 
this : J have got the monejf; I shall ha^ie no children ; and I 
shall make no v^jll ; therefore it all comes to you, if you outlive 
me. About the^le I can’t say. The lawyers must decide 
about ^hat. No one seems to know whether or not it descends 
through the female*branch. By-tHe-by, you are not master of 
" ^Ravenshoe yet, though there seems no doubt that grandma is 
right, and that the marriage took place. However, whether 
the estate goes tp you, or to William, I offer the same advice 
to both^f you : n you get my money, don»t spend it in getting 
the title. Yqp can get into the House of Commons easy 
ehough, if ypu seem to care about that sort of fun ; and fellows 
I know tell me that you get much better amusement there for 
your money than in the other place. I have never been to the 
^House of Lords since the night I took Ay seat. It struck me 
as being ilow. The fellows say that there is never any chaff, 
or personalities or calling to or(ier, or that sort of thing there, 
which seem to me to be half the fiun of the fair. But, of 
course, you know more ^bout this than I.’^ 

Charles, in a minute, when, he had ineffectually tried to 
understand \^at Lord Ascot had been saying, collected his 
•senses suficiently to say: 

“ Welter, old boy,*look here, fof I am very stupid. Why 
. idid you say that you should ha'^ no children ? ” 

“ Of course 1 can’t : have they told you nothing 
^ “ Is^delaide dead,*Weltei^ ” aske^ Char\|s, plucking a^the 

buttons of his «oat nervously. 

“ They ought to« have told you, Charles,” said Lord Ascot, 
turning to the window. “ Now tell Ae somethyig. Have you 
any love left for her yet ? ” 



43if RavenshoQ- 

“ Not one s[»rk,”said Charles, still' buttoning and unbutton- 
ing his^coat. “ If I ever am a man again, I sHall ask Mary 
Corby to marry me. I ought to have done so sooner, perhaps. 
But I love your wife, Welter, in a way ; and I should grieve at 
her death, for I Ipved her once. By Gad ! yes ; you knowHt/ 
sWhen did she die ? ” o 
“She is not dead, Charles.” 

“ Now, don’t kei^p me like this, old man ; I can’t stand it. 
She is no more to me than my sister — not so much. Tell me , 
what is the matter i.at once; it can’jt be worse than what I 
think.” , 

“The truth is Ver)' horrible, Charles,” said Lord Ascot, 
speaking slowly. “ She took a fancy tlii^t I should buy back 
her favourite old Irish mare, ‘ Molly Asthore,’ and I bought it 
for her; and we went out hundng together, and we were 
making a nick, and I was getting the gate open for her, when 
the devil rushed it ; and down they came on it, togethe'^. And 
she broke her back — Oh, God! oh, God^,-l— and the doctor 
says she may live till seventy, but that she will never move from 
where she lies— and just as I was getting to love her so 

dearly ” ^ 

Charles said nothing; for with such a great brutal black- 
guard as Lord Ascot sobbing passionately at the window, it 
%as as well to say nothing ; but he thought,^** Here’^ work to 
the fore, I fancy, after a life of laziness. I^have been the 
object of all these dear soul’s anxiety for a lortg time. She 
must take my place now,” 


CHAPTER LXIII 

IN WHICH GUS CUTSj flora’s DOLL’s CORNS 

t. 

That afternoon Charles said nothing more, but lay imdf 
looked out of the window at the rhododendrons just bursting 
into bloom, at the deer, at ,^he rabbits, at the. pheasants ; arid 
beyond, where the park dipped down so. suddenly, at die river 
which spouted a^J foamj^ away^as of olB ; and to the right, at ’ 
the good old town of Casterton, and at the ^us smoke from 
its chimneys, drifting rapidly away before me soft south- 
westerly wind and he ]&y and looked at these and thought. 

And before sundown an arch arose in the west which grew 
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and spread; an arch of 4 )ale green sky, whicbTgrew till it met 
the sun, and* then the wet grass in the park shone* out all 
golden, and the topmost cedar boughs began to blaze like 
^^burnishcd copper. 

V <And thfn he spoke. He said, “ William, jny dear old 
friend — loved more deeply than anji words can tell — com^ 
here, for I have something to say to •you.” 

And good William came and stood ^beside him. And 
William looked at him and saw that his face was animated, 
and that his eyes were ^arkling. And lie stood and said not 
a word, but smiled and Jraited for him to go on. 

And Charles said, *^\d boy, I ha\^ bi?en looking through 
thaf glass to-day, ancUl saw Mr. Jackson catch the trout, and I 
saw Welter, and I saw Mary ; and 1 want you to go and fetch 
Mary here.” a 

And William straightway departed ; ar^d as he went up the 
staircase he met the butler, and he looked so happy, so 
radiant, and so >iwroughly kind-hearted and merry, that the 
butler, a solemn man, found himself smiling as he drew 
politely aside to lel^him pass. • 

I hope you like this fellow, William. He was, in reality, 
only a groom, say you. Well, that is true enough. A fellow 
without education or breeding, though highly born. But still 
I hope ^ou like bim. I was forgetting myself a little, thougl^ 
At this time he is master of Ravenshoe, with certainly nine, 
ajpd probabijT twelve thousand a year — a most eminently 
respectable ’person. One year's ingome of his would satisfy a 
man I know, very w^ll, and yet I am talking of him apologetic- 
ally. But then we novel writers have a^i unlimited command 
^>f money, ^f we could only realize it. 

However, this ^reat capitalist went upstairs towards the 
nursery ; and here I must break off, if you please, and take up 
the thread of my narrativ^ in another place (I don’t mean the 
House of Lords). * 

In point o§ fact there had Been a shindy (I use the word 
•advisedly, and will repeat it) — a shindy, in-the nursery that 
evening. The dutyaof a story-teiler is to stick in a moral 
reflection wherever he can, and so at this place I pitchfork in 
this caution tef young governesseS, that nothing q^n be more 
i incautious or reprehensible, thiui to give chil&en books to l^ep 
tj^em quiet, without first seeing wharthese books are about. 

Mary was vety mpeh to blame in this case (you see I tell 
the truth, and spare nobody). Gus, Plora, and Archy had been 
out to walk with her, as we know, and had come home in a 
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very turbulent state of mind. They 'had demanded* books as 
the solfe condition on which they would be gooli ; and Mary 
being in a fidget about her meeting with Lord Ascot, over the 
trout, and being not quite herself, had promptly supplied Gus ' 
with a number of Blackwoods Magazine^ and Fibra with* a® 
Shakespeare.” ^ 

This happened early^'in the afternoon. Remember this ; for 
if we are not particular in our chronology, we are naught. 

Gus turned to the advertisements. He read, among other 
things, a testimonial to a great corr\-cutter, from a potentate 
who keeps a very small army, and dsim^t mean any harm :-y 

“ (TRANSUiTION.)'i 

“ Professor Homberg has cut my corns with a dexterity truly 
marvellous. 

^ (Signed) “ Napol^n.” 

From a country baronet ; — 

“ I am satisfied with Professor Homberg.- 

(Signed) “ Pitchcroft CocKroLE, 
“Bart.” 


From a Bishop in the South Sea Islands : — 

A “ Professor Homberg has cut my corns ijai a manner which 
does equal honour to his head and his heart. 

(Signed) “ R/kjgehaieta.” 

(His real name is Jones but that is neither here nor there) ; 
and in the meantime Flora had been studying a certain part of 
“ King Lear.” 

Later in the afternoon it occurred to Gus, that he would like 
to be a corn-cutter and have testimonials He proposed to 
cut nurse’s corns, but she declined, assigning reasons. Failing 
here, he determined to cut Flora’s doll’s corns, and, with 
this view, possessed himself of her person during Flora’s 
temporary absence. 

He began by ‘snicking the corner of her foot offcwith nurse’s^ 
scissors. Then he found that the sawdust dribbled out at the 
orifice. This was very delightful. He shook her and it 
dribbled faster. Then he cut the other foot orf and shook her 
agrin. And she'^not having atiy stitcnes put in abbut the” 
knee (as all dolls shouldf), lost, not only the sajvdust from her 
legs, but also from her stomach and body^ leaving nothing but 
collapsed calico and a biist, with an undisturbed countenance 
of wax aboye all 
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At this Flora had* rushed in to the rescue ; she felt the 

doirs body ai^ she saw the heap of sawdust ; whereupon she, 
remembering -her “King Lear,” turned on him and said 

if an angler in the lake of darkness^” ‘At this awful 
taunt, Gus butted her in the stomach, %nd she got hold of hinp 
by the hair. Archy, excited for the firs^time in his life, threw 
a box of ninepins at them, which explodedt Mary rushed in 
to separate them, and at the same moment in came William 
with a radiant face, and ^e quietly took Mary round thb waist 
(^ke his impudence), jRid he said, “ My dear creature, go 
dovijn to Charles, ancl/leave J;hcse Tunes Vo me.” 

And she left thesdi^ Turks to him. And he sat on a chair 
and administered justice ; and in a very few minutes, under the 
influence of that kind, hap^, sunny face of his. Flora had 
kissed /jus, and Archy had cuddled up cn his knee, and was 
sucking his thumb in peace. 

And going dow^o the hall, he found Lady Ascot hobbling 
up andjdown, taking her afternoon’s exercise, and she said to 
^him, “ Ravenshoe, y6u best and kindest of souls, she is there 
*irith him now. My dear, we had better not move in this 
matter any more. I tried to dispossess you before I knew 
your worth and gpodness, but I will do nothing now. He i.ji 
rich, anck perhap?it is better, my dear, that Ravenshoe shoula* 
be in Papist h^ds’ — at least, in such hands as yours.” 

«He said, My dear madam, I am not Ravenshoe, I feel 
sure that you are right. We mus^find Ellen.” 

And Mary came out and came toward them ; and she said, 

“ Lady Ascot and Mr. Ravenshoe, Charles and I are engagec’ 
to be marfied.” 


^ornfully 
^‘Nero 


CHAPTER LXIV 

THE ALLIED ^RMIES ADVANt:E ON RAVENSHOE 
o 

How^near the end we are getting, and yet^so muoh to come. 
^Never mind. We will^tell it dll naturally andtjtraightforwardly, 
and then theie will be nothing to offend you. 

By-and-by it became necessary that Charles should have air 
and exercise. His arm was well, fevery splipter had been 
taken out of it, and he must lie on the sofa no longer. 



442 Kavenshoe 

r 

So he was driven out through pleasant places, through the 
budding spring, in one of Lord Hainault's carriages. All the 
meadows had been bush-harrowed and rolled 'long ago, and^ 
now the orchisis and fritillaries were beginning to make the 
grass look purple. Lady Hainault had a low carriage, and a* 

' pair of small cobs, and this was given up to Charles ; Lady 
Hainault^s first coachiiian declined to drive her ladyship out in 
the day-time, for foar that the second coachman (a meritorious 
young man of forty) should frighten Charles by a reckless and • 
inexperienced way tf driving. c 

Consequently Lady Hainault went: a-buying flannel petti- 
coats and that son of thing, for the poor people in Casterton 
and Henley, driven by her secoiid coachman ; and Charles was 
trundled all over the country by the first coachman, in a low 
carriage with a pair of cobs. But Lady Hainault was as well 
pleased with the arrangement as the old coachman ^himself, 
and so it is no business of ours. For the curious thing was, 
that no one who ever knew Charles wouK have hesitated for 
an instant in giving up to him, his or her, bed, or d\pner, or 
carriage, or any other thing in this wedd. For people are 
great fools, you know. • 

Perhaps the reason of it was that every one who made 
Charles’s acquaintance, knew by instinct that he would have 
cut off his right hand to serve them. I don c know why it was. 
But there is the fact. ’ 

Sometimes Lady Ascot would go with him,~an.d sometin^es 
William. And one day, when William was with him, they 
were bowling quietly along a by-road on “the opposite side of 
the water from Henley. And in a secret place, they came oq 
a wicked old gentleman, breaking the laws of bis ODuntry, and 
catching perch in close time, out of a punt with a chair, and a 
stone bottle, and a fisherman from Maidenhead, who shall be 
nameless, but who must consider himself cautioned. 

The Rajah of Ahmednuggur lives close by there ; and he 
was reading the Times, when Charles asked the coachman to 
pull up, that he might see the sport. The Rajah’s attention 
was caught by seeing the carriage S^bpj and he looked 
through a double-barrelled opera-glass, and not only sa^ 
Charles and William in the carriage, but ^w, through the 
os6ers, the hoary Did profligate Jfith hiS' paternoster pulling the 
perch out as fast as he could put his line -in- Fired by a 
virtuous indignation (I wish every gentleman on the Thames 
would do likewise), he fan in his breeches and slippers down 
the lawn, and began blowing up like Old Gooseberry. 
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The oTd gentleman was fishing looked at the Rajah’s 
red-brick hoijse, and said, “If my face was as ugly*as that 
. house, I would wear a green veil ; ” but he ordered the fisher- 
^\n^n to t|ke up the rypccks, and he floated away down 
' ’'stream. » » 

And as Charles and William drove ftlong, Charles said, “ My 
dear boy, there could not be any harm iti catching a few roach. 

I should so like to go about among pleasant places in a punt 
once more.” 

When they got home ^e head keeper was sent for. Charles 
^old him that he woulrr so much like to ^o fishing, and that 
a ^pw roach would ivJt make much SifliSirence. The keeper 
scornfully declined arguing aoout the matter, but only wanted 
to know what time Mr. Ravenshoe would like to go, adding, 
that any one who made 'bbjections would be brought up 
unconynon short. ^ o 

So William ^d he went fishing in a punt, and one day 
Charles said, “ i\pn’t care about this punt-fishing much. I 
wish-TjI wish I coilld get back to the trout at Ravenshoe.” 

“ Do you really nftian that ? ” said William. 

" ^ “ Ah, Willy ! ” said Charles. “ If I could only see it again I ” 
“ How I have been waiting to hear you say that 1 ” said 
William. “ Come to your home with me; why, the people are 
wondering wher^we are. My darling bird will be jealous, if X 
stay here muej^ longer. Come down to my wedding.” 

® “ When ^re you to be married, William ? ” 

“ On the same day as yourself,” jaid William sturdily. 

Said Charles, “ !^ut the punt ashore,, will you ? ” And they 
•^did. And Charles, with his nose in the? air, and his chest out, 
walked btfside William across the spring meadows, through the 
lengthening grass^uthrough the c^lthas, and the orchisis, and the 
ladies’ slippers, and the cowslips, and .the fritillaries, through 
the budding flowei; garden which* one findtf in spring among 
the English meadows, a hale strong man. And when they 
had clomb ifhe precipitous slope of the deer-park, Charles 
** picked a rhododendron flower, and put it' iri his button-hole, 
and turned round t6 William, with the flush of health on his 
Tace, and saiejj— ^ 

“ R^other, we will go to Ravenshoe, and you :jwrill be with 
' your- love. Shall we^ be mfirried i^ Lonaif^?” o 

o “ In St. Be^rsburgh, if you like, now I see you looking your 
old self again. But why ? ” 

“ A fancy of mine. When I remember wha^ I went through 
in London through my own obstinacy, I should like to take 
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my revenge on the place, by spending the happiest day of my 
life there. Do you agree ? ” 

“ Of course.” 

“Ask Lady Ascot and Mary and the children down to^ 
Ravenshoe. 'Lady Hainault will come too, but he dkn*t. And' 
iiave General MainwariCig and the Tiernays. Have as many 
of the old circle as vfe can get.” 

“ This is something like life again,” said William. “ Re- 
member, Charles, I am not spending the revenues of Ravenshoe. 
They ire yours. I^know it. I am^spending about a 

year. When our grandfather’s marr^ge is proved, you will 
provide for me and' my wife, I know thkt. Be quiet. But we 
shall never prove that till we finer Ellen. 

“ Find Ellen ! ” exclaimed Charles, turning round. “ I will 
not go near Ellen yet.” 

“ Do you know where she is? asked William eagerly. 

“ Of course 1 do,” said Charles. “ Sh^ -is at Hackney. 
Hornby told me so when he was dying. ^Tait let her be for a 
time.” f 

“ I tell you,” said William, “ that I airf sure that she knows 
everything. At Hackney ! ” ” 

The allied powers. General Mainwaring, Lady Ascot, Lord 
Hainault, and William, were not long befpre they searched 
Wery hole and corner of Hackney, in and ^ out. There was 
only one nunnery there, but, in that nunner^,^ there was no 
young lady at all resembling Ellen. The priests, particularly 
Father Mackworth’s friend Butler, gave them every assistance 
in their power. But it was no good. 

As Charles and William were in the railway carriage going, 
westward, Charles said, 

“ Well, we have failed to,v find Ellen. » Mackworth, poor 
fellow, is still at Ravenehoe,” 

“Yes,” said William, “and neariy idiotic. All his fine- 
spun cobwebs cast to the winds. But he holds the clue to this 
mystery, or I am mistaken. The younger Tierhay takes care 
of him. He prbbably won’t know you. But Charles, when 
you come into Ravenshoe, ‘iteep a cornerTor Mackworth.” 

“ He ought to be an honpured guest of the l^ouse as long sl^ 
he lives,”, said Charles. ‘^You still persist in sayiijg that 
Rayenshoe is mi^.” r 

“ I am sure it is,” said William. y 

And, at the same time, William wrote to two other people 
telling all aboqt the stat^ of affairs, and asking them to come 
and join the circle. And John Marston came across into my 
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room, and S£^d, “ Let irts go.” And I said, “ My dear John, 
we ought to 1 ^ 0 . It is not every day that we see a man, and 
such a man, risen from the dead, as Charles Ravenshoe.” 

And so we went. 


CHAPTER LXV 

// 

? FATHER MACKWORTH^.TUTS THE FIN^^HING TOUCH ON HIS 
GREAT PIEC^OF EMBROIDERY 

And so we went. At Ravenshoe were assembled General 
Mainwaring, Lady Ascot, Mltry, Gus, Flora, Archy, and nurse, 
Williaq^, Charles, Father Ti^nay and Father Murtagh Tiernay, 
John Marston, £^jd Tommy Cruse from Clovelly, a little fisher- 
boy, cousin of JaJ^ Evans’ — ^Jane Evans, who was to be Mrs. 
Ravenrhoe. 

It became neces^Ary that Jane Evans should be presented 
2o Jj3Ldy Ascot. She was only a fisherman’s daughter, but she 
was wonderfully beautiful, and gentle, and good. William 
brought her into the hall one evening, when every one w^^ 
sitting rcwnd the^fire ; and he said, “ My dear madam, this is 
my wife that i^o be.” Nothing more. 

« And the^dear old woman rose and kissed her, and said, 
“ My love, how wonderfully pretty»i>you are. You must learn 
to love me, you know, and you must make haste about it, 
J>ecause I am a very old woman, and I snla’n’t live very long.” 

So Jane^sat down by Mary, and was at home, though a 
little nervous. Ai?d General Mainwaring came and sat beside 
her, and made himself as agreeable "as. very few men beside 
him know how to. , An^fc the fisherboy got ' next to William, 
and stared about with his great black eyes, like a deer in a 
flower-garden.*' (You caught that face capitally, Mr. Hook, if 
‘^ou will alltiw me to say so — best painter of the day !) 

Jane Evans was ah immense ^ilccess. She had been to 
•school six mont|;is at Exeter, and Ijad possibly been drilled in 
a few lijtle matters ; such as how to ask a t^entleman to hold 
^her fan; how to sit down t6 the piano wlhn asked to iing 
(l^hich she cof^ldn’t do) ; how to marshal her company to 
dinner ; how to step into the car of a balloon ; and so on. 
Things absolutely necessary to know, of course, but which had 
nothing to do with her success in this case ; for she was so 
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beautiful, gentle, and winning, that she might have done any- 
thing sfiort of eating with her knife, and would have been 
considered nice. 

Had she a slight Devonshire accent ? Well, well I Do you 
know, I rather lik'^ it. I consider it equally so good with the’ 
Ccotch, my dear. ^ ' 

I could linger and 'linger on about this pleasant spring at 
old Ravenshoe, but. I must not. You have been my companion 
so long that I am right loth to part with you. But the end is , 
very nbar. .» 

(Charles had his rpenjge upon the t^ut. The first day aft^r 
he had recovered from nis journey, he and William went out 
and did most terrible things. William would not carry a rod, 
but gave his to the servant, and took the landing-net. That 
Ravenshoe stream carries the heaviest fish in Devonshire. 
Charles worked up tc the waterfau, and got nineteen, weighing 
fourteen pounds. Then they walked down ^ the weir above 
the bridge, and then Charles’s evil genius p5;:^mpted him to say, 
“William, have you got a salmon fly in your book?” And 
William told him that he had, but soleianly warned him of 
what would happen. » 

Charles was reckless and foolish. He, with a twelve-foot 
^rout rod, and thirty yards of line, threw a^ small salmon fly 
nnder the weir above the bridge. There WuS a flash on the 
water. Charles’s poor little reel began screaming, and the next 
moment the line came “ flick ” home across his ^ce, and k j 
said, “ By gosh, what a foc\ I was,” and then he looked up to 
the bridge, and there was Father Mackworth looking at him. 

“ How d’ye do, my' dear sir,” said Charles. “ Glad to see yoq 
out. I have been trying to kill a salmon with trout -tackle, and 
have done quite the other thing.” 

Father Mackworth looked at him, but did not speak a word. 
Then he looked i-ound, and young Mprtagh Tiernay came up 
and led him away; and Charles got up on the road and 
watched the pair going home. And as he saw tne tall narrow 
figure of Father Mackworth creeping slowly along, dragging his 
heels as he went, he said, ‘ Poor old fellow, I hope he will live 
to forgive me.” 

Father Mackworth, poor fellow, dragg^ his neels homeward; 
and when he go^mto hi^s room vn the priest’s tower, Surtagh 
Tiernay said to him, “My dear friend, you are. not angry with 
me? I did not tell you that he was come-back. I thought it 
would agitate jou.” * 

And Father Mackworth said slowly, for all his old decisive 
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Utterance \<ras^gone, “ Ttte Virgin bless you, you are g good 
man.” ^ 

And Father Mackworth spoke truth. Botli the Tiernays 
Jlere good fellows, though papists. 

/^*Let mf help you off with your coat,” .laid • Murtagh, for 
Mackworth was standing in deep thought. 

“Thank you,” said Mackworth. “Now, while I sit here, go 
and fetch your brother.” 

Murtagh Tiernay did as he was told. In a few minutes our 
good jolly old Irish frienfl was leaning ove# Mackworth’^ chair. 

r Ye’re not angry that we didn’t tell ye there was company? ” 
he said. 

“No, no,” said Msifckworth? “Don’t speak to me, that’s a 
good man. Don’t confuse me. I am going. You had better 
send Murtagh out of the roorff.” 

Fathejj Murtagh disappear^. 

“I am going,^said Mackworth. “Tiernay, we were not 
always good frienoS^ere we ? ” 

“We, are good friends, any way, now, brother,” said 
Tiernay. • • 

>“ Ay, ay, you are a good man. I have done a wrong. I 

did it for the sake of the Church partly, and partly well, I 

was very fond of Cuthbert. I loved that boy, Tiernay. And 
I spun a iveb. Bit it has all got confused.* It is on this left 
side, which feels s(f heavy. They shouldn’t make one’s brains 
in .two halveg, should they ? ” 

“ Begorra no. It’s a burning sh^e,” said Father Tiernay, 
determining, like a*true Irishman, to auree with every word 
sjiid, and find out what was coming. ^ 

“ That being the case, my dear friend,” said poor Mack- 
worth, “ give me th^ portfolio ancj ink, and we will let our dear 
brother Butler know, de profundis c/of/i/zvi, that the time is 
come.” ^ % • • 

Father Tiernay said, “ That wjll be the proper course,” and 
got him pen afld ink, fully assured that another fit was coming 
t)n, and tha| he was wandering in his mind ; tfdt still watching 
to see whether he wolfld let out arching. A true Irishman. 

Mackworth let out nothing. I^ wrote as steadily as he 
could, a letter of two lines, and put it in an envelope. Then 
tie wrote another lette^of abo«t thre^lines,^d enclosed 4he 
whole in a larger envelope, and closed it. Then he said to 
Father Tiernay, “ Direct it to Butler, will you, my dear friend ; 
you quite agree that I have done right ?” , 

Father Tiernay sai(f that he had done quite right; but 
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wondered what the dickens it was alf about. We soon found 
out. But we walked, and rode, and fished, and chatted, and 
played billiards, and got up charades with Lad/ Ascot for ai^ 
audience ; not often thinking of the poor paralytic priest in th^ 
lonely tower, 'and little dreaming of the mine wmch he 
<going to spring under ptr feet. 

The rows (there is* no other expression) that used to go 
on between FatbCj: Tiernay and J^dy Ascot were as amusing 
as anything I ever heard. I must do Tiernay the justice to say i 
that tfe was always perfectly well b ed, and also, that Lady 
Ascot began it. He^ good temper, her humour, and her 
shrewdness were Ihfce herself; I. can say no more. Tiepiay 
dodged, and shuffled and went'Trom pfllar to post, and was 
as witty and good-humoured as an Irishman can be ; but I, as 
a staunch Protestant, am of opinion that Lady Ascot, though 
nearly ninety, had tbe best of it. I dare say good- Father 
Tiernay don’t agree with me. ^ - 

The younger Tiernay was always in ^zflSse attendance on 
Mackworth. Every one got very fond of this youn" priest. 
We used to wait until Father Mackwort’A was reported to be 
in bed, and then he was sent for. And generally we used to 
make an excuse to go into the chapel, and Lady Ascot would 
-come, defiant of rheumatism, and we would get him to the 
^ organ. 

And then — Oh, Lord I how he would makie t,bat organ speak, 
and plead, and pray, till the prayer was won. Apd then, hftw 
he would send aggregate'!, armies of notes, marching in vast 
battalions one after another, out into space, to die in confused 
melody ; and then, fibw he would sound the trumpet to regal 
them, and get no answer but the echo of the roof. ^ Ah 1 well, 

I hope you are fond of music reader. 

But one night we . sent for him, and he could not come. 
And later we sertt again, but he did not come ; and the man 
we had sent, being asked, looked uneasy, and said he did not 
know why. By this time the ladies had gone t<5 bed. General 
Mainwaring, Charles, William, John Marstori and ^myself, were 
sitting over the fire in thfe^^all, smokihg, and little Tommy 
Cruse was standing betwef n William’s knees. 

The candles and the fire were low. There was light outside 
frcm a clouded «!^bon, sp that ^ne could see the gleam of the 
sea out of the mullioned windows. Charles was stooping 
down, describing the battle of the Alma on the hearthrug, and 
William was bending 'over, watching him, holding the boy 
between his knees, as I said, Genei^^ Mainwaring was puffing 
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his cigar; aivi saying, ^^Yes, yes; that’s right enough;” and 
Marston anc^I were, like William, looking at Charles. 

Suddenly the boy gave a loud cry, and hid his face in 
, William’s ^osom. I thought he had been taken with a fit. I 
rooked up over General Mainwaring’s head* and I cried out 
“ My God ! what is this ? ” • ^ • 

We were all on our legs in a moment, looking the same way. 
At the long low mullioned window which had been behind 
General Mainwaring. 1 he clouded moonlight outside i^owed 
us the shape of it. But between us and ^t there stood thi^e 
ack figures, and as we looked at thei^, drew one towards 
the pther, for we were frightened. The general took two steps 
forward. • 

One of the figures advanced noiselessly. It was dressed in 
black, and its face was shrouded in a black hood. In that 
light, vkh that silent even way of approaching, it was the 
most awful figur%I ever saw. And from under its hood came 
a woman s voice, tn^^ound of which made the blood of more 
than orie to stand still, and then go madly on again. It 
said • 

. - ^“1 am Ellen Ravenshoe. My sins and my repentance are 
known to some here. I have been to the war, in the hospitals, 
till my health ga^ way, tind I came home but yesterday, as^ 
It were, and I ha\e been summoned here! Charles, I was 
beautiful once. .^Look at this.” 

And she tljrew her hood back, and we looked at her in the 
dim light. BeautifijJ once! Ay, WUt never so beautiful as 
now. The complexion was deadly pale, %f\d the features were 
, pi^iched, but she was more beautiful than ever. I declare I 
bdieve that* if we had seen a ring of glory round her head at 
^ that moment none«of us would* have been surprised. Just 
' then, her beauty, her nun’s dress, and the darkness of the hall, 
assisted the illusion,, probably ; but there w^ really some- 
thing saintlike |nd romantic about her, for an instant or so, 
which made us all stand silent. Alas ! there jvas no ring of 
^ory round ller head. ^ Poor Ellen v^s only bearing the cross, 
she had not won the crown. ^ 

... -f^harles was tljp first who spoke or moved ; he went up to 
and Jtissed her, anc^said, “ My sweet sistiy , I kribv that it 
^I'^ersawyou again I should^ see ycm in th^se weeds. 
deA love, I am%o glad to see you. And oh, my sister, how 

much more happy to See you dressed lik^ that ” 

(Of course he did not pse exactly those words, but words to 
that effect, only more passionate and even less grammatic^ 
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I am iY)t a short-hand writer. I onlj^ give you the substance 
of conversations in the best prose I can comipand.) 

“ Charles,” said she, “ I do right to wear weedc, for I am the 
widow of — (Never mind what she said ; that sort of thing very 
properly jars bn Protestant ears.) I am a sister of 'the Society 
'of Mercy of St. Bridget, ‘^and I have been to the East, as I told 
you : and more than once I must have been into the room 
where you lay, to borrow things, or talk with English Catholic 
ladies,, and never guessed you were there. After Hornby had 
found me at Hackn&y, I got leave P‘om Father Butler to join 
an Irish sisterhood * for our mother was Irish in speech and, in 
heart, you remember, tliough not by birth. I have something 
to say — something very important. Father Mackworth, will 
you come here? Are all here intimate ^friends of the family? 
Will you ask any of them to leaV£ the hall, Charles ? ” 

“Not one,” said • Charles. “Is one of those dark, figures 
which have frightened us so much, Father Mackworth ? My 
dear sir, I am so sorry. Come to the ^56 ; and who is the 
other?” 

“ Only Murtagh Tiernay,” said a soft \>oice. 

“ Why did you stand out there these few minutes ? Father 
Mackworth, your arm.” 

William and Charles helped him in towards the fire. He 
looked terribly ill and ghastly. The dear old general took him 
from them, and sat him down in his owrl chair by the fire ; 
while Ellen stood behind him, with her hood thrown back, sand 
her white hands folded or her bosom. If you Have ever seen 
a stranger group than we were, I should be glad to hear of it. 

Poor Mackworth seemed to think that it was expected of him 
to speak. He looked up to General Mainwaring, awl he said — 

“ I hope you are better o^ your wound, sir. I have had a 
sharp stroke .of paralysis, and I have another coming on, sir, 
and my memory is going. When you meet my Lord Saltire, 
whom I am surprised to find ^ibsent to-night, you will tell him 
that I presented my compliments, and thougnt that he had 
used me very well on the whole. Had she not better begiri, 
sir ? or it may be too late"' unless you ^ould like to wait for 
Lord Saltire.” 

Father Murtagh Tiernay knelt down and whispered to him. 

“ Ay ! ay ! ” .he said. « “ Dead — ^ay ! sb he is, I had forgotten. 
We shall all be dead soon* Some of us will/ to hell. General, * 
and some to heaven, and all to purgatory. I am a priest, sir. 

I have been bound body and soul to the Church from a child, 
and I have done things which the Church will disapprove of 
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when they are told, though not while they are kept secret ; and 
I tell them b&ause the eyes of a dead man, of a man who was 
drowned batljng in the bay, haunt me day and night, and say, 
ipeak out ! — Murtagh ! ” 

"jf Little Tllernay was kneeling beside hinif and called his 
attention to him. • 

“ You had better give me the wine ; ftr the end is getting 
very near. Tell her to begin.’* ^ 

And while poor Mackworth was taking some wine (poor 
fellow, it was little enougll he had taken in»his life-time),* Ellen 
b^an to speak. I had^some notion that we should kno'w 
everything now. VVe had guessed the irirfh for a long while. 
We had guessed everything al^)ut Petre Ravenshoe’s marriage. 
We believed in it. We seemed to know all about it, from I-,ady 
Ascot. No link was wantingfin the chain of proof, save one, 
the nanjp of the place in \^ich that niarriage took place. 
That had puzzl(^ every one. I^dy Ascot declared it was a 
place in the nortfii^f Hampshire, as you will remember, but 
every register had roen searched there, without result. So 
conceive^ how we all #tared at poor •Ellen, when she began to 
o^^ak, wondering whether she knew as much as ourselves, or 
even more. 

“ 1 am Miss Ravenshoe,” she said quietly. “ My brother, 
Charles t^iere is lieir to this estate ; and i have come here 
to-night to tell vo« so.’* 

yhere was ndming new here. We knew all about that. I 
stood up an<f put my arm through Charles Ravenshoe’s, and 
William came and ^aid his hand upon my shoulder. The 
ge^neral stood before the fire, and Ellen^went on. 

^ Petre ^venshoc w’as married in 1778 to Maria Dawson, 
and his son was J^es Ravenshqe, my father, who was called 
Horton, and was Densil Ravenshoe’si gamekeeper. I have 
proof of this.” ^ • • 

So had we. We* knew all this. What did she know 
more? It was intolerable that sfie was to stop jiist here, and 
Uave the oijb awful point unanswered. I fdrgot my good 
manners utterly; I ctetched Chaf 4 *’s arm tighter and cried 
out — 

We know aflbut the marriage, Miss Ra^nshoe^j.we have 
Irabwn Of it a long wtflle. Bat wherg did intake place, my 
'degr young la<Jy^ Where ? ” 

She turned on me a^id answered, wcmdering at my eagerness, 
/had brought out the decisive words at^ast, the ^ords we had 
been dying to hear for si/k months ; she said— 
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At^^Finchampstead, in Berkshire'; I have a^. copy of the 
certificate with me/* 

I let go of Charles’s arm, and fell back in Ri'y chair. My 
connexion with this story is over (except the trouble of telling 
it, which I beg yAu won*t mention, for it has given rhe as miifch 
•jpleasure as it has yop f and that, if you look at it in a proper 
point of view, it is quite just, for very few men have a friend 
who has met wiln such adventures as Charles Ravenshoe, 
who wjll tell them all about it afterwards). I fell back in my , 
chair, and stared at* poor Father M'-cckworth as if he were a 
copper disk, and I wa^ trying to get into a sufficiently idiotic 
state to be electrobliologized. 

“ I have very little more to ^ell,” saM Ellen. “ I was^ not 
aware that you knew so much. From Mr. William Marston’s 
agitation, I conclude that I have'* supplied the only link which 
was missing. I think that Father Mackworth wishes io explain 
to you why he sent for me to come here to-n’/ijht. If he feels 
himself able to do so now, I shall be glad -fSf be dismissed.’* 

Father Mackworth sat up in his chair, and spoke .;it once. 
He had gathered himself up for the effiart, and went through 
it well, though with halting and difficult speech. * 

“ I knew of Petre Ravenshoe’s marriage from Father Clifford, 
with all the particulars. It had been confessed to him. He 
told it to me the day Mrs. Ravenshoe died, aftir Densil 
Ravenshoe had told me that his second sort was to be brought 
up to the Protestant faith. I went to him in a furious passion, 
and he told me about th: ^ previous marriage which had been 
confessed to him, to quiet me. It showed me, that if the 
worst were to happen, and Cuthbert were to die, and Ravens- 
hoe go to a Protestant, I could still bring in a Gatholic as a 
last resource. For if (iuthhert had died, ”nd Norah had not 
confessed about the changing of the children, I should have 
brought in Jailies, and after hin'c Wiljiam, both Catholics, 
believing him to be the sorvof James and Norah. Do you 
understand ? 

“ Why did I'not? I loved that boy Cuthbert o And it wscs 
told under seal of confes'^ibn, and mu^ not be used save in 
deadly extremity, and \Yilliam was a turbulent boy. Which 
would hat'e been^ithe greater crime at that time ? It was only 
a^choice of evil?;' for thQ Church is very dear to me. 

“ Then Norah confessed to me about the change of children, 
and then I saw, that bjg speaking of Petre Ravenshoe’s marriage, 

I should only bring in a Protestant heir. But 1 saw, also, that, 
by using her confession only. I could hmvp rha rio .5 Ravenshoe 
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to be merely»a gamekeeper’s son, and turn him out ihto the 
world, and sc# I used it, sir. You used to irritate and insult 
/me, sir,” he ^id, turning to Charles, “ and I was not so near 
^jath them as now. If you can forgive me, in God’s name 
say so.” ^ ^ 

Charles went over to him, and puli his arm round him. 
“ Forgive you ? ” he said ; “ dear Mackworth, can you forgive 
me ? 

“ Well, well ! ” he ccMtinued, “ what ^have I to forgive, 
Charles ? At one time, f thought if I spoke that it would be 
letter, because Ellen, the only daughter the house, would 
have had a great dowgr, as R^^cnshoe girls have. But I loved 
Cuthbert too well. And Lord Welter stopped my even thinking 
of doing so, Iw coming to R^^enshoe. And — and — we are all 
gentlemen hdfe. The day t^t you hunted the black hare, I 
had bec4r scolding her for writing to him. * And William and I 
made her mad biiiveen us, and she ran away to him. And she 
is with the army Charles. I should not fetch her back, 
Charles She is doi^ very good work there.” 

^ ^By this time she nad drawn the black hood over her face, 
aid was standing behind him, motionless. 

“I will answer any more questions you like to-morrow. 
Petre Ravenshoejs marriage took place ^t Finchampstead,^ 
remem bdl". Charlgs, my dear boy, would you mind kissing 
me? I think I frtways loved you, Charles. Murtagh Tiernay, 
taSe me to i»y room.” 

And so he went toltering away throflgh the darkness. Charles 
opened the door for him. Ellen stood v^^h her hood over her 

e, motionless. 

“ I can sjlieak like this with my face hidden,” she said. “ It 
is easy for one whcfhas been thit)ugh^what I have, to speak. 
What I have been you know, what 1^ am how i%— -(she used one 
of those Roman Catholic fotms of expression, which are best not 
repeated too ofiten.) I have a little to add to this statement. 
William was cruel to me. You know you were. You were wrong, 
f will not gcfon. Ym^were awfulk^injust — you were horribly 
unjust. The man who has just 1^ the room had some slight 
. iric,Iit to upbraid #ie. You had none.* You were utterly wrong. 
Mackworth, in one way^iis a ve^^ high-mindecWionourifble man. 
pYou made me hate you, William. Gftd forgiVe me. I have 
forgiven you rfb^.” 

“ Yes ; I was wrong,” said William,* ** I was wrong. But, 
Ellen, Ellen I before oldiriends, only with regard tt> the person.” 

“ When you Seated me so ill, 1 was as innocent as vour 
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mothe/i sir. Let us go on. This man Mackworth knew more 
than you. We had some terrible scenes togetl^or about Lord 
Welter. One day he lost his temper, and became theatrical> 
He opened hjs d^sk and showed me a bundle of papers, whi^b* 
Jie waved in the air, and said contained my future destiny. 
The next day I went to the carpenter’s shop and took a chisel. 

I broke open his *iesk, and possessed myself of them. I found 
the certificate of Petre Ravenshoe’s marriage. I knew that you, 
Williafn, as I thought, and I were ^e elder children. But 1 
loved Cuthbert and Charles better tiian you or myself, and I 
would not speak. *,Wiien, afterwards, Father Butler told m'e, 
while I was with Lord Welter, uefore Ii joined the sisters, of 
the astounding fact of the change of children, I still held my 
peace, because I thought Charles cvould be the he^tter of penance 
for a year or so, antj^ because I hesitated to throw thq, power of 
a house like this into heretic hands, though it were' into the 
hands of my own brother. Mackworth g-.\^ Butler were to 
some extent enemies, I think : for ButlCi seems not to have 
told Mackworth that I v/as with him tpr some timd,' and I 
hardly know how he found it out at last. Three days agq I 
received this letter from Mackworth, and after some hesitation 
I came. For I thought that the Cljurch could not be helped 
^ by wrong, and I wanted to see that he voncealed^ nothing. 
Here it is. I shall say no more.” 

And she departed, and I have not seen her since. Perh^s 
she is best where she is. got a sight of the letteli from Father 
Mackworth. It ran thus — • 

“ Come here at ofice, I order you. I am going to tell the 
truth. Charles has come back. I will not bear l^e responsi- 
bility any longer.” ^ 

Poor Mackworth I Pe went back to his room, attended by 
the kind-hearted young priest, who had left his beloved organ 
at Segur, to come and attend to him. Lord Segur pished and 
pshawed, and did something more, which we wDn’t talk about, 
for which he had to get absolution. But Murtagh Tierney 
stayed at Ravenshoe, defying his lordship, and his lordship’s 
profane oaths, and making the Ravenshoe organ talk to Father 
Mackworth about quiet churchyards and silent cloisters ; 'iShd 
s^^netimes raging" on until the, poor paralytic priest began to 
seethe great gates rolled back, and the street of theeverlast;ng,i 
city beyond, crowded with glorious angels. Lef us leave these 
two to their music. Before we went to town for the wedding, 
we were sitting one night, and playing at loo, in the hall. (Not 
guinea unlimited loo, as they used to play at Lord Welter’s, but 
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penny loo, limited to Sghteen pence.) General Ma|pwaring 
had been l^ed in miss four times running, making six 
r ^hillings (ai^almost impossible circumstance, but true), and 
^^T^dy Ascot had been laughing at him so, that she had to take 
off her spectacles and wipe them, when Murtaglt Tiernay came 
into the hall, and took away Charles^ ^d his brother Fathd' 
Tiernay. 

The game was dropped soon after tlifs. At Ravenshoe 
there was an old-fashioned custom of having a great^ supper 
brought into the hall atf ten. A silly olfl custom, seeing that 
every one had dined at seven. Supger was brought in, and 
every one sat down to table. * All sorts or things were handed 
to one by the servants, but no one ate anything. No one ever 
did. But the Head of the table was empty, Charles was 
absent. ^ ^ 

AftC'^supper was clearea away, ever)^ one drew in a great 
circle round tliii fire, in the charming old-fashioned way one 
sees very seldom for a talk before we went to bed. But 
nobodjr talked much. Only Lady Ascot said, “ I shall not go 
jipstairs till he confbs back. General, you may smoke your 
i^igar, but here I sit.” 

General Mainwaring would not smoke his cigar, even up the 
chimney. Almo.«t before he had time to say so, Charles an<L 
Father 'Fiernay cJme into the room, without saying a word, ana 
Charles, passir^ Through the circle, pushed the logs on the 
Hbarth togellier with his foot 

“ Charles,” said ^ady Ascot, “ h* anything happened ? ” 

“ Yes, aunt” 

> “Is he dead ? ” 

“ Yes, aRint.” 

“ I thought so,’* said Lady Ascot, “ I hope he has forgiven 
me any hard thoughts I had of hiTnt I could have been 
brought to love that, man sin time.’ There vfere a great many 
worse men tl^n he, sir,” she added, in her old clear ringing 
tones, turning to Father Tiernay. “There were a great many 
*worse men^han he.^’^ ^ 

“ There were a great many wSrse men, Lady Ascot,” said 
Rlther Tiernay^ “There have bein many worse men with 
.J^etter opportunities. ^He was a good man ^rought^p in a bad ' 
school. A good man spoilt? Genesal Maiawaring, you Who 
a^e probably«m^re honoured than any man in England just now, 
and are worthy of ft ; you who can’t ^top at a street corner 
without a crowd gettingjogether to hurrah to you; you, the very 
darling of the nation, are going to Oxford to be made an 
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honorary Doctor of Laws. And whenTo'u go intathat 
and the maddening music of those boys’ vmces cfaeerine 

prid^like Herod 

but think what you might have been with MackworthV 
opportunities/^ • ^ 

• I think we all respect^ the Irishman for speaking up for his 
friend, although his speech might be extravagant But I am 
sure that no one reJ^ected him more sincerely than our valiant, 
humble^ old friend, General Mainwariner. 


CHAPTER LXVI 

(f 

GUS AND FLORA ARE NAUGHTY IN CHURCH, AND THfeV WHOLE 
BUSINESS COMES TO AN END-v 

Charles’s purpose of being married in London helo* good. 
And I need not say that William’s held gdod too. 

Shall I insult your judgment by telling you that the whok 
story of Petre Ravenshoe’s marriage at Finchampstead was true ? 
^ think not. The register was found, the lawyers were busy 
Mown at Ravenshofe, for every one was anxious to g^t up to 
London, and have the two marriages over !?fi/pre the season 
was too far advanced. , * 

The memorabilia about this time at Ravenshoe, were — The 
weather was glorious. (I am not going to give you any more 
about the two capes, and that sort of thing. You have ha^ 
those two capes often enough. And I am reserving my 
twenty-ninth description of the Ravenshc»:j scenery for the 
concluding chapter.; The weather, I say, was glorious. And 
I was always being fetched in front the jiver, smelling fishy, 
and being made to witness deeds. I got tired of writing my 
name. I may have signed away the amount ot the national 
debt in triplicate,'^ for anything I know (or care. Fur you can’t' 
get blood out of a stonejK^'^T signed sft’me fifty of them I 
think. But I signed two^ which gave me grfat pleasure. « 

The fir&t^'was a rnnt-charge on Ravenshoe of two thoij^and a 
yesr, in favour <pt Willie Ravfnshoe. ' The second was a 
similar deed of five hundred a year in favour of Misc Ravenshoe. 

We will now have do^e with all this sordid business, and go 
on. , 

The ladies all had left for town, to prepare for^the ceremony. 
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: There a JJachelors’ Rouse at Ravenshoe for the la«t time. 

The weather j^as hot. Charles Ravenshoe, General Main waring, 
^and the rest,^ere all looking out of the dining-room windows 
towards the sea, when we were astonished by seeing two people 
!ti'fle up oif to the terrace, and stop before thS pol-ch. 

A noble-looking old gentleman, iif g blue coat and brass 
buttons, knee-breeches and gaiters, on a coj?, and a beautiful 
boy of sixteen on a horse. / knew well ^ough who it was, 
and I said. Ho ! But the others wondered. VVillian^ would 
have known, had he beef looking out of Ae window just then, 
but by the time he got there, the old gentleman and the boy 
were in the porch, and two of Charles’s inen were walking the 
horses up and down.* ' 

“ Now, who tut deuce is this?” said Charles. “They 
haven’t comj^ift ; but I donjt know them. I seem to know 
the old^^fan, somehow ; but T can’t remeAbcr.” 

We heard th^old gentleman’s heavy step along the hall, 
and then the doorSijas thrown open, and the butler announced, 
like a ttue Devonshire man — ■ 

“ Mr. Humby to Ifele ! ” 

','F''Thc old gentleman advanced with a frank smile and took 
Charles’s hand, and said, “ Welcome home, sir ; welcome to 
your own ; welcome to Ravenshoe. A Protestant at Ravenshoe^ 
at last. tAfter so fnany centuries.” 

Everybody hjjjiJferown limp and faint when they heard the 
awful name^f Humby, that is to say, every one but me. Of 
course I had nothing to do with fetihing him over. Not at all. 
This was the first time that a Humby l|^d had friendly com- 
munication with a Ravenshoe for seven hundred and eighty-nine 
y&rs. Thai two families had quarrelled in 1066, in consequence 
of John Humby hailing pushed against Kempion Ravenshoe, in 
the grand rush across the Senlac, at *1116 battle of Hastings. 
Kempion Ravenshoe had^asked John HumlJy where he was 
shoving to, and John Humby had expressed a wish to punch 
Kempion Ravefishoe’s head (or do what went f^r the same thing 
ill those timts. I am no antiquariaij). The wound was never 
healed. I’he two famiffes located tflRmselves on adjoining estates 
in Devonshire injjnediately after the conquest, but never spoke 
152^ when Lionel Humby bit his thuml^at our^d friend, 
*'^red Ravenshoe, in Cardfhal W#lsey’s antechamber, 
^Hampton, and Alured Ravenshoe asked him, what the devil he 
meant by that. They* fought in Twickeqjiam meadow, but held 
no relations for two hundred and fourteen years, ^hat is to say, 
till 1745, when Ambrose Ravenshoe squeezed an orange at 
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Chiche^er Humby at an election dinher in Stonpington, and 
, Boddy Fortescue went out as second to Chichester Humby, and 
Lord Segur to Ambrose Ravenshoe. After thi^ the families 
did not speak again for one hundred and ten years, that is to 
say, till the time are speaking of, the end of A^ril, 185^,'' 
j when James Humby to Hele frightened us all out of our wits, 
i by coming into the difiing-room at Ravenshoe in a blue coat 
and brass buttons,'^nd shaking hands with Charles, and saying, 

■ beside what I have written above — 

y **Mrs. Humby aitd my daughterdj^ are in London for the 
season, and I go to joir^ them the day after to-morrow. There 
has been a slight clSud between the two houses lately ” (that 
is to say, as we know it, for seC^en hundred and eighty-riine 
years. But what is time?) “and I wish to le'h.ipve it. I am not 
a very old man, but I have my wftimsies, my dfciv; sir. I wish 
my daughters to appiar among ^fiss Corby’s bridestiw^^^s, and 
do you know, I fancy when you get to Lond|»n that you will 
find the whole matter arranged.” 

Who was to resist this ? Old Humby ^ent up in tlje train 
with all of us the next day but one. And if I were asked to 
pick out the most roystering, boisterous, jolly old counly 
member in England, Scotland, or Ireland, 1 should pick out 
^Id Humby of Hele. What fun he nsade at the stations where 
Hhe express stopped ! The way he allow^ himsolf to be 
fetched out of the refreshment-room by thV^ard, and then, 
at the last moment, engaged him in a general conversati*n 
about the administration <?)f the line, until the station-master 
was mad, and an accident imminent, was worthy of a much 
younger man, to say the least. But then, in a blue coat and 
brass buttons, with drab small clothes, you may do anything. 
They are sure to take you for, .a swell. If William Marston, 
am ever old enough, and fat enough, and rich enough, I shall 
dress like that Vnyself, for reasons^ If jny figure does not 
develop, I shall try black br-^^ch — s and gaiters, with a shovel 
hat, and a black silk waistcoat buttoned up ufider my throat. 
That very often Succeeds. Either are better than ^)egtops and 
a black bowler hat, which klEfke no awe ftito the beholders. 

When we all got to tpwn, we were, of course, very busy 
There was « great (}eal of millinery business. Ola Humby insisted 
onr helping at it» Onegday h^ went ^ Madame Tulle’s, in 
Conduit Street, with his wife and two daughter, ,jLnd asked me ^ 
to come too, for which I was sorry at firsts for he behaved very 
badly, and m^de a great noise. We 'were in a great suite of 
rooms on the first floor, full of crinblines and that sort of 
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thing, and tjjfere were ft great many people ^present. I was 
trying to ke^ him quiet, for he was cutting a good many 
^lumsy jokes^s an old-fashioned country squire will. Every- 
^body was amused w4th him, and thoroughly appreciated his 
' ^^ilh, save ftis own wife and daughters, w^ho Were annoyed ; so 
I was trying to keep him quiet, wBen a tall brown-facedf 
handsome young man came up to m? and said — 

“I beg a thousand pardons; but liT not your name 
Marston ? ” 

I said, “ Yes.” 

/‘You are a first cousin of John Myston, are you not? — of 
Johji Marston, whom I used to meet at Clktefton ? ” 

I said, “Yes; that John Marston was my cousin.” But I 
couldn’t rememb^my man, for all that. 

“ You mill 1 me^ I met you once at old Captain 

Archer’j^tL^shbrook, for fen minutes.# My wife has come 
here to buy fal^gls for Charles Ravenshoe’s wedding. He is 
goirfg to marry m« cousin. My name is George Co»-by. I 
have married Miss^ Ellen Blockstrop, daughter of Admiral 
Blocksyrop. Her eldest sister marrfed young Captain Archer 
If the merchant service.” 

I felt very faint, but I congratulated him. The way those 
Australians do business «hames us old-country folk. To get 
over a heavy disfppointment and be married in two months 
and a week is vg^^reditable. 

•“ We busmen are rough fellows,” he said. (His manners 
were really charming. I never saw#them beaten.) ‘ But you 
old-country fellow^ must excuse us. ^ill you give me the 
pleasure of your acquaintance ? lam sure you must be a good 
tellow, for your cousin is one of the best fellows I ever knew,” 

I “ I should be d^ghted.” An^ I spoke the truth. 

“ I will introduce you to my wife directly,” he said ; “ but 
the fact is, she is just no^ having row witlf Madame Tulle, 
the milliner here. My wife is g deuced economical woman, 
and she want^ to show at the Ravensboe wedding in a white 
^oir^-antique, which will onlj^ cost fifty guineas, and which 
she says will do for fn evening flhr^ss in Australia afterwards. 
A?^ the FrencJjwom^iWifon’t let hgr have it for the purpose, 

I oecause she says it is incorrect. And I^ope t®*Gad the 
, .s^i’enchwoman will widj because my wife will get quite as g^d 
^a^own to lookmt for twenty guineas or so.” 

Squire Humby begged to be introduced. Which I did. 

“I am glad, sir,” he said, “that my daughters have not 
heard your conversatidh. It would have demoralised them, 
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sir, for J:he rest of their lives. I hope ?hey have f^pt heard the 
argument about the fifty-guinea gown. If they^ave, I am a 
ruined man. It was one of your Australians wh5 gave twelve^, 
hundred guineas for the bull, ‘Master Butterfly,' the day, 
before yesterday 

‘ “Well, yes,” said Gecfi'ge Corby, “I bought the bull. He'll 
pay, sir, handsomely, in our part of the world.” 

“The devil he will,” said Squire Humby. “You don't 
know an opening for a young man of sixty-five, with a blue , 
coat and brass buttons, who understands his business, in your 
part of the country, do xou ? ” 

And so on. The^weddings took place at St. Peter’s, Eaton 
Square. If the ghost of the little-shoeblaek had been hovering 
round the wall where he had played fiv^s with the brass 
button, he might have almost heard the cerenroi?iy performed. 
Mary and Charles r/ere not a nandsome couple, ‘cifhe en- 
thusiasm of the population was reserved for William and Jane 
Evans, who certainly were. It is mv. nature to be a 
Jack-of-all-trades, and so I was entrusted with old plaster 
Evans, Jane’s father, a magnificent old » sea-king, whom wc 
have met before. We two preferred to go to church tjuietly 
before the others, and he, refusing to go into a pew, found 
,]iimself a place in the free seats, and made himself comfortable. 
'■So I went out into the porch, and waited till ..hey cam^ 

I waited till the procession had gone ic^^cand then I found 
that the tail of it was composed of poor Lord Charles Herrioj’ 
children, Gus, Flora, and A rchy, with their nurse. 

If a bachelor is wo.i^h his salt, he will make himself useful. 

I saw that nurse was in distress and anxious, so I stayed 
with her. 

Archy was really as good as gold till >he piet with his 
accident. He walked? up the steps with nurse as quiet as 
possible. But even at first I began to get anxious about Gus 
and Flora. They were excited. Gus wouldn’t walk up the 
steps ; but he put his two heels together, and juAiped up them 
one at a time, and Flora walked backw’ards, looking at him** 
sarcastically. At the top^-step but One Gus stumbled ; 
whereupon Flora said, “Goozlemy, goqzilemy^ goozlemy.” 

A^d Gu9r»said, “,aYou wait a minute, my lady' till we get into 
chirch,” after which awfq^l speecirl felt as if I was smoking irt 
a powder magazine. 

I was put into a pew vnth Gus, and Flora,* and Archy. Nurse, 
in her modesty^ went into the pew behind us. 

I am sorry to say that these dear ’Children, with whom I 
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had had \io previous acquaintance, were very naught)* The 
^ren^ony bejfan by Archy getting too near the edge of his 
^sock, falling off, pitching against the pew door, bursting it 
rn^en, and flying out among the free seats, head foremost. 
Shrscy a ^limble and dexterous wogian, aash*ed out, anc^ 
caught him up, and actually got him oijt of the church door 
before he had time to fetch his breath for a^ream. Gus and 
Flora were left alone with me. 


Flora had a great scarlg: and gold church service. As soon 
' as she opened it, she disconcerted me by saying aloud, to an 
’Aginary female friend, “My dear, Iher^ is going to be a 
i^collection ; and I have left my purse on the piano.” 

‘ At this time al^j^Gus, seeing that the business was well 
begun, removedJo the fiirtl^r end of the pew, sat down on 
the hassocl^(<ffa took from^his trousers’ pocket a large tin 
trumpet^^^ • 

I broke out over in a cold perspiration as I looked at 


him. He saw my 4^tress, and putting it to his lips, puffed 
out his cheeks. Flora administered pomfort to me. She said, 
“ You a4e looking at fhat foolish boy. Perhaps he won’t blow 
after! all. He mayn’t if you don’t look at him. At all 
events, he probably won’t blow it till the organ begins ; and 
then it won’t matter so milch.” 

Matters were s^ hopeless with me that I looked at old 
Master Evans. i i ig» h ad bent down his head on to the rail of 


the bench b^ore him. His beautiful daughter had been his 
only companion at ^ome for many )^ars, for his wife had died 
when Jane was a little bare-legged thingl who paddled in the 
su;f. It had been a rise in life for her to marry Mr. Charles 
xCavenshoe’f favourite pad-groom. And just now she had 
walked calmly and quietly up the«aisle, and had stopped when 
she came to where he sat, and had ^ pushed tljie Honiton-lace 
veil from her forehead, and kissed’ his dear old cheek : ^d 
she would walk back, directly as Mrs. William. Ravenshoe. 
And so the noble old privateer skipper had bent down, and 
tllere was nothing to b^ seen thei^^^t a grey head and broad 
shoulders, which seemed to shake^ 

Ik. And so 1 lool^d uf^t^the east end. And I saw the two 
djft]ty)les kneeling beforejhe clejgyman. An^when f,\cnowi^ 
^^ything as I did, saw Charles kneelfhg beside Mary Corb^ 
wilti Lord Ascdl, great burly, brutal giant, standing behind 
him, 1 said something which is not in 4ie marriage service of 
the Church of Englan^ After it all, to see hiln and her 
kneeling so quiejly there together 1 We were all happy enough 
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that ddy. But I don't think that any one was much happi- 
than I, For I knew more than any one. Ai\d a/so,*thre‘ 
months from that time, I married my preseift wife, Eli? 
Humby. Aryd ^e affair had only been arrangecj. two day* 
cSo I was in good spirits. '* ^ 

At least I should ^ave been, if it had not been for * 
Charles Herries’’ children. I wish those dear children 
meaning them any harm) had been, to put it mildly, at pla> 
the viKage green, thjt blessed day. 

When I looked at Gus again, heVas still on the hasso( ^ 
threatening propriety '^th his trumpet. I hoped for the be^ 
Flora had her prayer-book open,^and waj playing the piano (?■ 
each side of it, with her fingers. After a -time she looked uf 
at me, and said out loud — ^ ^ 

“ I suppose you have heard th-'t Archy’s cat'VaL .kittened ? 

I said, “No.” ^ 

“Oh, yes, it has,” she said. “Archy halhessed it tp h 
meal cart, which turns a mill, and plays r Jsic when the whee ' 



is going to drown some. But you mustn't tpll Archy, becaus* 
if you do, he won't say his prayers ; and if he doii't say li 
prayers, he will,” &c., &c. Very emphatlC&Ky and in a lor 
ion^f voice. ^ 

This was very charming. If I could '^nly answer for Gi 
and keep Flora busy^' it was wildly possible that we might pc 
through. If I had not been a madman I should have noticr 
that Gus had disappeared. 

He had. And the pew door had never opened, and I wa 
utterly unconscious. * Gust had crawled up, on all fours, unde 
the seat of the pew, until he was' opposite the calves of hi' 
sister’s legs, against which calves, horresco refe^en^ he put hi 
trumpet and blew a long shrill blast. Flora behaved vei 
well and courageously. ^^‘^rxJnly gave j)ne long? wild shrie*^ 
as from a lunatic in a padded cell at Bedlam, and the 
hurling h^ prayer-book lit him, sh?ifcf;iied round and tried*' 
kjtk him m the ^ce. ' ^ o ^ 

This was the culmiffating point of my misfortunes. Aft 
this, they behaved better. I represented to ^hfem that eve 
one was just coming cut of the vestry,, and that they had bett 
fight it out In the carriage, going h^e. Gus only made s 
impertinent remark about Flora’s garters, and.^Flora only dre 
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^ short, bhf trenchant, historical parallel between Gus and 
•judas Iscariot ; when the brides and bridegrooms came down 
jfhe aisle, and we all drove off to Charleses house in Eaton 
f^juare. 0 • • 

' \nd so, for the first time, I saw aM together, with my ow» 
the principal characters in this%tory. Only one was 
ient. Lord Saltire. I had seen him t^ce in my life, and 
.ce had the honour of a conversation with him. He was a 
an about five feet elev^i, very broad sh4)uldered, and* with a 
•-.^ry deep chest. As far as the animal part of him went, I 
Jime to the conclusion, from close an^^ imkerested examination 
lor* twenty minutes, ^jat he h%d, fifty or sixty years before, been 
a man with whoiyh: would have been pleasanter to argue than 
10 box. Hi^3^<Ke was magnificent. Phrenologically speaking, 
he hadji.^fiy high square ^lead, very fl^t at the sides : and, 
vhen 1 saw him, when he was nearly eighty, he was the 
landsomest olcftnan I had ever seen. He had a florid, pure 
" iomplexion. His l^e was without a wrinkle. His eyebrows 
Were bjack, and his J^air seemed to refuse to be grey. There 
•^^s asjpuch black as grey in it to the last. His eye was most 
^ctraorhinary— a deep blue-grey. I can look a man as straight 
1 the face as any one ; ,but when Lord Saltire turned those 
.'fyes on me threegor four times in the couise of our interview, • 
1 ' felt that it wa s an effort to meet them. I felt that I was in 
:]je presence ortT^an of superior vitality to my own. We 
were having a talk about matte^ connected with Charles 
Ravenshoe, which have not mentioned, because I want to 
,)ceep myself, William Marston, as muc^ out of this story as 
pbssible. ^nd whenever this terrible old man looked at me, 
asking a question, I felt my eyebrows drawing together, and 
knew that I ^as f&oking defianily at Jiim. He was the most 
extraordinary man I ever met. Jie never •took office after 
he was fortf . He played with politics. He was in heart, I 
believe (no on* knows), an advahced Whig. He chose to call 
.(^himself Tojy. He played the Radical gam»very deep, early 
^ ^n life, andjH think, he got disglMlj^ with party politics. The 
■ |ast thing the old Radical^theist did in public life was to rally 
^ the side c# the“SfuKe in oppo^tion to the I^Jbrm Bill, 
^f^d another fact ab#ut hin* is, tha|^ he had always a st^g 
^Sgrsonal affeetj^n for Sir Francis. 

■ He was a* man qf contradictions, if one judges a man by 
Whig anjd Tory rules but he was a ^eat loss to the public 
business of the country# He might have done almost anything 
‘n public life #R'ith his calm clear brain . My cousin John 
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thinks (that Lord Barkham’s death was the cause of his 
retirement. 

So much about Lord Saltire. Of the other characters men- 
tioned in this sto,ry, I will speak at once, just as I. saw them 
{sitting round the table* at Charles and William Ravensho^^ 
wedding. * 

I sat beside Eliza Humby. She was infinitely the mo' 
beautiful, clever, and amiable being that the world ev« 
produced. (But th^t is my busint ss, not yours.) Charli 
Ravenshoe sat at the head of the table, and I will leave hi . 
alone for a minute. L will give you my impressions of t" 
other characters in this story, as they appeared to me. » 

Mary was a very charming-looking little person indeed, ve 
short, and with small features. I had neve* seen her befon 
and had never heard any one *say that she">Jtivpretty. .■ 
thought her very pretty indeed. 

Jane Evans was an exceedingly beautiful ^5)evonshire g 
My eye did not rest very long on her. It->iame down the taL 
to William, and there it stopped. t 

I got Eliza Humby to speak to him, and engage ^im ir 
conversation while I looked at him. I wanted to see vheth 
there was anything remarkable in his face, for a more rem?’ 

• *able instance of disinterested goodwill than his determir 
to find Charles and ruin himself, I never happened to h 
heard of. 

Well, he was very handsome and pleasing, w'.th a squa 
determined look about the mouth, such ys men brought \ 
among horses generaty have. But I couldn^t understand i 
and so I spoke to him across Lizzie, and 1 said, casting got 
manners to the winds, “ I should think that the only thing yo 
regretted to-day was, that you<‘had not been alongside of Charle 
at Balaclava and th6n I understood it, for wh^ I mentionec 
Charles and Balaclava, 1 saw for oilb instant not U g|i:oom bu 
a poet. Although, being a i-espectable and ►wellrConducte( 
man, he has n<*ver written any poetry, and probably nev^ 
will. r ^ • 

Then I looked across the table at Lady Ascot. They S£f 
that she was never handsvJme. I ca'fn^axte bilieve that. 'Si • ‘ 
waif a bekutiful olu woman certainly, but then all old womg 
SLik beautiful. Her face’^was very square, and one could 
that it was capable of very violent passidn ; br could, knov 
ing what one did, guess so. Otherwise there was nothini ‘ 
very remarkable about her, except that she was a remarkabl 
clu^ming old lady. 



^ ; An*^'«d of*the Business 465 

, Nothiftg^ip*bre. In.lSct, the whole group were less |:emark- 
able |Lnd tragical-looking than I thought they would have been. 
I wds disappointed until I came to Lord Ascot, and then I 
could not take my eyes off him. 

'f? There #as tragedy enough there. There flras Coarse brutality 
^d passion enough, in all conscieifc^ And yet that man 
?id done what he had done. Here^wi^a puzzle with a 
‘ngeance. 

jlxjrd Ascot, as I saw him now, for the first tiipe, wa^ simply 
!. low-bred and repulswe-looking man.* In stature he was 
*"^antic, in every respect save height. ^ He was about five feet 
1 ^, very deep about the chest. His haif was rather dark, cut 
)se. His face very fldrid, and perfectly hairless. His 
.rehead was loHr His eyes were small, and close together. 

, ' ’’s eyebroanl^rcre heavy, ai?d met over his nose, which was 
jrt a8i#'?5^are. His mouSi was large f and when you came 
his mouth, y^ came to the first tolerable feature in his face. 
LiiCn he was spealgng to no one in particular, the under lip 
^as sets the whdle face, I am sorry to say, was the sort of 

! * .ce wfcich is quite at often seen in the dock, as in the witness- 
(i^less some gentleman has turned Queen’s evidence). 
!v/)d this was the man who had risked a duke’s fortune, 
y!- lause “There was some things a fellow couldn’t do, you 

' t was very pui3^g till he began to speak about his grand- 
‘^ther, and^then his lower lip pouted out, his eyebrows raised, 
,s eyes were apart, and he lookod a different man. Is it 
;ssible that if he Sad not been broug^|t up to cock-fighting 
I id horse-racing, among prize-fighters and jockeys, that he 
^*/ght hav6»been a different man? I can’t say, I am sure. 

' Lord and Lady Hainault were pimply a very high-bred, very 
andsome, anjq very charming pair bfc.people. My cousin 
,.nows therr^oth veyy intimately, knd he says there are not 
better people in the world. , 

Charles JRavenshoe rose to reply to General Mainwaring’s 
; /leech, proposing the brides apej ^ndegroomsfand I looked at 
very curiously. “ He was pale, worn his recent illness, and 
i^ever was hap^soqj^ But his fa^e was the face of a man, 
;,jAftm J should fancy most people would ^et vefy*fond ^of. 
ii^%en we were schoSlfellow? at Shrewsbury, he was a tall 
iifk-haired hoys ^bo was always laughing, and kicking up a 
pw, arid giving his> things away to o^ier fellows. Now he 
“as a tall, darl^ melancholy-looking man, with great eyes, and 
Vfty eyebrows. His vivacity, and that carriage which comes 
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from thjle possession of great physical sU'ength, were cone ; anc 
while r looked at him, I felt ten years older. *Why shoulc 
I try to describe him further? He is not so rem^^kable if* mar 
as either Lord Ascot or William. But he was the best man . 
ever knew, r t 

f He said a few kind hftarty words, and sat down, and uiCi 
Lord Ascot got up. ^And I took hold of Lizzie’s hand witl 
my left ; and I plht my right elbow on the table and watchec 
him intensely, with my hand shading my face. He had a coal 
buttoned over his great chest, and us he spoke he kept o» 
buttoning and unbuttoning it wfth his great coarse hand. L hj 
said — j 

“ I ain’t much hand at this soit of thi?iLg. I suppose thost 
two Marstons, confound them, are saying tlethemselves that 
ought to be, because I am in the House of Lor^^V . That ^ 
Marston is a most impudent beg^r, aijd I shall eitikict 
his friend to-morrow morning. He always was, you know. Hr 
has thwarted me all through my life. I wanted Charle- 
Ravenshoe to go to the deuce, and I’ll tfc hanged if he’d le . 
him. And it is not to be borne.” , 

There was a general laugh at this, and Lord Ascot st^e tch^*' 
his hand across General Mainwaring, and shook hands with mj, 
cousin, * n 

“ You men just go out of the room, will ycsi ? ” (thq^^^servam 
departed, and Lord Ascot went to the doc^ to see they wer 
not listening. I thought some revelation was coming, but;; 
was mistaken.) “You se« I am obliged to notice stranger:', 
because a fellow may say things among' old friends which h 
don’t exactly care to before servants. , ■ 

“ It is all very well to say I’m a fool. That is verj^ likely, 
may be taken for granted. But I am not^such a fool as 
to know that a very str<wg prejudice exists aga^pst me in .j g 
present society.”' • ^ 

Every one cried out, “ No, no 1 ” Of ^11 the gr^at weddin ^ 
breakfasts that season, this was certainly the most tfemarkabl 
Lord Ascot weni*on. He was getting the savage Jook on hi; 
face now. ^ ^ 

“Well, well ! let that pass. Loot at that man at the 
of the t%h*e— the^ bridegroom. Loor*ai hifti. You t ^ 
thjjt I did what I ’’did. J^’ll telkyou wily. I love that 
He is what I call a man, General Mainwaripg. I m<.^^ ^ 
fellow at Twyford years ago, and he has ajways Ijjaen the 
to me since. You say* I served him badly once. T^ nothin 
enough. You insulted me once in public about it remarkabl 
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jV’ou were right.. •Say you, I should not talk ^jout it 

lo-day. bS when we come to think how near death’s gates 
|>ome*of us hj/e been since then, yqu will allow that this wedding 
f^ay has something very solemn about it. 

!w^‘ My pior wife has broken her back ac/oss*that infernal 
faiij and so she could not come, i ipiust ask you all tO 
*hink kindly of that wife of mine. You have all been very 
iind to her since her awful accident. She has asked me to 

, hank you. ^ » u 

I “ I rose to propose a tfast, and I have been earned away by 
^lil^v-ersonal statement, which, af every ^ther wedding breakfast 
TTr^ver heard of, ?? would be a brea^ Jf good manners to 
:/afc. It is hot so#on this%occasion. Terrible things have 
“-■^fallen every oh^ of us here present. And I suppose we 
IS ^ry to— hey !*-to — hah !— well, to do better in 

U.'U. . f > , 

i /‘I ^se, I sa^, to propose a toast. I rose to propose the 
lost liameless and excellent woman I ever knew. I propose 
lat w^drink the health of my grandmother, I^dy Ascot.” 
An<vth ! but we k'ppt to our feet hnd drank it. Manners to 
^*^wMs, after what we had gone through. There was that 
"^I'femn'jreaturc, Lord Hainault, with his champagne glass in his 
? Ind, hhaving like a schoolboy, and giving us the time. And 
^in, vnen her di ar grey head was bent down over the table, 
'Tried n her har-is, my present father-in-law, Squire Humby, 
ipt U his feet like a young giant, and called out for three 
^Ties tree for Lord Ascot. And we had breath enough left 
'[ > do Ut handsomely, I warrant you. ^The whole thing was 
\ cornet in the highest degree, but we did it. And I don’t 
iFy that any of us were ashamed of it afterwards. 

' I while the carriages were getting ready, Charles said, would 
/e Ik across the square. And w'e ail^ame with him. And 
.-f, t )k us t9> piece of de|d white -wall, at the east end of St. 
fetei Chuirch, opposite the caljstand. And then he told us 
‘ory oi the little shoeblack, and how his comical friendship 
iat boj^had saved him what it woutd not do to talk 

‘•re is rf?lbu3“oirCharles Ravenshof’s facepqven now. 
i b last summei*lying dh the s^d, and playing with ’)is 
,v t.by. the cloud was on him then. There was no 

«e<ess,'i^p hardoess in the expressioi^; but the face was 
merry old face I knew so well at Shrewsbury and 
There is a d<ll, settled, dreaming melancholy there 
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